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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

WAS £a tempestuous night—there 
blew a chill and searching wind, 
anyway—and NegsToR, to keep 
his circulation at a normal pitch, 
decided not to. order forth his 
carriage-and-six with the four out- 
riders, but to proceed on foot to 
these halls of dazzling light. Car- 
rying out this project at a pace, 
by force of circumstances, some- 
what more brisk than his usual, he 
arrived at his destination a good 
deal earlier than necessary. 
“Then ”—to quote a phrase bor- 
rowed by Mr. Rider Haggard from 
Mr. Walter Besant or Mr. William 
slack, who borrowed it from Mr. 
Charles Reade, who probably bor- 
rowed it from someone else—‘a 
strange thing happened!” I saw 
the programme from the beginning. 








It was a trifle unexciting, Iam 
Tun ALHAMBRA.—MpLLE. Mane boundtosay. Theoverture was well 
KEEPING THE BALL A-ROLLING. enough played by the excellent— 
though possibly too “ brassy,’— 

band. Mr. Tom Bass then obliged with a couple of familiar songs, 
after which the three Delevines presented some pretty extraordinary 
acrobatic feats; these gentlemen appear to be as comfortable with 
their legs tied like comforters round their necks, with portions of 
their bodies on back to front, or folded into compact parcels, as the 
ordinary mortal does in a spring-seated stall, with an exquisite and 
expensive havana between his lips, and a sparkling beaker awaiting 
his attention on the rack before him, Mr. Harry Randall followed, 
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THE ALHAMBRA.—* BLACK SPIRITS AND WHITE.” 


and rather enlivened proceedings with his very funny “ Who Killed 
Cock Warren?” ditty. The four Athos came next with some tum- 
bling, and then another “strange thing happened!” 

A FRENCH chanteuse came on in this scene in long skirts! When 
1 suw the lady's name on the programme, I anticipated something 
“racy. When she came on, Jarge and impressive, and in long 
clothes, | felt very much disapp—— reassured. As soon as she 
began to sing, however, she balanced matters. An unprejudiced 
listener would gather from her song that four-fifths of the language 
of Gaul consists of incoherent utterances, such as, Ja la la, ho ho 
hd he hé, blom blom blom, and so on; the remaining fifth he would 
judge to be racy enough for anything! The lady was described as a 
“singer and daacer,” but she gave us no specimen of the Terpsicho- 
~ a quality unless the elephantine trot with which she departed is 
to be regarded as such. 
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BuT now came the ballet, Zrene, which concerns the rivalry be- 
tween a black spirit and a white for the possession of an inexpert 
Italian image maker. It opens in a dark and gloomy mountainous 
region, where a discontented-looking gentleman seems to have lost his 
way, and is altogether having a rocky time of it. Some glorified link 
boys come to his aid, but instead of availing himself of their services 
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They attempt to obey him by setting fire to a huge rock, which» 
naturally enough, explodes like a Tom Smith cracker, discovering 
Signora Cossio as the bon-bon 
in the centre. For some reason 
or other the discontented gentle- 
man shows her a sort of magic- 
lantern tableau against a rock— 
a young gentleman (subsequent- 
ly to be identified as the Italia1 
image-maker) playing cards, and 
losing dreadfully, The tableax 
fades, and the lady wants 
another, but the gentleman re- 
fuses to gratify her, whereupon 
Signora Cossio becomes Signora 
Cussyou, and there is no 
knowing what might happen if 
some peasants, who appear to 
look upon a gloomy mountain 
recess a3 a capital ball-room, did 
not appear on the scene and in- 
dulge in revels, so that the dispu- Meo, 

tants fly. ton 





THE ALHAMBRA.—THE SCULI’'TOR 
AS soon as these toilers have CHISKLLED. 

gone home to supper the Italian 

image maker appears, with tottering steps, expressive of despair, 
or too many whiskies, does some violent things with a pack of cards | 
and prepares for some target practice on himself, when—bang !—out | 
jumps a lightsome creature in a short muslin frock. Itis Irene. Faici- | 
r ated by the sight, the image maker throws care to the winds and pays | 
his addresses to her. Joy! heisaccepted! But Signora Cussyou puts 
in a previous claim, and the rival ladies would probably tear each 
other to pieces were it not for the sudden arrival of the thunder- 
storm, which forces them all to run home for their umbrellas and | 
waterproofs, whereupon the scene changes. 





WE then find ourselves in Naples with a fair going on. Mdlle. 
Marie is doing some transparent conjuring tricks. At this moment 
Irene arrives in search of the image boy, who soon appears with a 
specimen of his handiwork, which the innkeeper immediately places 
in a conspicuous place. The lovers would now be happy, but Signora 
Cussyou, in a handsome discourse, draws public attention to the inferior 
art of the displayed image, and the maker would fall a sacrifice to 
the justly infuriated populace, did he not make a bolt for it while 
Mdlle. Marie and Miss Thurgate distract attention by dancing a rat- 
tling and well-executed tarantella, which brings dowa the house. 


WE now come upon Signora Cussyou making a secret visit to the 
image maker’s studio, and surrounded by the awful productions of his 
remarkable chisel. In the interests of the general sanity which is 
endangered by their 
existence, she is 
about to destroy 
them, when “ some- 
one apprcaches,” 
and she hurriedly 
escapes by the fan- 
light. Itisthe image 
maker being seen 
home by his “ merry 
companions.” Irene 
now appears, and 
once more all wou!d 
be jolly, but it grows 
dark suddenly, and 
when it comes light | 
again Irenehasgone, || 
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have turned round, 
and show the comic 
faces they have on 
the other side. The 
image maker is sav- 
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THE ALHAMBRA.—THE TEAKING-TELLA. age at this revela- || 


. tion. He places he 
on the sofa, and she slips through, while the discontented seusenhe 
of the first scene quite unexpectedly rolls over the top, and then slips 
through the floor, 





THERE, amid showers of gold and silver, they are made one by For- 

tune, and thereupon do a deal of jumping for joy. It is a capital 
. “anitally : c Fi : , 

ballet capitally done in all respects. Signorina Legnani, the new 


, 
comer, is an Lisi f the first wate . 
. ‘ ad Mi Ot evi. ¥ wS 





* and all the statues | 
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TWO TOASTS. 
The Whipper-in.—‘ Toby, lad, ‘ere’s wishin’ we may be spared for 


many another meet—an’ many another drink.” 
The Huntsman (who has been a cropp r'), —“ Ay, ma Jad, for 
many another purl, but divil axo0ther purler.’ 











HE “MOIGHT J AND HE MOIGHT NOT: : 
A REMINISCENCE OF THE PARNELL COMMISSION, 
By AN EXHAUSTED Q.C, 


[“* The witness who neither denies nor admits is a peculiarly Hibernian institution, 
for the introduction of which into our English Courts of Law we are indebted to the 
Parnell Commission of 1888.”—Daily Paper.] 

O THE Law Courts are lonely and gloomy as night, 
And the draughts wander, wailing ‘‘ We've nothing to bite!” 
Each Judge and each Counsel has gone home to bed 
With a cough on his chest and a cold in his head; 
The immense “cloud of witnesses’ melts—is dispersed— 
Kach flies back to the Isle that his infancy nursed ; 
The Policeman—the Agent—the shabby Squireen— 
The small Farmer—the Tenant—the grasping “ gombeen "— 
He who tells you blunt truths—he who quibbles and lies— 
He who Never Admits and who Never Denies ! 
For “I moight and I moight not””—an answer that tends 
To the baffling of foes and the worsting of friends— 
He will give to all questions, and end with, “ Wirroo! 
It’s myself that is tired with talkin’ to you!” 


When you rise to cross-question, with notes in your hand— 
On that Witness’s face blooms a smile that is bland ; 
As he tells of the party of “ bhoys” all in black, 
Who bored holes through his ear-lobes and “ carded” his back, 
And his calves neatly peppered with pellets of lead 
| (One for each silver coin of the “rint” he had ‘‘ ped”), 
And in vain you may tax him with secret surmise 
Of the names of the ruffians who planned the surprise— 
You will come off the worst in the contest of wits, 
For he Never Denies and he Never Admits. 
“Sure, I moight and I moight not have guessed at the name ! 
’Tis an ignorant kind of a man that I am! 
Not a great English lawyer—and, och, by the blue! 
It’s myself that is tired with talking to you!” 


Then you touch on the time when Mike, Shamus, or Teague 

Left off louting to landlords, and loathing the League ! 

And you mention the meeting, in barn or boreen, 

Where men’s voices were hushed and men’s glances were keen ; 

Of the white pebbles drawn from the battered tin pot— 

Of the Black One that fell to the Witness’s lot— 

Of the rent-paying neighbour who shrieked and who died, 

Where the grey rock rears up by the lonely roadside— 

Of the sum of blood-money—the murderer's prize— 

Naught the Witness Admite—navught the Witness Denies ! 
‘Sure, | moight or | moight not have done as you said ! 
Who's to poy ‘twas a bullet that kilt the man dead? 
"Twas a dawshy poor crayture he \ was , aD that’s thrue— 
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Then you neatly allude to the stack or the thatch 

Whose destruction was traced to the Witness’s match ; 

Of the hamstrung hind-legs of Maloney’s old ass, 

That had drawn home a cartload of boycotted grass ! 

Of the fowls plucked alive—the brave horses that bled— 

Of the cows that were docked of their tails in the shed, 

Whence the Witness crept—armed with a turf-cutter's blade— 

Or a reaping-heok orig ng with barbarous red. 

Though your best to elicit admissions you try— 

He's too sharp to Admit—he’s too keen to Deny! 
“Sure, he moight or he moight not! He'll lave you to guess 
There are asses wid four legs, and asses wid less ! 
Raping-hooks were for oat-heads, not cow-tails, all knew ; 
And he’s gettin’ quite tired of talkin’ wid you!” 


You may bring out his letters to flaunt in his sight, 

When he swears that he never could learn how to write ; 

You may snigger and sneer in his face as you read 

Of the Home-Ruling parties he’d purposed to bleed ! 

Telegrams, but that morn to the Witness addressed, 

Tn which praises or threats are remotely expressed— 

You put in to prove pressure—(he’s still undismayed !) 

You may quote the amount for his evidence paid, 

And he hunches his shoulders and screws up his eyes, 

But he neither Admits of the bribe nor Denies! 
“Sure they moight, or they moight not, have paid me to sware, 
Sure for money we'll all stoop to things that are quare ; 
Though your honour's great glory gets more than some do— 
Och! be jabers! I’m Tired of Talking to You!” 








—_——- ———= ———— 


NEW LEAVES. 


HERE are a lot of pretty books intended for the young where many 
moral tales are told and moral songs are sung. Their backs are bright 
and their insides are pleasing to the view, and to keep you “ Always 
Merry,” their quiet fun will do. Then all the stories spreading o’er 
their pages are written for the children of all ages, and we may praise 
here, without any strictures, the beauty and profusion of the pictures. 
There’s “Schoolboys’ Stories,” and there’s “Golden Stories,” and 
“The Cupboard of Delight,” displays its glories. ‘Sweets to the 
Sweet” you'll like; you'll like “ Bow-wow;” * Little Miss Marigold ” 
you are in love with now. The pictures are by many clever artists 
drawn, and all the books are published by Alexander Strahan. When 
you have turned the pages o’er and o’er and o’er, 'tis nice to know 
that you can get as many more. 
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JUVENILE JUSTICE. 


Johnnie,—“ Mother, why do people hunt lions and tigers?” 
Mother—“ Oh, because they kill sheep and dear little lambs.” 


Dh, 
Johnnie.“ Why don’t } then ? 
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a fiery knight of the Middle Ages. He drank ten beakers of blood-red wine; and then he arose and banged the quivering table with his doughty fist. 
‘ i J ‘ aay ‘a ; is s ‘ , i . : Ri ; ; fe 
“ Marry, and by my halidome!” he roared, “I 11 just step into the nineteenth century, and wake up our degenerate descendants a bit! 





ray | naff } uw) y ? } } 0 + ] , ] } ; . 
e on a field wherein a pa of the deyenerate descendants were engaved in the gentle pastime of football. There was a certain 


— voice, a he murmured hurriedly —* Hum !—I—I just step back and—tind I've forgotten handkerchief—shan't have time to wake ‘em 
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LED ASTRAY; OR, THE BABES IN THE WOOD. 


SCENE FROM THE GRAND PANTOMIME OF THE HONOURABLE ARTILLERY COMPANY, LIMITED. 
(AFTER A WELL-KNOWN WORK OF ART.) 
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Here he is at home, dining off bread and cheese and mild six, 
with the missis—his habit always of an (early) afternoon. 


SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 5. 














And here he is a a public dinner (presentation ticket) making the 
waiters absolutely shiver in their shoes with his criticism on the 
dishes and his amazed distrust of the wine. 











AT THE GATE. 


“HAVE YOU ANYTHING TO DECLARE?” 

The words acted like an electiic shock, and the party questioned 
turned cold and trembled in 
his shces, 


words ? 

At the frontier-gate, which 
bore the inscription, “ January 
the First, Eighteen Hundred 
and Kighty-Nine,” stood a 
lithe and elegant figure, eur- 
mounted by a face in which 
stern justice mingled with 
baming humour. FUN the 
Gieat? Certainly, FoN the 


where was the familiar motley ? 

—where the cap and bells? 
They were absent. In their 

stead appeared the uniform of 


The words bad proceeded from 
FuN; the party questioned 
was the NEw YEAR, 

As we bave said, the New Year turned cold and trembled in his 
hves; then, as soon as he could sufficiently collect himself, he said 
in a& Dervous voice, 

“But I—I thought it was free-trade round this way? 
ycar, and always before! 
kind of—of——” 

“Of abuse, and jobbery, and corruption, and disease, and undesir- 
able things of all kinds, eh?” said the Customs Officer. ‘ Yes, I’m 
aware of it; but we mean to change all that. We are going in for 
a little Protection of a certain kind. Come, you appear to have a 





It was last 
One has always been free to carry in any 


anything to declare?” 

“N-no,” stammered the New Year. “At least—that is—just a 
very little.” But FUN took the keys and opened the trunks, 

* What's this which smells so horribly?” he asked. 

“Eh? Oh! that’s just the little fag ends of the Metropolitan 
Board of Works. Only just a little finishing up of it—presentation 
‘f testimonials and compenration for disturbance to the members, 
Just a few little tinal_—” 

“Ah! just so. There's a trifling duty on that article. Say, five 
hundred thousand poupie, paid to the ratepayers out of the private 
purses of the members. Perbaps, on the whole, you would prefer to 
throw it overboard. I'm sure the ratepayers would. 

“Trish Members of Parliament. 

“Contraband!” raid Fon, “That packet can't pass under any 
| circumstances. Have to be destroyed. England and Scotland want 
|@ little bit of Parliament for their own use this year, just by way of 
achange, What's this?” : ; . 

“American system of trade. Salt, 


wrners 
. ; 


What's this?” 
Just a small packet.” 





Pottery, Match, and other 


But who bad uttered the | 


| less Departmental Officials, and their 
Great, without a doubt. But | 


a gauger, an officer of customs, | 
| require that number for personal use. 


' Vessels—contraband ! 


god deal of something or other in those great trunks, Have you | 


“Contraband! will have to be destroyed. You can fling them 
down in that corner. What's this? Parcel of Medical Practitioners? 
Ah! they will bave to be disinfected, to get 1id of the rancour and 
jealousy, and also a little of the 
homicidal professional etiquette. 
And this?” 

“Oh, that’s only the Increased 
Speed of Trains and Steamers. 7'hat 
can't be contraband?” 

“Hum! I'm not so sure,” said the 
officer. ‘“ Well, there’ll have to be 
a duty on increase over a certain 
rate of speed,—yes, a duty becoming 
prohibitory after a certain limit. 

“And this parcel—Overpaid Use- 


Nephews—eh? Contraband! Fling 
’em in that corner.” 

“‘ Half adozen new Chief Commis- 
sioners of Police—for use during the 
twelve months,” said the New Year. 

“Nonsense! Don’t try to Ce- 
ceive the Customs Officer, You can't 





No! can only pass two as personal 
requisites, What else?” 

“Open Spaces for London—Palaces and Music for the People— 
National Academy of Arts ‘ 

“ All those can pass; go on.” 

“ Road Tax on the adjacent householders.” 

“Contraband! Road Tax on the wheels that wear out the roads 
can pass. And these things—More Speculative Villas without gar- 
dens or breathing spaces—contraband! Foreign Crews for British 
Anything else?” 

“More Fun—more Charity—Abolition of the London Fish Ring, 
and Execution of the Members—Cleaner Fuel for London—Abolition 
of Fogs, and of Ice in July.” 

“ Pass !—Bonus on their Importation, in fact. That all?” Saidthe 
officer. “ Well, young gentleman, it seems you were trying to de- 
fraud the revenue to a pretty tune! You can pass in now; and, 
having left all that rubbish behind you, you may stand some chance 
of being a Happy New Year!” 











THE Latr’acte Annual fr 1889,—edited, as of yore, by Mr. W. H 
Combes,—has just made its appearance, and gives reason for being 
welcomed even more heartily than hitherto. The book is literally 
brimming over with theatrical, music-hall, literary and other portraits 
and funny pictures by the ingenious Alfred Bryan; and there are 
several stories and sketches in prose and verse by such well-known 
writers as John Hollingshead, Paul Meritt, George Grossmith, Robert 
Reece, Horace Mills, H. Chance Newton, Richard Henry, and the 
worthy editor himself, 
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KNICKNACKS. 


THE Duke of Sutherland possesses a large deer forest in Assyne, and 
he has lately assigned a portion of it for the use of the Crofters. 
This is @ sign of progress in the right direction, and we trust that the 
deer forest wi!l not prove a dear forest to his grace. 


LORD ESHER is evidently a judge who will not be trifled with. A 
barrister disobeyed him in court the other day, and he ordered him to 
be removed, and his orders were literally carried out, and so was the 
barrister by four ushers! No gentleman of the long robe ha; been 
ushered out in that manner for many a long day. 


Irate Owner of Property.— I tell you, sir, that road is the longest 
way round, besides which it is a private road, and belongs to me.” 
Roving Artist (struck with the beauties of the road).—* All right, 
old fellow, it may belong to you, but it will never be long to me.” 
(Leaves Owner cussing the cheek of those something cockneys.) 


WE have it on most reliable authority—namely that of the Farm- 
yard Rooster—that in the country a full crop of corn is always 
accompanied by full crops of poultry. This is really a very remark- 
able coincidence. 


Mr. Ch-mb-ri-n.—“ How is it, my dear, that the Americans spell 


words like “ parlour” and “splendour” without the “u’’ 
Mrs. Ch-mb-rl-n.—“I don’t know, dear, I am sure, unless it is that 


they don’t like ‘‘w” (you). 





Jones.—“ So you bave married an authoress, Smith? Well, I sup- 
pose I must congratulate you, but I understand that they do not 
make good wives.” 

Smith.— The best in the world, my dear fellow.” 

Jones.—" How is that?” 

Smith.—“ Why, she is writing the greater part of the day; and 
you know that a woman can’t write and talk at the same time.” 
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IF EVER THERE WAS A CONSIDERATE UNCLE 


The Old Gentleman referred to.—“ So, doctor, you really think 
me better?” 

Doctor.—“ Better? Cured, my dear sir.” 

The Old Gent. ref. te (resisting an impulse to shed tears of tender 
compassion).—‘ In that case, doctor, when you announce the news 
to my nephew, kindly do it with consideration for his feelings, I 
would even ask you to add that you will no doubt be more fortunate 
next time, 
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THE IDEA! 
Snoblet.—“ Another New Year's Eve! Bai Jove, how time flies 
as one gets on in life!” 
Miss Prettypert.—“ Yes, indeed. Why, you'll be quite grown up 
soon.” 


Sing a Song of—a Tanner. 

(Mr. Tanner, M.P., was “named” and suspended the other day for calling Mr. 
Balfour a “liar and a coward.’ } 

SomE fraudulent coin the House has passed, 
(As members and measures show in manner, ) 

But when naughty pames were at Balfour cast, 
The House wouldn’t pas that Irish Tanner. 

“ DEARIE me,” exclaimed Mrs. Blunderby, “ what curious accidents 
do happen nowadays! Only fancy, I’ve been a-reading in this 
paper about ever so many Peas fellows being killed down in a cova! 
mine, all through a damp fire. I s’pose it was the smoke as did it, 
for there's nothing worse——What’s that you eay /—there's a lot of 
difference between damp fire and fire damp? Oh, no, my dear, 
I’m an old woman, I know, but you can’t make a fool of me like that.” 

WANTED instructions—How to boil a kettle, light a fire, blow out 
a candle, trim a lamp, smoke a pipe, strike a light, help a dish, take a 
walk, make a pound, keep a bed, and drink a glass. 

Sccond-class Masher.—“ Haw | Mise—er—Sweetlips, don’t you—er 
—often wish that you—er—were a gentleman?” 

Miss Sweetlips.—*“ Don't you?” 





NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS. 





The Title Page and Index for Fun, Vol. XLVIIL., 
Can be ol | 


btained Gratis on applic ttion at the Office 
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THOUGHTS OF THE NEW YEAR—FROM DIFFERENT POINTS OF VIEW. 
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LED ASTRAY; A foolish babe was I to list to “ friends ” 

OR, HARLEQUIN THE BABES IN THE WOOD, THE PETULANT Who worked upon me for their private ends. 
PRINCEY-WINCEY, THE DISDAINFUL DUKEY-WUKEY, and You see! We both shall catch it hot, I know, 
Foun, THE Goop Farry. For ra pees — <draspergpee - — 

’ are about to retreat, when Britis 
Gees Cameco.) Public enters indignantly. 
(With profuse Apologies to A, DRURIOLANUS, Esq.) B, P, Here, stop! Now, both you babes have erred, 

ScENE LaAst—A Wood, Hnter the Two Babes, BERTIE and PORTLIE, "tis true ; 
with Toy Soldiers, which they play with for awhile. Such “airs,” Prince, I did not expect from you. 

PortLiz, Oh, H.R.H-ey! I don’t like these toys, From Portland I did not expect much sense, 
Although they’re reckoned jolly by most boys ; But don’t yew pout upon the least pretence |! 
I'm tired of them, so I shall put them by, | There, go along! and don’t let bad advice 
No more I'll play with them | Cause you, young Albert, to act thusly twice, 
[ Throws soldiers down, Thanks to Fun’s intercession, you are free ! 
BERTIE (doing ditto), No more will I! THE BaBEs. Oh, good old Fun! Oh, generous B. P.! 
Not simply ‘cause I'm tired of them—like you— [ All dance off. 
ag ‘cause they won't do what I want them to! 
1ey're nasty, beastly, spiteful things, so there |! ' igur ; 
Our “ airs” iet's mee: f yet ina bar ely " oe." Quite F e-ative. 
DUET. In this New Year 
DUK PoRTLIE£. These H. A. C. soldiers of ancient renown, ___ Some people fear 
Have vexed little Bertie and me ; Mischief will work some fell design ; 
And therefore upon them we frigidly frown, Let's hope Fate will say 
No more Portland cement shall they see ! _ “O Mischief, nay !” 
PRINCE BERTIE. These artillery amateurs, honoured and old, Or in Greek and German say “ Até/ Nein!” 


Whom the City regarded with pride, 
Had the cheek not to do as by me they were told, 








And so J have cast them aside! A YOUNG fellow was going along a street in the neighbourhood of 
Cuorvs, Fleet Street, one day last week, when a man, who was cleaning the 

And we won't play with them any more, first-floor windows, chanced to fall, and, landing on him, they both 
And their conduct they all shall deplore ; rolled into the gutter. * By Jove!” exclaimed the first one, as he 
We Babes can't agree with the bold H. A. C., rubbed his bruised body, “you broke your fall.” “Yes,” replied the 
So we shan’t play with them any more | other, nonchalantly, “I'd always rather break my fall than my 





[ Dance around, neck." 
(Spoken) PorTLig. Hark! here's that beast the Public drawing near! | 





BERTIE, It will denounce us as two “kids,” I fear! Way has M, de Lesseps good cause of complaint against the 
ae icennee l) did I (bee-Aes !) allow French Government ?—Because, although in great want, they will 
myseil to be sO mixed up in this “row”? ) 


Mi 


not assist his Pa-na-Ma—his pa nor ma. 

















|With Whittington will panto- 
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FROM OUR CHRISTMAS BOX, 


HEN Christmas comes it brings 
good cheer,” time-honoured 
couplets tell ; 

When Christmas comes it brings 
new plays, and pantomimes 
as well. 

And Mr. Fun, according to his 
customary way, 

Has visited the lot, and here is 
what he has to say :— 


But oh! to see how everywhere 
new houses meet the eye |— 

The town will be all theatres, I 
take it, by-and-by; 

And then the call for actors! 
All the place will be bereft ! 

There won't be any ordinary 
population left ! 





But to my task, fair gentlemen, 
and let the future rest, 
You'll notice that we only have 
one panto. in the West ; 

| And who do you suppose is he who marshals it to fame? 
Why, don’t you think that Harris (and Augustus) is his name? 





The subject he has chosen is The Children in the Wood, 

And on the whole I think you’il say it’s wonderfully good ; 
At anyrate, I’m bound to say—and just you mark my words— 
You won’t see much to rival that “ Procession of the Birds.” 


The Babes, this year, are popular 
and, like Old Drury, hale, 

The Elephant and Castle and 
Pavilion tell the tale ; 

While Beauty and the Beast at 
Sadler's Wells applause re- 
ceives, 

And the Surrey Theatre shows 
the doings of the famous 
Forty Thieves. 


At “the Palace” Cinderella has 
been taken by the hand, 

The little lady, also, is appearing 
at the Grand ; 

The book of No. 1 will please the 
audience, I ween, 

In No. 2 the daintiest of heroines 


1s seen. 


The Marylebone (which, after 
all, is somewhat in the 
West) 





mime it for you with the 

best ; 

At Sanger’s is a circus aid a pantomime in one 

And Crusoe, christened Robinson,’s the story that is done. 


sritannia rules the waves, but Mrs. Lane she rules the Brit, 
And with The Magie Dragon makes a most decided hit ; 
While Mr. J. P. Hardacre, who suddenly s\ept in, 

Ha; opened the Olympic with the drama of Hast Lynne. 


At Covent Garden circuses appear so well to work, 

That this year they are catering with Hengler’s noted Cirque ; 
Success, no doubt, awaits it, unobscured by any clouds, 

For p2ople will be “ coming to the ’osses” in their crowds. 


There's Nadgy, at the Avenue, a light and lively work, 

Where Arthur Roberts tickles you with song, and quip, and quirk, 
And Mad'moiselle Vanoni fills with wonder all who see, 

And sings, with him, “ Zim-zim,” with vim and volubilitee. 


‘aust Up to Date the Gaiety provides as Christmas fare, 
It’s “solid pudding,” you may bet, and lots of plums are there ; 





| Miss Cameron is playing Faust—you see we're “ up to date.” 





They've made some alterations, and just now, we beg to state, 


Carina at the O. Comique is still the pabulum, 
And to the Prince of Wales's Paul (that’s Jones) will shortly « 


The Yeomen of the Guard still holds the fort at the Savoy— 
’Iwill bear a lot of seeing, I can tell you that, my boy. 


The Strand has Atalanta still, 
Swi ee EN 


and though one truly feels 
4 


The wit’s not comparable quite I 
to Atalanta's heels, 

It has a taking point or two, and, 
when all’s said and done, 

One must concede at least that 
Atalanta ought to run, 





The newly-opened Lyric gives 
you Dorothy, my boys 

(The lady seems a fixture with 
us—not that that annoys) ; 

The Jodrell, none too lucky 
shop, seems now upon the 
job— 

They've in the house each even- 
ing, at any rate, one Bod. 


Then, given with a style and 
strength to make you hold 
your breath, 

You’ll fiad at the Lyceum Shake- 
speare'’s tragedy, Macbeth. 

The elegant Adelphi next your kind attention calls, 

With Sims and Pettitt’s pretty-titled play, 7he Silver Falls, 


The Haymarket, with Captain Swift, has ample right to pleasa, 
And Hands Across the Sa, to see, the chance you ought to sea-ze ! 
Then Joseph's Sweetheart still is trae—no daintier you'll meet— 
And Mr, Terry’s Lavender is still “uncommon Sweet,” 


The famous Lyons Lady at the Shaftesbury is seen, 

At Toole’s appears The Don with all his dignity of mien, 

Prince Kari and Hyde and Jekyll, at the Globe are to be found, 
Aunts and Uncles at the Comedy (to put it that way round), 


Away at the St. James's, and in spite of all the fray, 

They'll play the Hall of Brantinghame, I'll venture for to say, 
The French plays at the Royalty will yield you lots of sport, 
And if you want to see Mamma, you'll find her at the Court. 


Then, if you've been beatified with sweet parental joys, 
You'll find a set of matinées to please the girls and boys ; 

O. Twist at the Princess’s, Alice at the Globe you'll seek, 

G. Two Shoes and Lord Fauntleroy at Court and O. Comique. 


If you're inclined for music halls, you've ample cause to smile— 
The Empire and Alhambra do the ballet dodge in style ; 

The Royal Pav. will make a third bed find it hard to spoil, 
And then you have the Oxford and the merry-hearted Roy'l. 


Olympia a toy-shop is—its point a Christmas tree, 

You'll bathe at the Egyptian Hall in seas of mysteree ; 

The Moore and Burgess Minstrels 
make you laugh, and cry, 
“Oh! lawks!” 

As likewise Harry Hunter will, 
and all of his Mohawks, 


If living in high latitudes you'll 
understand that the 

North London Colosseum is the 
proper thing to see ; 

And, if you shrink from “ Pa- 
laces,” and theatres and 
halls, 

Just drop in at “Nia ” and 
see the famous falls, 


Or journey north to Islington, 
and freely revel there 

In all the subtle fun of the re- 
markable “ World's Fair ;” 

But there, I think you have 
enough, so to an end I'll 
come, 

With just a vote for German 
Reed's and the Aquarium. 


When Mr, Fun had done all these he lay, with throbbing head, 
A-wooing Mr. Morpheus upon Lis truckle bed, 


If cockneys lack a.nusement in this pilgrimage so rough, 
It’s not for want of having opportunity enough. 
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- In his second 
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FOUR LOVELY MINCE PIES (A Seasonable Warning). 
Bilberry was a “livery” party, but, having made up his mind to “let go” at Christmas, gaily assaulted goose, turkey, plum-pudding, 
with various sundries and liquids, and then attacked the mince pies. “For every mince pie you eat, you will have a happy month, says 
the old taying, you know, Mr. Bilberry,” eaid his hostess, 








Dots by the Way. 


GREETING TO THE NEW YEAR. 

COME in, my pretty gentleman, 
We'll take you by the hand, 

And give best greeting that we can 
And welcome through the Jand. 

Thy New Year's little baby face, 
Now all bedecked with smiles, 

Within our heart shall find a place, 
To greet your winning wiles. 


The bells shall ring out bright and clear— 
Silvery bells of greeting, 

With music that your heart shall cheer, 
While joyous friends are meeting— 

Friends parted long, with grasp of hand 
Their words of love are telling; 

Come, let full plenty fill the land, 
And peace in every dwelling. 


We'll hold beside the glowing fire 
An honoured place for you, 

And hope to see our heart's desire, 
Ere time to say adieu. 


You look so cosy, bright and fair, 
With sunlight in your eyes, 
Which tell of joy that all may shave 

Beneath the glad blue skies. 


Now welcome Eighteen-eighty-nine, 
We'll drink a health to you, 

And let thy glad light ever shine,— 
Be loyal, bright and true ; 

That we may every changing day 
Sing praises loud and long,— 

That we may, as you fade away, 
Be jubilant in song. 








SYEUSEE EDEL ERED ERED ere reer rer, 
x SURUINEA ARR ORIRAG 


J 
> > 
4>.<€ 


3 


VIN AN ANY 


Ed. é dee PoE, 








Cadbur 
Co 





PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 


ys 
C0a 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 

















“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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The Lyceum pitites b: ldly wait and freeze, 
And, on entering, suffer from a pit-tight squeeze. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


LADIES AND GENTLEMEN,—Your NESTOR has been for many days 
tossed and buffeted in a seething whirlpool of pantomime,—and 
when I say “tossed and buffeted,” I make no reference to the way 
some gentlemen of the press, who (in the present uncertain state of 
the law of libel) shall be nameless, go odd man for drinks at the re- 
freshment bars, instead of attending to their duties,—and your 
NESTOR is bound to say that he has, on the whole, been extremely 











TUE (COURT.—GOODY TWO SHOES A HE COURT. 


pleased. He has seen the first performance of six pantomimes 
(goodness knows how he did it), and allowing for the fact that each 
of them was practically no more than «a dress rehearsal, he must say 
he never saw pantomime going stronger, and everybody is entitled to 
congratulation, There is a general brightness, readiness, and absence 
of slovenliness about the humblest of them which pleases your faith- 
ful critic much, If he were inclined to show a preference he would 
kay that for tenderness of treatment, and grace and delica’y of set- 
ting, Cinderella, of Sydenham, probably bears off the palm, whi'e for 
elaboration and origin lity 

DRURY LANE, with The Babes in the Wood, naturally holds its 
wh with ease, It is bright and lively from the beginning. A pretty 
opening scene wherein the tragedy of Cock Robin is enacted at length, 
partly in the form of a delightfully executed scena, is followed im- 
mediately by the long-talked-of and wonderful toy scene. in which 
the elements of humour, taste and brilliancy are very happily blended, 
\ cleverly executed and funny burlesque of a marionette ballet dance 
is appropriately introduced by Messrs. Henderson and Stanley’s 








Quartette in this scene. My cramped space on the present occasion 
iil not permit me to detail all the wonders and joys Mr. Harris has 
| prepared for young and old, but I can't let myself off without refer- 
ring to the beautiful and original woodland panorama, which is, prob- 
ibly, the most delightfully picturesque effect—or rather series of 
etlects—ever seen upon the stage of a theatre. The procession and 
et of birds is a mere theatrical show, pantomimically legitimate, 
iowever, and bewildering in its magnificence and variety, 


| MEssks, Nicholls and Campbell play “the babes” with marke] 
| good taste, seemingly content to make fun with a genuine burlesque 
f the “ways” of children, without straying into more que stionable 
tel in, Miss Harriett Wear-none, as it sbin Nude (| hope I ve spelled 
the names correctly) is, for obvious reasons, “a joy for ever.” aud the 
| graces of the men and maidens of her band and train make one yearn 
for the free and happy life of the woods. In the hands of Messrs. 
Dan Leno, « specially quaint and ready artiste, and Mr. Victor S evens, 
| (Be Brothers Griffiths, Tom Pleon, and (. Lauri, jan., the } anto- 
| mimic elements are well served, and that the ballets an the music 
are well looked after need scarcely be suid, when the re sponsibility 
| rests respectively with Madame Lanner and Mr. Walter Sla ; 
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of Miss Edith Bruce and Susie Vaughan, and the drolleries of Mr. 





Edward Righton, are far from not making themselves felt. The 
dancing of Miss Emma,and Mr. John, D'Auban goes for its full value, 
of course ; and Miss Louie Loveday is a handsome and clever leader 
of the ballet. Altogether Mr. Oscar Barrett is to be highly praised | 


and congratulated on the production. 





THE GRAND.—Cinderella, with Mr. Geoffrey Thorn for its merry | 
chronicler, disports herself here as well as otherwhere. Such a dainty, 
petite, light-footed little mortal as Miss Dot Mario makes of her, 
too! and there is lots of fun of all sorts. Messrs. Fred Williams 
and Mark Kinghorne are a couple of comical “sisters,” and Mr. | 
Willie Crackles crackles all over with humour, and is a capital dancer 
to boot, or shoe, as the case may be. Miss Dora Douglas is a hand- 
some (silk and) Satin-ella, and Mr. E. C, Dunbar is “all there”’ in the 
singing line. I don't care for his reed solo, though it is not Dun- 
hardly. Mr. J. M. Jones, the clown, has drilled some children effec- 
tually and effectively. There's a funny quartette party, and the 
show—a Sappho ballet and Santa Claus feast among them—is all that 
can be desired. 


THE CourT.—A pretty version of Little Goody Two Shoes—though 
Miss Rose Fillipi seems to have been a little too much under the 
influence of the Jate Mr. Barlow in writing it—is being played here 
by a company of children every afternoon, and very well played too 
lt is really marvellous to note the perfect emphasis and appreciation 
with which dainty little Miss Georgie Martin gives the lines of Miss 
Flimsey; and Molly, the rude child, and Graspall, the wicked 
Squire's Overseer, are played with great spirit and character by Miss 
Celia and Master Tommy Tucker—see the young monkeys dance too! 
Little Miss Dot Hetherington makes a captiva‘ing little Goody, and 
dances nicely also. Then there are a mule, 2 cat, and a raven, all of 
diverting demeanour, and what could a child audience desire more? 
Mr. Levey has fitted some pretty music to the piece, and it is very 
brightly put on, 


THE LyceUM.—This theatre seems rather oddly out of place in 
present company, but I hope nobody will think I mean to suggest 
that Macbeth is in any way a pantomime a3 here shown. It is pro- 
bably the finest production the play has ever experienced in the 
matter of dressing, setting, and general care of details. The acting, 
however, is pretty bad, Mr. Irving’s owa performance, thouzh he 
wai frequently incomprehensible for sentences at a time, is an im- 
provement both in strength and consistency upon his previous ver- 
sion of the part, and though Miss Terry’s version of Lady Macbeth 
cannot well be accepted, tre charm of her perfect method and her 





THE LYCEUM.—STRANGE AND STAGGERY EFFECT OF A BANQUET ON 
KING AND QUEEN MACBETH. 


personality are very satisfying. For the rest there seems little sin- 
cerity in the acting if one excepts Mr. George Alexander's Mac luff. 
All London, permanent and casual, will flock to see it, however, and 
. one can justly say that they will not be amply compensated for 
their trouble. , 


HERE are heaps of other things to writs t 
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A Transformation Scene, 


THE fairy speaks her closing words, 
The stage’s wings, just like a bird's, 
Move back with motion eerie ; 

| A shiver shakes the monstrous rose, 
| Whose petals, as they ope, disclose 
A most enchanting peri. 


Palm trees grow sky wards in a trice, 
Their leaves all glistening like ice— 
Each leaf displays a houri ; 
Great ferns there are which ne'er have grown 
In any spot to mortals known, 
Except within old Drury. 
No end to beauteous fays there seems, 
’Tis like one’s most enchanting dreams ; 
See! there lie groups of naiads, 
And there, enwrapped in gauzy sheen, 
The graceful water-nymphs are seen 
| Sporting with hamadryads, 








“ 


Too soon we hear the cry of Payre, 
| The well-worn “ Here we are again | "— 
Time-honoured ealutation ; 
Tt sounds so harsh, that cheery shout, 
The bright illusion’s blotted out. 
Ah! what a transformation ! 


Not a Poetic “Line.” 

THE Baron Bard Tennyson saves at the railway 
That's now in the Isle of Wight forming,— 

So much so, indeed, that in quite a fierce gale-wa~, 
He at the scheme is now storming. 

The Laureate looks at the thing as intended 
From Wight’s Isle to quickly repel you ; 

And, indeed, from his diatribes, meant to be splenci !— 
“Lor! ‘e ‘ates it,’ a Cockney would tell you. 


Ex-Navvy-gation. 
(The Duke of Marlborough’s new American brother-in-law is 
| said to be au ex-navvy, who has made his way in the world.) 
| H1s good Grace of Marlborough’s brother-in-law, 
| Is, it seems, an ex-navvy ; 
Let us hope that the latter will show proper awe, 
And also due “savvy ;”’ 
And be reverent, likewise, when one says, * Aha! 
You've a duke for a brother, now, V’avvy-cous pas)” 
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A RECOMMENDATION. 
oher future Auntie) —* AS YOU ARE MARRYING INTO OUR FAMILY, 
YOU'LL GET YOUR BABIES FROM DR, REDLITE'S. HE BRINGS 














THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS." 
No. 1.—THE DEBTOR AND CREDITOR. 
SARTORIUS, a Zailor ; and IMPECUNIO,@ Young Gentleman, meeting. 
SART. Soh», soho! Either my sight deceives me or this is Im- 
|pecunio. My collector has knocked at your door these six months 
‘without getting any answer but that your honour is engaged. or 
hath the jimjams, or is gone out of town. Knock, forsooth! | 
have a mind to knock—and with this good cudgel—soundly on your 
back and shoulders! ‘Tis the fear of damages for assault and bat- 
tery, and the love of my own good cloth, restrains me. But say, now, 
| have you not treated me scurvily? 
| Imp. Why, odds o’ my life, Sartorius, in what have I treated you 
'scurvily? Have I not been a good customer to you? 
SART. Yes, sirrah, in everything but paying! . 
Imp. Did I ever cease my love to you, or forbear my custom, till 
you refused me more credit? 
SAKT. Never, adzooks ! . 
Imp. Do I not carry your garments into the very best society’ Do 
not your what-d’ye-call’ems sit upon eatin chairs in ducal drawing- 
rooms? Have not your coat-sleeves insinuated themselves round the 
waists of half the reigning beauties of the town? . 
SART. That may be, but I get no satisfaction for it. However, 
satisfaction I will have, and that soon ; for you shall pay me my due. 
| Imp. What, and lose a friend by it? ; 
| Sart. How, you knave? Iam no friend to you! 
| Imp. You are, and I will prove it. Do you not call at my house 
in person or by deputy five days in the week ! 
SART. Ay, do I, 
Imp. Who but a friend would be at so much trouble! I 
wrung by anxiety when you hear I am indisposed, for fear [ should die’ 
SART. That is lest my bill should be disputed by your heirs. 
Imp. Who but a friend would feel so much uneasiness / 








Are you not 


Do not 
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| your thoughts continually hover about me like guardian angels? 
| When you see me pass the window of your shop in Bond Street, does 
| not a thrill pass through your very marrow? 
SART, A thrill, indeed! for I say in my heart, There goes the rascal 
who has done me! Shall I ever be paid? I fear, no! 
Imp. It is ill done of you to call me rascal, who am your greatest | 
benefactor. 
SART. How do you prove this, Malapert? | 
Imp. Are not the ancients and the learned among us agreed that | 
the keenest pleasures are those of hope? 
SART. Hope? Ay, you are full of your promires |! 
Imp. Promising is giving and hoping is realizing, according to the 

French sage. Therefore do I enrich and delight you daily. Again, | 
do not your own creditors delay to press you, out of pity at the scurvy | 
treatment (if you will call it scurvy) which you have had from me? 
And when you are in « choleric mood, is it not a consolation to you | 
to call down curses upon my head fora rogue? Thus I supply you 
with an object, and you need not to weary the gods with meaningless | 
maledictions! Besides, the Jawful venting of your rage has raved you 
many « stroke of «poplexy and preserved to the Borough of London 
the ninth part of « citizen, And when at Jast I pay your bill—if ever | 
I do—you will be a3 much surprised as though Heaven bad rained 
guineas into your purse. Again, though this is a minor consideration, 
you have protected the public modesty by clothing one who, but for | 
your benevolence, might not be dressed at all! 

SART. Nay, no more of this fooling. 
hind leg off. 

Imp. [ could moralize you so for hours, In addition to all these 
benefits conferred upon you, I have taught you prudence, for, if I do 
not wrong you, it will be some time before you give credit to a penni- 
less masher again ! 
SART. If I do may | 
Imp. May you be so 
. a L ' 
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A GROSS BREACH OF ETIQUETTE. 


(AN INCIDENT OF THE “ PRESENT” SEASON.) 
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entleman had just entered my shop and ordered a nice barrel of oysters - for a present. Now, I always like supplying things fir 
undred-barrel; and as ite for a present, Joe, you needn't put in more than seventy and stale ones. For there's an etiquette, Joe, 


” 


ent, and there's anytbing wreng, f lks don’t mention it out of delicacy.’ 


‘You se, that herrel of oysters was evidently Told by our Carrier's Bou:—*1 sed at a glance as that barrel was a 

so, thinks I, if I did happen to redooce present, ‘cos it wasnt a quarter full; so I thought I'd jest finish up the 

80, there ldn't be no fuss about it on few at the bottom, knowin’ the etiquette o’ right-feelin’ parties as receives 
presents.” 
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THE ’'BUS CONDUCTOR’'S STORY. 
(To be recited with oneieye shut.) 
How did I lose my eye, sir? Well, it 'appened like this: It was late 


On a Saturday night in December—I don't quite remember the date, 
But I knows it was just about Christmas, for the night it was warm- 


like and wet— . . ; 
And us blokes was a-doin’ such bizness as I’m blowed if we'll ever 


forget. 


You're right, tis a rum sort o’ job, sir, this ‘angin’ to life by a strap, 
Yet there's plenty o’ worse ‘uns, I tell yer, and many and many a 





chap 
Would ve only too thankful to enter the service to-morrer, I ll swear, 
| And work as-——you'll do mea favour by passin’ that gentleman's fare. 


And work as we work, | was sayin’—or, rather, a-goin’ to say— 
From eight in the mornin’ to midnight, for no extra wunnerful pay. 
Sut that’s neither ‘ere, sir, nor there, sir; enough that such hardships 
prevail. 
'To spout of 'em does my ‘eal good, sir, though it dont ’elp me on 
with my tale. 


A Saturday night in December! and the shops wa3 all blazin’ with 
gas, 

And the streets was u-swarmin’ with people as is commonly known 
as the mass. 

A Saturday night! Do I mindit? If 1 don't, sir, I ain't worth a 
curse— 

Though the hactual date, sir, has slipped me, as I said in the openin’ 
Verne. 


We was runnin’ ‘twixt Broad Street and Brompton—the ‘bus is a 
white ‘un, yer know— 
And the folks we pick'd up was quite stylish, the ladies especially so. 
| There was none of the swagger about ‘em—a thousand times more 
har lar mode 
Than the gals what we sees on this journey, from the Cross, sir, to 
Whitechapel Read. 


How did I lose my eye, sir? Well, I'm comin’ to that in a shake ; 
|My memory'’s just a bit rusty—wants greasin’, maybe, like that 
brake— 
And | ain't such a ‘and at a story as I were when a kiddy of five, 
When necessity—ma of inwention—kept my faculties always alive. 


What beauties we huttered when young, sir! How much, sir, they 
sounded like truth ! 
I'm beginnin’ to think that this tongue, sir, ain't the same as I wore 
| when a youth. 
| But what's that to do with the matter? I'm bless’d if this ‘ere 
lookin’ back 
Ain't — the point of my story, and shovin’ me clean off the 
track. 


On that Saturday night in December we was doing the journey called 
“down" 
(From broad Stree t. you see, sir, to Brompton), and just “us we got 
near the crown 
Of the ill as my mate always swore at—I'm a-talkin’ of Waterloo 
place— 
[ was tailed by a neat-lookin’ party—a gal with a beautiful face. 


I spott d that much by the gaslight as wobbled about in the street : 

lsut when she got fix'd in the bus, sir, and sat in that there corner 
Beat, 

With my lamp shinin’ ‘ard down upon her, I twigg'd in the third of a 
wink 

[hat ‘er figger took after ‘er face, sir,—though it mightn’t ‘ave been 
quite as pink. 


She was wcarin’ a hat made o' feathers, and her ccat was a treat of a 

coat— 

_A long ‘un, with fur at the bottom, the pockets, the sleeves, and the 
threat. 

She carried a gamp in ‘er ‘and, sir, for the night, sir, though warm- 
like, was wet ; 

And that gamp had a deuce of a stick, tir, which I'm blowed if I'll 
ever forget. 


We'd come to the Old Brompton Road, sir, and was goin’ at pretty 
igh speed— 

We was racin’, | think, with a cabby, and he was a-gettin’ the lead— 

When I felt someone tug at my ccat-tails, and turnin’ round quick 
to reply, : 


| ) . 
+t met wit! the end of a ramy eir hich ] nted itself in my 








I ain’t given much to complainin’, or makin a stir when I'm ‘urt, © 
And I'll bet there is few disagreeables as will heasily put out my shirt ; 
But that dig made me roar like a lion, and I couldn't help faintin’ 
with pain _ 
As my eye tumbled out of its socket, and rolled down a neighbourin 


drain. 


The next as I knows I was lyin’ 'twixt the sheets of a ‘ospital bed, 

And a woman was punchin’ the pillows, and fixin’ ’em right for my 
ead, is 

I turned on my side: as I did so, the eye that was left in its place 

Fell a-spottin’ a beautiful figger—a-spottin’ a beautiful face. 


Need I tell yer the gal they belonged to? No; yer don't want in- 
formin’ o’ that. 

The wery identical coat, sir,—the fur and the feathery hat ! 

The sight of ‘em all brought my senses a-gallopin’ back to my ’ead— 

And I guessed why ste stood in the ward, sir, and I knew why | lay 
in the bed. 


She came to my side when I shifted; then said, as she patted my 
cheek, 

“If you please, I belong to that ’brolly as poked out your peeper last 
week. 

I knows if you wanted to marry, one eye might prewert such a bliss, 

So I've come ’ere to hoffer myself, dear—and I can’t say no fairer 
than this.” 


Some folks would ‘ave shied at the hoffer, but yer see, sir, I ain’t like 
them some ; 

I’m rather a cool sort o’ card, sir, and hinclined to take things as they 
come. 

So the party as rid in my ’bus, sir, on the night that was warm-like 
and wet, 

Is the wife of your’bedient se1vant, which I’m blowed if she'll let me 
forzet. 


That’s how I lost my eye, sir. And I’m glad as I’ve done, for my 
throat 

Is ag dry as a dustman’s, I reckon, with spoutin’ this ‘ere hanecdote, 

Which is true from beginnin’ to hend, sir, as sure as I| live, honner 
bright. 

Well, | don’t mind a drink since you hask me. Much obliged, sir. 
I thank you. Gool-night!” 


BALLOONS and a parachute have been sent out to Suakim for use 
azainst the rebels. A balloon is hardly the thing, one would imagine, 
to suppress a rising ; but perbaps it will help to raise the siege and 
restore the balloons of power out there. Let us hope so. 


SHOULD a skate be served up on ice? 
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“le | WERE NOT ALEXANDER | WOULD BE DARIUS.” 
o7 2. — ' ;, 
Latelligent Foreigner,— Ah, noble varrior, ven I remark your air 
60 martial and your six feets and two high, son of France zat I am, | 
capnot vat you say look down upon you. Vraiment/ if I vare vour 








countryman | could be your comrade. I could be guardsman of life 
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OU RIEND, LORD AYTOR. 


|. always valued the opinion 
of our friend, Lord Aytor— 
he belonged to the fine old 
family of the Temperiss 
Actighes, his full title be- 
ing Lord Aytor Temperiss 

Actighe. 

Thus, on reading lately 
of the triumphant succets 
of the British Volunteers 
under the new shooting 
regulations, we—before de- 
finitely making up our 
mind on the subject— 
hastened to him to hear 
his opinion as to the effi- 
ciency and utility of “ Our 
Citizen Soldiers.” 

Lord Aytor, we knew, 
was not of that inane 
family of gobemouches 
ready to take in and swal- 
low every new- fangled 
triviality as a good and 

perfect thing. Lord Aytor wore ruffles, and knee-breeches, and a 
love-coloured silk coat with gold pocket-fiaps, and a double-handed 
sword, and a suit of plate armour, and a suit of wolf-skins, and 
nothing but wool, and lived entirely upon milk, cheese, and flesh. 
When be drove in the Park it was in a chariot fitted as to the axle- 
ends with seythes, and he carried a spear in place of an umbrella. 

“And now, my lord,” we said—“now, what do you think of the 
volunteers You have, of course, read how, under the new shooting 
qua'ifications, only <4 men out of $5,550 failed to passa out of the 
third clas 

‘My dear boy—my d-ar boy,” replied his lordship, “I certainly 
have read that; and I admit freely that it is a really wonderful 
result—that, in point of fact, it leaves me without a leg to stand on, 
and takes the wind clean out of my sails; but, at the same time, 
| don’t believe in your volunteers, All very well in a drawing- 
room, my dear fellow, but—pooh! pooh! No, no; the regular 
troops s 

“But,” we inquired, without knocking his head off (for our self- 
control] is very great), “in what have the volunteers ever shown 
themselves inferior to the regular troops?” 

Lord Aytor gazed at us with an expression of ineffable pity and 
compassion ; then, slowly helping us and himself to a glass of mead, 
he replied, “In what! Why, dear me, what a very absurd question— 
why—in—bless me—ah—in everything, of course! What extremely 
dull weather we have had lately, haven't we!” 

* But about the volunteers!” 

“Ob, ah—the volunteers—yes. Why, good gracious me! It needs 
only half an eye to see at once that they are utterly inferior in all 
that constitutes that is to sav, which goes to the making of—ah—” 
(then there ¢ into his eye a sudden flash of ius; iration), “ Why, 
look here—isn't Smith a 
very common name imong 
Volunteers? Why, «about 
one-thir! of ‘em are named 
Smith, sir! Now, sir, how 
can & man with the name 
of Smith ever be in efticient 
and ustful soldier, sir? Of 
course not! What do you 
think about this Sackville 
affair, my dear boy!” 

Our mind was much more 
settled now. There was a 











% al 

i@s) sense of great relief in hav- 
_ \9A" ing heard the opinions of 
“ize = such an authority as Lord 

Vial Aytor upon the vital ques- 


tion, Guided by that opin- 
ion, we decided that—but 
no matter what we cleci dled 

> os » yj 

lt was shortly after this 
that we heard with the 
deepest satisfaction that ou: 
| friend had accepted the 
portfolio of Minister for War (or of whatever authority in our some- 
what hazy and complicated system really is responsible for the 


| 
Mt I ( ‘ q ; " ’ wy ? ” y ; lw } ~~ 
‘ | a) ) Sit in hardly e expected 














to know who is responsible, when the authorities never do.) One of 
his very first official acts was to provide an extensive and magnificent 
rifle range for the volunteers. Filled with joy, we called to congra- 
tulate him. * eile 

“Yes, a noble and much-needed step,” he replied. ‘“ Did it entirely 
to please those idiots the public, and stop their clamour. But, as it’s 
a hundred and fifty miles from any volunteer centre, and it consists 
entirely of swamp, and hasn’t a railway within thirty miles, it can't 
do much real harm. My dear boy, your volunteers won't do—all very 
well at a fancy fair. Ta, ta!” ; 

A little after this we called upon him once more, beaming with the 
news that the volunteers had overcome all the difficulties and accepted 
all the sacrifices inseparable from using the new range ; that they had 
drained the swamp, and that they habitually and continually trudge 
the hundred and fifty miles to use the range; that they lost their 
situations, and contracted illnesses, and spent the whole of their 
incomes, but still persevered. 

“Ah, no doubt!” replied his lordship. ‘ But, my dear boy, your 
volunteers are a mistake! All very well at a masked ball, but when 
it comes to actual war - 

7 7 * * oo * 

It came to actual war. As is well known, the enemy landed at 

Hastings, and marched toward the metropolis. Lord Aytor and his 








colleagues having forgotten to issue arms to the regular troops, these 
had to proceed to the field of battle armed with-walking-sticks and 
pokers, and were promptly defeated. The enemy were within ten | 
miles of London. * . . * 

Again we called upon our friend, Lord Aytor, beaming with hearty 
congratulations. ‘Of course, my lord, you are aware that our fellows 
have completely crushed the enemy, and driven him over Dover Cliffs 
into the sea ?’’ we said. 

“The Government have as yet no official information on the 
subject,” replied his lordship ; “ but I am extremely gratified to hear 
your news. Of course, we were fully convinced all along that our 
fellows would do it.—Now, if it had been left to your new-fangled 
favourite volunteers, my dear boy 4 

‘Well, you see, my lord,” we replied, ‘it was the volunteers who 
did it. You see, your unfortunate omission to arm the regulars 
having rendered that body useless, the volunteers, seeing that some- 
thing must be done, subscribed among themselves, and somehow, by 
dint of superhuman exertions, contrive 1 to get a:large cargo of arms 
over from Belgium. With these they went out against the enemy | 
and completely smashed him, and saved the country.” | 

“Hum!” said Lord Aytor—“ Yes ; very meritoiious, and remarkable | 
indeed. Ah! yes; but, my dear boy, your volunteer pets, take my 
word for it, won't do, All very well at a garden-party, look very | 
nice at an afternoon tea, do well enough at a flower-show, BUT——” | 

* * o * * * | 
| 
| 








We hear that war medals are to be issued to the ministers and | 
departmental officials responsible for the non-issue of arms to the | 
troops, and that a special poll-tax is to be exacted from the volunteers, ' 
to defray the expenses of the war. Lord Aytor and the Government | 
are of opinion that the pastime of soldiering practised by the volun‘ec rs , 
being a luxury should be made to contribute to the exchequer, and | 
thus be rendered useful. . 
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A Curious Cure. 


[Mr. Wilfrid Blunt states in the preface to his recently published 
“Prison Verses,” that imprisonment is a discipline most useful to 
the modern soul, Japsed as it is in physica! sloth and self-indul- 
gence. . . It purifies and ennobles, and the soul emerges from 
it stronger and more self-contained, &c., &c.] 


You’LL remember that when Dickens placed the sly 
Uriah Heep, 
In “quod.” for deeds which need not here be stated, , 
That “’umble” soul was pleased to think the lessons 
there learnt cheap, 
And he held that all should be incarcerated. 
Well, W. Scawen Blunt (although not Heepish, bear in 
mind), 
In a way would seem to show this view is his'n, 
He appears to deem imprisonment a blessing of a kind 
For he says 2 man improves when put in prison. 


3ard Blunt would have us note that when a person's 
‘doing time,” 
Or is (as some authorities put it) ‘‘ quodded,” 
His thoughts and aspirations all begin to be sublime, 
And that onward to perfection he is prodded 
A list of all the virtues which in “limbo” you may 
learn, 
Are set forth above. And longings have arisen 
In the present writer’s bosom—yea, intensely doth he 
yearn 
For somebody to pack him off to prison ! 


And if *‘chokee” is as charming as the Bold Bard 
Blunt declares, 
We ought to promptly send thereto the Tories ; 
Especially those in power, who now give themselves 
such a‘rs 
And tell so many naughty, wicked “stories,” 
Special cells for Balfour, Matthews, and such muddlers, 
might, mayhap 
Give them change of heart—like Mr. Blunt had 
his’n, 
And, who knows, why, it might even make you nicer, 
FUN, old chap 
(Were that possible) to spend some years in prison. 


The Stuart Exhibition. 

THE New Gallery, Regent Street, has now, perhaps, 
one of the most interesting collections ever got together 
illustrating any particular period in our history. Some 
two hundred pictures, almost entirely portraits of ce'e- 
brities of the Stuart period—coins and reliques of every 
description, from important royal paraphernalia to a 
common pair of shoes, but all having historic value, 
and many identified with scenes and incidents of 
most pathetic interest. The contributions are from the 
collections of Her Majesty and many noble lords and 
ladies, which we often find have been in the possession 
of the families from the date of the events they are 
connected with. The exhibition is sure to be popular, 
and we trust will lead to other collections of a similar 
character, 





She.— "So you are going to Spain. So sorry to lose 
you. I shall always think of you when——’”’ 

He,—“ Oh, when?” 
She.— Whenever I see a mule.” 





A CLOWN and a columbine, all perturba‘ion, 

About to trip on at the “grand transformation,” 
Here spoon near the bleak O.P. “ wing.” 

Tis easy to see Mr. Merryman’s smitten, 

And soon he exclaims with the pluck of a Briton, 


»» 


“Would you like to join me in the ring! 


“In the ‘ring’! What, the circus?” the girl answers, shyly— 

“Not much!” “No; the wedding ring,” says the clown, drily— 
“ That's the grand transformation J mean; 

Life's ‘rallies’ and ‘spills’ I could fight at each cue, dear, 

Much better for being united to you, dear- 
Hark! the ‘call’ for the ‘first comic scene’! ”’ 

Then on they both bound, to loud music and laughter ; 

She trips with the harlequin very soon after 
(That harle-quintessence of skill) ; 

The clown (with his old pantaloon-atic prancer), 








Plays pranks, while he longs for that columbine's answer. 


Will she wed him? / fancy she will / 








ANOTHER YEAR. 


I READ that poem the other day that Tennyson wrote about the 
old year meeting the new. I Caresay if they did meet they would 
both try the ears. Made a pun, have I? Well, 1 didn’t mean to. 
\‘m not quite yet in my dotage, whatever you may think. And the 
world has gone on better, has it’? That's all you know about it. The 
world has always been the same ever since I’ve known it. Theres 
the usual amount of thieves and liars and all the rest of it. And 
we've got dynamite to helpus. And murdersand butcheries done and 
not found out any more than ever they were. And that’s what you 
call the world going on all right, is it? That’s all you know about it. 
ind we've got education, so we have, and a lot of good that is, isn’t 
it? The other day I heard the Lord Mayor talking about that. He 
said that education hai reduced the number of criminals. He might 
ave said that it made them more artful, eo that they could avoid 
irrest better. He! he! Don't talk to me about education, I tell you. 


Then »>ve got s0 muco science abdou " ineres a Deas 


of a little nephew of mine who's always busy giving the cats electric 
shocks, That's what comes of science. Teaching cruelty and vivi- 
section and all that sort of thing. Electric lighting, indeed! What's 
the good of that, I should like to know, unless to half destroy your 
eyesight. We shall have all London lighted soon by the force of the 
Thames flow. Shall we? A lot J care about that if it is go. Hang 
the Thames, and hang the e'ectric light, and hang London, I gay | 
And the country’s better off than it used to be, is it? What do I 
care about the country and the yokels who live there, and all that? 
What do I care if Dorsetshire labourers used once to starve, and don't 
starve now? It's no business of mine, and it's no business of yours 
either. If they have a good dinner and have done with it, they'll let 
the rates alone, anyhow, and that’s something to be thankful for 





You take my word that all this talk about the world improving is a'l 
utter bosh and nonsense. The world no more improves by keeping | 
than eggs do EK verythi1 ‘ vets worse and worse Bah ! | 


’ 


VDIOGENES TUBBS. 
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A LITTLE «PRACTICAL JOKE.” 








“JUST GOING TO BEGIN!” The County Council will come out smart, Fun chimes in.) 
Oe THE COUNTY COUNCIL SAUSAGE MACHINE From my C, C, Sausage Machine! ”’ You pay your votes, and you take your choice 
\ pemadier tr, ee oe eee ae Of the candidates offered here; 
be tticcagscg Pon: Sigg a Though whether at some you will rejoice 
(SEE CAKTOON,) From which you may s:lect, At present is none too clear. 


os , : /' " All eager to Council. iate, . ae saat 
‘WALK up! we're just a-going to start ! Aes ype piace aR ag | For Party again (that political bane) 


Clown Ritchie now exclaims, Nia nleiemk. Samui aeie-anaiee * eka Is playing up tricks most mean, 
‘Your various votes prepare to ‘part,’ Th an gi pea weg vies, a So, look well to the views of the one you'd 
And vou'll see some high old games. (i bo ny . nangS & : ae ‘Ler you ve seen), choose 
Don't miss my County Couneil Act, — 7 rity solve ag sero Hs, From Ritchie’s ram machine ! 
‘y ail i shoul by Ss 4 / : ihe oe 7 ; _ 
\ a ( yr ort pore HO d, in fact, CHORUS , , , CHORUS. 
In my C, C. Sausage Machine!” ee ih ad ; Lo! they re just beginning to start, 
nimy v, v. y Much wisdom they a!! would impart, Sut don't you readers be “ green ;” 
CHORUS. At least, 80 they promise, I ween ; Pray, be on your guard ere your votes 
“Yes, your votes make ready to ‘ part,’ Ard they long of each other to get the start, you “part” 
And you'll find it all serene ; In this C. C, Sausage Mac'.ine!” For the C mnty Council Machine! 








PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED? 
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Write as smoothly asa ead pencil, and oeither scratch 
nor spurt, the points being rounded by a new process. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 

THE JODRELL,—I wonder what idea possessed the managerial mind 
of this theatre when it issued press invitations for Bob, bearing upon 
the face the odd legend, “ This ticket must not be sold”? Granting, 
even, that the soul of the British critic is black with unholy cravings 
for illgotten gain, can it be supposed that he is so mean-livered as to 
sell the seate he obtained ex officio? He would never dream of doing 





THE JODRELL.—AN AUSTRALIAN BOB (STERLING COIN), 


such a thing—not for a Bob at any rate. Nay, not for that sum 
twice told! I hurl back the insinuation with proud scorn, and pen 
the following reply (bold type, Mr. Printer, please)— 


THIS CRITIC CANNOT BE BOUGHT! 
though it is an open question whether he may not be sold! 


Bob is a play of the Phillipine order of architecture (two kernels 
in one shell, you know), familiarized to us by Minnie Palmer, though 
Lotta is, probably, its greatest priestess. A kind of variety show 
goes on side by side with strong melodrama, and there is a sort of 
connecting link which we may ca!l “burlesque,” I suppose. An 
English audience loses many of the points in its ignorance of the 
‘haviour of Negroes, Irish helps, Deutchers, and so on, but the “ Ameri- 
canisms” of style and phrase tickle us in their unfamiliarity more 
than they do our cousins “over there,” so that the balance is, per- 
haps, preserved. Miss Patti Rosa is a very favourable specimen of 
the kind of lady round whom these “plays” are generally written. 
Of course she speaks her part with the breathless rapidity and un- 
expression of the music hall patterer, of course she “ makes faces” 
(with more discretion than usual, though), and of course she wears 
short frocks (with such a pair of good reasons, however, that I should 
be the last to blame her). But she is pretty and of “comfortable” 
physique ; can sing without altogether outraging your musical sus- 
ceptibilities ; dances with go, style, and finish; and plays the banjo 
“like a angel.” Her power of facial expression is not to be despised 
either; and she now and then adopts a game-cocky, india-rubberfied 
strut which is very comical, besides having in it an odd reminiscence 
of Mr. John 8, Clarke, 


THE “support” is very good, Miss Amy McNeill, and Messrs. 
William Farren, Jun., and Wallace Erskine contributing some parti- 
cularly sound work—there is sincerity and finish in each of them. 
Mr. Fred Mervin acts with considerable spirit, and Miss Julia 
Brutone deserves commendation, as does Mr. W. Friend on the score 
of some clever dancing and passable singing. The show ought to 
attract, but this poor little unfortunate theatre was not the best of 
selections for its presentment to a London audience. Yet it is a fairly 
comfortable house, with a capital pit and dress-circle, and “ no fees of 
any dlescription,” 


HERE follow remarks upon some pantomimes, which I was unable 
to squeeze in last week. 


SADLER'S WELLS.—Mr. (George Roberts has produced his first 
pantomime here with some spirit. The dresses are bright, and 
entirely unsuggestive of the mouldy confines of the wardrobe, the 
scenery is good (a Venetian set especially so), the story is told 
straightforwardly, and, best of all, there are some really funny and 
clever people in it. There is one odd omission, though. Excepting 
that contributed by the ballet-—I can’t trace the name of the very 
eflicient principal dancer, by-the-way—and a charming pas seul by 
Miss Lalor Shiel, there is practically nv dancing indulged in! I 
daresay the performers were only “saving themselves” bit after 








the hard work of preparation, because I know a good many of them 
can dance, but, of course, I can only make my observations “at 
sight.” Mr. Tom Wallace is both a funny and a ready comedian, and 
he and—what I take to be—his brother, Nat, will soon make a 
screamingly comical pair of sisters. Mr. Horace Bolini is a Beast 

uzzling to class zoologically, and tenderly sentimental withal, but 
a sings with fervour and some cultivation. Miss Maude Vina is the 
Beauty, a part for which she has all the necessary qualifications— 
being a bit of a Vinas in her way. Miss Emily London is her 
sprightly self asa boy; Mr. J. G. Johnston is a funny page—nearly 
as fanny as one of our own, in fact; Miss Jenny Holland is a merry 
and attractive young lady, and as for Miss Lalor Shiel—well, Shiel 


do ! 


THE ELEPHANT AND CASTLE.—The version of The Babes in the 
Wood, which Mr. Jourdain has served up here, is in the good old 
form, with plenty of rollick in it. Misses Alice Harvey and Susie 
Montague are a lively pair of ‘“‘ Babes "—Susie one and Harvey dozen 
of the other! Mr. Harvey, made up to resemble a dissipated old 
man called Sloper, is a very comical “ruffian.” Mrs. J. F. Brian's 
experience tells ‘every time,” and there is a dry kind of humour about 
Mr. George Belmore, as well as a quaintness of expression, which it 
is pleasant to find connected with a name “which was wont, Xc. 
Miss Jessie Noir is a good premiére danszuse, The pantomime is 
well put on, and, if you want to sze it, don’t be put off. 


THE SurREY.—There is always something for your money here. 
Messrs. Spry and Conquest are past masters in the art of pantomime 
fun and effect, and are this year quite up to form with Zhe Forty 
Thieves. They have a splendid waterfall scene, which is “ worth all 
the money,” and a strong company. The antics of the Albert and 
Edmunds troupe are expert and diverting—they are over-greedy of 
“ business,” though; and with Miss Constance Moxon and Miss K. 
Fedora to contribute the grace and sprightliness, and other humours 
in the hands of Messrs. Johnny Hanson, E. 8, Vincent, and George 
Conquest, Jun, the whole thing is so Spry that a brilliant Conquest 
is inevitable. 


THE ADELPHI.—The Silver Falls has jumped into public favour 
like one o'clock, and I’m told the gold falls readily into the box- 
office “all the time.” Messrs. Pettitt and Sims have shown, as they 
perhaps have once or twice before, they are masters of their craft, 
and the Messrs, Gatti have something more than given them every 
chance with scenery and company. Mr. W. Terriss, loved of the gods 
and the ladies, disports him manfully and heroically. Miss Mill- 
ward is tried, trusting, and true, as per usual ; and Miss Olga Nether- 
sole—is she not the most beautiful of naughty, naughty ladies, with 
fire in her eyes and vigour in her action? Mr. Cartwright, an incisive 
villain, and Mr. Beveridge, for once in all the glad glamour of 
honesty, do their work featly and effectively, and with the rest all is 
well—not that one should forget to specially note the delightful ex- 
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THE ADELPHI.—“THE SILVER FALLS”! 


pertness and merriment whose other name is Miss Clara Jecks, or her 
companion in laughter-manufacture, Mr, J. L. Shine. To the lover 
of melodrama, no better show could be. 


Nops AND WINKS.—Mr. Richard Henry’s domestic drama, 7he 
Firat Mate, has been produced at the Gaiety. Mr. Geo, Stone, Miss 
Marie Illington, and the authors, have scored one each. NESTOR, 
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Synonymous Terms. 


[The Star, speaking of the coining of new words, makes the somewhat star-tling 
— that “A ‘salisbury’ is the accepted euphemism for any kind of low 
THAT we change and words change also, 
The text above denoteth, 
And this change (which one may call so) 
Is one o’er which FUN gloateth. 
When our Premier's style elusive 
Seems all sense to ruffle, 
Men who'd fain not be abusive 
Call the trick a—“ salisbury.” 


The Premier's promises, like pie-crust, 
Made are to be broken ; 

Though o’er his dodging is a sly crust, 
For he’s smoothly spoken. 

But the Marquis and his cronies 
Suffer sundry scuffles, 

All because those Tories’ tone is 
E’er confined to—“ salisburies.” 


“Tn a state of constant funk,” (sc 
He’s described by Churchill), 

This, no doubt, is why he’s slunk so, 
Lest his bark should lurch ill. 

No matter; but when his evasion 
He may try to muffle, 

You'll simply, upon each occasion, 
Call it just a—“ salisbury.” 





Playing on a Fife. 
(The rumour that the Earl of Fife had become betrothed to Princess Louise of 
Wales is now denied.) 

SOME rumoured that the Earl of Fife, 

Would take Louise of Wales to wife, 
But late advices contradict the same ; 

To those who put the tale about, 

You feel inclined to say, no doubt, 
“Oh, wicked, wicked fibbers, Fi(fe) for shame!” 
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AT THE SUPPER TABLE. 
Town Cousin.—“ Well, Charley, what can I do for you?” 
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ADMIRATION (?) 
Artist (with pride).—“ Yes, that is my picture, Dorothy.” 
Cousin Dorothy (hoping to please).—“ Really! What an exqui- 

sitely lovely FRAME!” 

KNICKNACKS. 

“You have not given the Government much during the last 
session,” remarked a friend to a well-known Irish member of Parlia- 
ment. “No, indade; and, what’s more, we don’t mane to,” replied 
the Milesian. ‘“ We couldn't berg the dirty Saxons swallowing us, 
you know; but, bedad, they shan’t digest us if we can help it!” 

Pupil (to Architect).—“ Is there any other name for a ground floor, 
Mr. Rule? I’ve written it two or three times in this agreement, and 
I don’t want to repeat it again if I can help it.” 

Architect (considering ).—“H'm! Well, if the grownd floor isa 
wooden one you might call it sawdust, I should think.” 


OVERHEARD in the billiard-room at the Grand :— 

Dude.—* Yas, I think I can say, without any fear of contwadiction, 
that my sistaw is the most beautiful girl in Bwighton. She takes 
after my mother, you know, who was quite a beauty in her time.” 

Stranger (examining Dude very attentively).—“ Dear me! Then I 
presume you take after your father.” 


A CONTEMPORARY states that a shorthand writer named Isaac 8, 
Dement recently wrote 1337 words in five minutes, This is at the 
rate of nearly four-and-a-half words a second, He must be demented 
to think that this will be believed. 





offkins.—“ Do you mean that fellow who never knew what to do 
himself, and always seemed half dead with ennui? He has com- 
mitted Se te 
Spiffkins.—“ Dear me! I suppose he got tired of killing time, so he 
killed himself for a change.” . 1c 


Spufhina =" What has become of young Farmente?” 
wit 





A MAN named Valentine bas been fined £3 in Aberdeen for kissing 
a barmaid, It seems hard to fine a Valentine because it contains a 
kiss; but, perhaps, it was an ugly Valentine, or overweight, or, 
possibly, they hold peculiar views with regard to Valentines in 
Aberdeen. If it had been a mutchkin of whisky now—— ! 





Country Cousin,— Oh, Miss Sprye says she'll have a little mayon- 
naise—d’you know! which bottle it’siir | 


WHy is the Parliamentary representative of Glasgow Ci‘y like 
Boccaccio’s most famous work 7—Because he is D. Cameron. 
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THE LAWS OF DEVELOPMENT. 
(AN EXTRACT FROM A NEWSPAPER DATED 3889.) 
3889 the frivolities of dress have entirely disappeared, the Professors being merely clad in rough sacks, Fc. 








It appears that in the year 
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“A very remarkable fossil impriat which throws much light upon the human species inhabiting the town of Lundun (or Llundn) some ten or twelve centuries 
P g F P 


ago has been discovered by Professors A. and B. It at once sets aside the theory that the atmosphere of this city was unsuited to human life; although the 
human form was greatly modified in the race inhabiting it, as is obvious from the imprint.” 













































































Professor A., in a most interesting lecture, illustrated with diagrams, In the course of time, the creature's eyes, being useless, were replaced b 
ex soporte. | about the year rye the yr neg oe Lhondhunn (asthe Pro- | others resembling those of aspail; while the moustache abnormally soa ied, 
fessor spells it) was a creature of human form, clad in a “ pottatt,” “ublstrr,” | formed a natural respi : ; thei : 

“6 we " pe : ’ ™ . aa al respirator; and the feet, to enable their owner 
and “respirator,” who groped his way amid perpetual black fog. | footing on the slimy mud of the city, became ever larger and aeten” _ 














In the course of centuries the res i 
he cou uries the snail-eyes developed into antenn li 
) an ue, enabling the creature to find hi ri : 
ment; the feet or pediments . beget : € f ind his way with ease; the natural respi aine dev 
aes ee P : nte re * pea gee e of an elephant; the lungs almost disappeared ; the ears became of a size to warn the Seaman a = rT. 
mnibus—« distance : d other e ssupervened. Froma ‘ > mos cake chen + 
ance, and ober Changes supervened. From a few bones the Professor succeeded in building ip a skeleton of the Loun ene ig ag nag Ay 
- ay ie ed I J i skeleton of the Loundoner of A.D. 2500-2800 ; 
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BDU @ pinaster Cast Drought the aspect of the creature vividly before t wes 
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THE LADY CANDIDATE 
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HE ALWAYS LONGED TO BE A HERO. 





7 


Jones was watching the skaters when And throwing off his coat in He ran to the scene of action, and “What! Oouldn’t yer see it were a poor old 
jumped in to the rescue. Oirigh woman trying to kermit suicide?” 


he heard the thrilling cry of “ A woman haste, 
drowning!” 





TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpIToR oF “FUN.” 
S1z,—Like enough I have not been the best of fellows ever seen, 


| much required, come ladies prettily attired, who sum exhibits’ attri- 


and here and there I may have done such things as do not credit one, | 


such things as dislocate accord and spread a sentiment abroard that’s 


| 


intimated to one by the action known as “ fighting shy;” I may have | 


earned my share of scorn by treading on some tender corn, but, surely 
you'll admit it’s true, I've done my duty well by you. And after 
all my service past, I should have thought you'd be the last to turn 
upon a friend, and be “ gratuitous insulting” me. What have I done 
that you should go and wantonly distress me so? why should you 
madly cross my path a-telling me to “goto Bath”? «* * * 


_ their duty well—the benching will be neat and fair, the judging will 


| 


_ don’t intend, so I remain (a fixture thus), 


| know! I know !—But what excuse can palliate such rank abuse? | 


You tell me (I am quite aware) that they've a show of Bull-dogs there, 
and it was your desire that I should to that famous city fly, and give 
your readers some idee about their breed and quality—that, sir, is 
nothing but a huge, transparent, glaring subterfuge! You didn’t 
mean it, sir, and don’t, and, what is something more, J won't / 


D'you think I need to go so far to tell you what the features are? | 


You know as well as I can tell, the row, the babel, and—the smell ! 
The dogs, alert and in repose, benched in despairing, injured rows, 








with those most favoured in my eyes all failing to obtain a prize, and 
those I do not care about becoming victors out and out. Here 
stablemen will hover round, and there a “knowing” youth is found ; 
here one negotiates a sale, there fanciers each other hail. The painter 


rary ha onl of ° } } . } - ‘ ’ 
; alnts, the Suu pr rs uit =. the poozer in Lc rner ru ns. the biscui 


_ melodrama in question, commencing with— 





vendor plies his wares (as other “doggy” vendors theirs) with energy 
politely blent with excellent advertisement, and, adding grace so 


butes with “ pretty pets” or “ugly brutes.” 

That, sir, is all you'd care to know about this “ well-found” Bull- 
Dog Show. The points, the prizes, and the names belong to prints 
with other aims. The Bath committee, truth to tell, are sure to do 


be done with care. But though the bull’s my greatest pet and fondest 
admiration, yet I do not see why I should “go to Bath” to prove all 
this isso. And, though I wish them luck, my friend, to go is what I 


Your faithful scribe, TROPHONIUS, 


The Real Macbeth. . 
(By ANOTHER MAC.) 


FUN, wha hae wi’ weesdom fed 

A’ wha hae ye’r paper read, 

Leesten whiles a hint I shed,— 
That is bright, ye’ll see. 


At the Lyceum, mon, ye’ll view, 

Irrving as Macbeth, the noo ; 

But some say, “ He winna do,” 
And some praise Miss Terree. 


Ither creetics are maist sour, 
Sayin’, Kellen has na pow’r, 
An’ that Henry can but glow’r, 

An’ that nae strength has he. 


For mysel’, when them I saw, 

I muttered, wi’ a feelin’ raw, 

‘In broad Scotch they should play it a’,”— 
A speecimen here see. 








* * * * * 
Our esteemed “brither” here quotes largely from the favourite 


“Ts this dagger whilk I see afore me?” 
and ending with— 
“ Hear it no, Duncan, for 'tis a knell, 
That ca’s ye, laddie, tae Heeven or tae Auld Clootie ! ” 


ee Wa #ay, we are too crowded with original matter to spare 
space for Shakespeare. So we merely append our canny correspon- 
dent's last stanza.—Ep. | a , - 
. * . . = 
Sae I'd hae the Lyceum thanes 
(Whilk Wullie Shakespere drew wi’ pains) 





Performed, and then 'twad bring guid gains 
Tae Irrving an’ Terree ! 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


THE NEW CRIME. 
SCENE— Outside the Druriceum Theatre, time of Exit. 


GNORANT PLAYGOER, 
J —Come along, my dear, 
we just have time to 
catch our train at the 
Temple. But who are 
these twelve ruffians 
who are barring my pas- 
sage and holding blud- 
geons tomy head? Why 
do they hurl me back 
against the columns of 
the Druriceum? What 
can be their object in 
flinging me down upon 
the pavement and jump- 
ing on my stomaque?* 
What is their reason for 
pounding {my head with 
a flint stone, and kick- 
ing my ribs in with 
clogs, while they ac- 
quire my watch and 
chain, and purse, and 
scarf-pin? How am I 
to catch my train at the 





Temple under these circumstances? 

MRS.’ IGNORANT PLAYGOER. Indeed, P., that is the very question 
which is troubling me. It is most difficult to decide. They have 
torn my opera-cloak to shreds and removed all my valuables, and 
blackened both my eyes, and are at this very moment engaged in 
rolling me in a deep mound of mud placed here by the vestry—pos- 
sibly for the very purpose. 

CROWD OF GENTLEMEN OF THE STREET. Wy don’t yer bloomin’ 
well ’ev a keb or kerridge then, djeer? ’Ere yar!—ere’sakeb! ‘Ev 
a keb, wy can't yer—djeer? Git in, djeer? or we'll bloomin’ well 
smash yer ’eds in! 

MR. AND Mks. I. P. But we do not require a cab. 

CROWD OF G. OF 8. Oo cares? Garn hout and git hin, or it'll be 
the bloomin’ well bloomin’ blank wuss for yer. 

Mp. I. P. Oh, well, then we will have a cab if you insist upon it 
—— But why are they thrusting me under the wheels? This is not 
the way into the cab—there is a door—and Mrs. P. does not wish to 
have her head placed under the horse's hoofs, for that also is inconve- 
nient. I really begin to lose patience : yes, I am tired of it. I shall 
lodge a formal complaint with the Chief Commissioner of Police. 
Will someone kindly call the C.C. P.! * * Ah, here he is! Look 
here, Mr. Chief Commissioner, will you kindly remove these ruffians ? 
CHIEF COMMISSIONER OF POLICE. Eh? What for, Mr. Playgoer? 
You must, really learn to 
live and let live. I cannot 
interfere with citizens who, 
however humble in station, 
are striving to earn an 
honest livelihood. 

Mr. I. P. But they are 
completely butchering Mrs. 














P.and myself! The carnage 
is fearful. Besides, they 
have removed all our valu- 
ables, and are even now 
wrenching off my boots. 
Why, look, Mr. C. C., do 
you not observe that heap 
of assorted valuables piled 
at the edge of the pavement 
and guarded by Mr. Fence 
of Drury Lane? It is all 
booty torn from my fellow 
playgoers issuing from the 
Druriceum Theatre, and 
they are now adding my 
boots and Mrs. P.’s gold 
teeth-setting to the heap. 
C.C. oF P. Much as I regret the incident, it can only be looked upon 
as a deplorable detail—a lamentable but unavoidable accompaniment 
to the main occupation of earning an honest livelihood. Civilization, 
| Mr, P., is, ead as is the thought, ever accompanied by a certain amount 


* Spelt this way for delicacy. 


of regrettable accessory, and I really cannot bring’ myself to thwart 
the efforts of the humbler classes to earn an honest livelihood. 
Mr. I. P. Hum!—I perceive that you have your reasons for this 
abstention—however inadequate to my mind may gerd those 
reasons—however inadvisable such abstention. will therefore 
merely ask you to have the goodness to call an ambulance to convey 
Mrs. P. and myself to the nearest hospital. 
C. C. or P. Certainly, since this request is most reasonable. Yet 
stay—have you not forgotten to reward the efforts of these livelihood 
earners with a few coppers? 
Mr. I. P. Indeed, I have no:coppers, for they have already removed 
all such, together with gold and other coinage, from my pockets. 
C. C. or P. Well, weil,you shall owe it, then. See, I have a pencil 
and a piece of paper ; you can write them an I. 0. U. on the kerb— 
let us - half-a- —T 7 willdo nicely. And now to the — 
* * 
Scene —c entral " Afric an Wilds. ADVENTUROUS TRAVELLER— 
probably in search of EMIN PASHA—discovered, 


ADVENTUROUS TRAVELLER. I am apparently ina fix. Surrounded 
on all sides by bloodthirsty and unscrupulous savages, entirely devoid 
of any sense of fair play, what resource remains to me? Even now 
I hear their advancing yells. All hope is then——-but no! An expe- 
dient suddenly occurs to me, I will advance against them unarmed, 
and, confronting them, will, by the utterance of one terrible threat—— 

Host OF UNSCRUPULOUS SAVAGES OF THE HOTTEM UPPAND 
KATEM TRIBE—Yah! Yah! White man at our mercy now! Can't 
hellup himself! Kat him for supper—yah ! 

ADVEN. TRAV. Before committing myself to the terrible threat I 
will try milder ones, for I cannot forget that I am civilized. Advance 
one step, and I shoot the lot of you—batter your skulls in—dynamite 
you—all sorts of things! 

Host oF UN. SAv. Yah! Yah! Who cares? 

ADVEN. TRAV. Here goes, then—away, conscience! Advance one 
step and—I will CALL a CAB for you! 


[ With one tremendous howl of inewpressible fear, the savage 
horde drop upon their stomachs and crawl aw The 
lions and other reptiles quit the nei Aeurheall, The 
Adventurous Traveller passes through the length and 
breadth of the land unarmed and scatheless. | 








The Right Scent. 

IT seems that a new perfume has been discovered with the scentsible 
title—White Clover. This suggests the fields, aud if we can get a 
sniff of the country without going out of town this will be splendid. 
Consequently there is no doubt that anyone with the price of a bottle 
will, this season, find themselves in (white) clover. In this dis- 
covery we seem to be on the right scent at last. 





CounT H. BISMARCK's insult to a certain British ambassador is 
scarcely calculated to > make the Morier the merrier. 
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APPRECIATED. 
Musical Mamma (to her little schoolboy).—“ And how do you get 


| ea 


on with your lessons | 





Little Boy.—"‘ Oh, very well. They're often encored” (i.¢., returned). 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 6. 


Here she is delighting all beholders with her youth, beauty, 


and high spirits. 


Dome-me-so-do. 


| [In order to protect the place from Dynamitards, no one is now allowed to go up 


nto the Dome of St. Paul's.) 


NONE are now allowed to roam 
Up into St. Paul, his dome— 

Lest dynamite some dastard there 
For the masterpiece of Wren 
Would need Wren-ovation then— 


should take— 


If explosions should that mighty building shake. 
And so, perhaps, 'tis just as well to stop each kind of homo, 
Lest one who made himself at home should hurt that Major Dome-o! 








To a Coryphee. 
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By Ook OWN ALLITERATIVE IDIOT. 


By thy fay-flight, thy 
fish-float, thy skim 
like a swallow, 

By thy bounce like a 
ball chucked by 
Cupid at play, 

By—— but simile sink- 
eth down helpless 
and hollow 

At compare of thy 
capers, my crisp 
coryphée | 

By thy cheek’s cheating 
carmine, thy chest’s 
chalk, my chosen, 

By those bars of blue- 
black under each 
eager eye | 

By the looks that have 
lured downy dupes 
by the dozen, 

| implore thee to tell 
me the Wherefore 
and Why. 


But the Wherefore and 
Why, if correctly 
thou cannest, 

Of the secret sweet 
spell of thy lan- 
guorous leer ? 


But the reason or rhyme for the flame that thou fannest 
With the gossamer gauze of thy glittering gear | 

For the love-laden heart that lies low ‘neath the linen 
Of the dickey I donned with such scrupulous care, 

Knows your smile a sheer sham like the scene that you spin in, 
And the sheen of your shoulders as false as your hair 

















And here she is having a bit of grub with her old man (stage 





carpenter). 








THE G.Y.M. 
A SOLO FROM THE SUNNY SOUTH. 


{According to private letters from Naples and its vicinity, that Grand Young | 
Man, Mr. Gladstone, is said to be in the highest of spirits. He goes everywhere, 
and does almost everything. The theatre sees him one night, the opera another ; 
and he also indulges in long walks, drives, and boating. Moreover, he generally 
wears light raiment, and sports a lovely button-hole.] 

AIR—" I’m Ninety-five.” 
I’m seventy-nine,—turned seventy-nine— 
Yet pleasure with politics I combine, 
And I always shine in every line, 
And I gaily délasse, and dance and dine. 
Now I’m resting a week or two, 
Away from the House’s hullaballoo ; | 
Near Naples Bay, which is bright and blue, 
All the local sights I gladly “do,” 
Though I’m seventy-nine,—past seventy-nine— | 
I teach the youngsters to cut a shine, 
And I frisk and frolic in fashion fine 
As though seventeen, and not seventy-nine. 





I’m seventy-nine,—yes, seventy-nine,— 
Yet see what juvenile joys are mine, 
I go to the play—which I think fine ; 
Or else to the opera—that’s divine. 
I walk, and drive, and I bask, and boat, 
And wear a big button-hole in my coat ; 
And my raiment, like my heart, is light, | 
For, indeed, my spirits are always bright. 

Though I’m seventy-nine,~past seventy-nine— 

Grim care to the winds do I consign ; 

Let other veterans droop and pine, 

I kick up my heels, though I’m seventy-nine. 





And though I have lately turned seventy-nine 

If all goes well, I again shall shine, 

And make those tortoise-like Tories whine 

With this grand oratorical organ of mine. 

Let Balfour beware, and let. Salisbury shake, 

For I reckon at me they again will quake ; 

And Conservatives all |’ll yet appal, 

When I return to St. Stephen's Hall. 
Though I’m seventy-nine,—yea, seventy-nine— 
I'll give them “punishment” most condign. 
At attacks of mine, in the Home Rule line, 
They'll tremble at me, though I’m seventy-nine ! 





as — 
_— — 


THE Emperor William has, following the example of his grand- 
father, ordered that none of his servants shall wear a moustache. 
Henceforth lip-service reigns supreme at the German Court. Of course | 


Emperors can give themselves airs, if they like, but it is rather hard | 
when they deprive their unhappy dependants of them. 











SLIPPEBY CUSTOMERS.—Buyers of Skates 
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A NEAT WAY OF PUTTING IT. 


Frozen-out Forhunter (to ditto).—“AW¥'LY GLAD TO SEE YOU, OLD CHAP! THEY'LL ALL BE GLAD. FUNNY THING, IT WAS 
ONLY THIS MORNING WE WERE SAYING THAT WE'D WELCOME OLD NICK HIMSELF IF HE'D CALL!” 








THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 


No. 2.—-THE PLEASURES OF PLAYGOING. 


meeting. 
MET. Why, may I be hanged if here is not my old companion, 
Provincio ! 








Pro. Well met, worthy Master Metropolitus, well met ! 
MET. So you have turned your back on the wholesome country, and 


are following this tallow-faced old harridan of a town again | 
PRO. ’Twas pure necessity brought me. There isa new chaff-cutter | 


must needs be got, and my road hack must be replaced. And, indeed, 
I did promise my dame a bonnet trimmed after tlie London fashion, 
the which seems nothing but a bow of velvet and a pair of wings, 
which never grew onany bird that flies, sticking up to anegregious height 
above the head of the wearer. Pest on these new-fangled fashions ! 

MET. Why, you are bitter, Master Provincio. ‘Tis a harmles3 craze. 

Pro. Harmless! when I have lost a good half-guinea by it. 

MET. Ho, ho! I see you are just come from a matinée, 

Pro. Ay; and the piece was a right merry one, as I judged from 
the looks around me, But J, poor fool, had the misfortune to sit 
behind a female decked out with one of these accursed headpieces, 
and saw little of the stage, and less of the performers. 

MET. Little indeed! Itis only to be hoped the fashion will soon die 
out. In the meantime your only redress is to go to the theatre of an 
evening, when women must appear uncovered. 

PRO. But the baggages take it out in another way. They carry 
enormous fans, one flirt of which raises a gale that sets you sneezing, 
while the spread of them is artfully calculated to swallow up the 
whole field of man’s vision. ‘Tis more pain than joy to me visiting 
the playhouse, though I love that form of entertainment dearly. 
There is a play called Macbeth, vastly well writ by one Master Wil- 
liam Shakespeare I did see last night, and would have been much 


| edified thereby, only for choler. 


PROVINCIO, a Country Cousin, and METROPOLITUS, a Town Blade, — 


act mpantea by a stamped and dire (a) @. telope. 


Met. Why, the playhouse at which this piece is presented is re- 
ported to be freer from annoyances than many others, 

Pro. It may be so; but how was I suited with neighbours? At 
my right hand sits an old hunks and his wife, with a folio of the 
play between them, 

Mer, Ah, now I begin to understand |! 

Pro. And at my back eata party of three—two misses and a curled 
coxcomb who had seen the play before, and would not let their 
neighbours rest for it. 

MeT. Oh, no! I know the sort of cattle, and at every pause they 
would be giggling and whispering, 

Pro. While the old hunks on my right followed up the words of the 
speeches out of his book as they were spoken, and nothing seemed tw 
please him; he would be for correcting Irving and flouting Ellen 
Terry in the interests of his time-honoured commas and paren- 
theses, while his wife, who should have known better, hummed 
Locke's music all the while the musicians were discoursing of Sir 
Arthur Sullivan's. Thus was I beset, 

Mgt. Truly, you are to be pitied. But everyone who goes to the 
play, not to stretch his vanity, but to use his ears, meets with the 
ike grievances. When the great French player-woman, the divine 
Sarah, trod the boards at that very theatre, I and one I loved went 
to see her play the part of Theodora, a queen of Byzantium, the 
which she did extraordinary fine, but behind us sat a party which had 
dined at a new restaurant that evening, and could talk of nothing 
but a certain dish which had pleased their silly palates, 

PRO. 80,80! What is this place? 

Met. Itisa bar. Will you drink with me? 

Pro. And gladly. Whisky and angostura. Another! another! 
And now methinks the murky world assumes a rosier hue. Turn me 
in the direction of my hotel, I pray you, for your London air inclines 
me to vertigo. 

M re right good will. Fare you well, good Provincio, fare 
you weil ! 
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(Mew Reading.) 


THE New York belles are going back on 
vill our girls follow suit and cease to have 
‘still so gently o'er them steeli: 
‘bustling " times, we fear, 
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wLANCASTER 


LINOLEUM. 


THE CHEAPEST IN THE WORLD. ALL NEW DESICNS. 


"4 / th , / ’ 

Warm oe Feet. Cheerful in Afpezsrance 

i‘a iy / ria Ka iY Ci¢an 

‘@arantere( ¢ y a le ale 
a ¢ ave 

the pr oo y 
i mo e 
the : e 


lress-improvers. When 


these wire abomirations. 


[It can't be expected in these 


Cadb 


ABSOLUTELY 
PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 


BEWARE OF 





JANUARY 16, 1889. 








The Lady Candidate. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
Ou, St. Anthony Bull—bless his 
worthy old nob, 
Which we all of us view with 
affection |— 
Will no doubt have to tackle a 
pretty tough job 
In the great County Council 
Election. 
Such his pow’r to defeat 
Any fiends he may meet, 
That the big Bumble Demon’s in 
rapid retreat ; 
And the Board 
Snake 
’Neath his foot cannot make 
Further moves in an evil direc- 
tion ; 
3ut his nerve yet remains to be 
taxed to the full, 
kre sole victory rests with St. 
Anthony Bull. 


of Works 


For a feminine candidate—beauti- 
ful soul !— 
Is exerting her best fascination 


the poll 
By his vote and his co-operation, 
As the wish of her heart 
Is herself to take part 
In the Council’s affairs; so her 
blandishing art 
She puts forth with such 
strength, 
That one wonders at length 
If he'll yield to the pressing 
temptation : 
None would fain ever see him quite 
“under her thumb,”’ 
sut we'd scarce blame the Saint 
were he now to succumb, 


The Merry Wives. 


BRAVO! Mr. Beerbohm Tree. 
This gifted artist gives one more 
proof of his versatility in the de- 
lineation of Sir John Falstaff, and 
also of his judgment and taste in 
the productionof The Merry Wives 
of Windsor, In every way it is so 
well done that the public response 
is certain, To the young but com- 
petent manager we say, ‘‘Go on 
and prosper.” 


A Ritchie’d Joke. 
THE new-fangled County Council 
plan, 
That in England about to pitch ia, 
a Must not be regarded as Wealth, O 
tch thet man, 


Although it of course is Ritchie’s! | 








_No wonder the fair Ellen takes the cake as Lady Macbeth—it was 
ays considered a “terry-ble” part. 





NOT a welcome deity to the Saxon skater—Thor. 
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IMITATIONS. 











To induce him to give her a lift at | 
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i 
: 
- 
7 

at 

at 


ti 
| 
} 
if 
' 
i! 
it 
} 








“a 
sees nant 
VANWRARAN ANN 
ba 


AAS 
Ses 


wee ® 
ve. ARRAN 


4 
Ses 


cA 
4 
‘% 
eo 
4 
* 
4 
if 
i3 


i 
; 
%: 


/ 
Z 
+2 
a 
= 
’ 
; : 
> : 
ae a 
-3 ; 
’ 4 
a * 
4% 
e te : 
: 
; * # 
2 6 
= 
G 


| 
| 
| / . 1 , { | —= an 
r ' I SS y, - —< 5 > ¢ , “ a . . — 
| a ¢ alae £4 I SEAL 
i 
| 


«aa 


tz 
4% 
y, 
7 
Z 
4 
z 
7 
4 
7 








rect. P11 








a sethsenenenesteeesenenee er 





. y 4 , ~, , 
(CAG HM L3AlsovUr J 


yn tthe ts Atouslacke /- = = 


So l7CH. or (1 ar7/7, A£0/7° 
— 


~- Saconspeare <a t 




















fe - ¢ 
NP hos 
, Ff, i ) « 
%, ' 
, ar ly % Po 2, 
AHO Phe *hthee Of a: 


~ A” 44 ale S OraZle: P= 


sanniiaed gia 


 . 
y By i 
")) A Gorilla IVS 


fe OVA pCO fF 





pe Fo 








' ] “roar hea > nh ™ »ra h . . ae 6} =) . : . ‘ rT be : naw vhs 
(1) From the penny photo-camera hers (3) A certain“ bobby” found the jour- (4) The City Templar would draw work (7) Of many speeches H.R.H. can 





disnlavea . 
sme played, ney hard men near, hoast 
g fietannrs c - tI’ } ; . , ’ 
Ai€& distance iens enchantment. When he, on foot. proceeded to th: He'd allow them bhaceca. but « te Dost have a “eo? 4 Prince 
“* , s ’ . ‘ ‘ , 
the beer, where’er t} go'st? 


wre , * 
were afraid. “ Yard, 
te } I I ’ ‘ é 

















| 32 FUN. 


JANUARY 23, 1889, 








| SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


| THE PRINCE OF WALES’S.—Paul Jones, the successor of Dorothy, 
arrived here the other night. The house had been made “as fresh as 
paint "—and smelt so, somewhat—for his reception, and a brand-new 
‘claque laid on, which nearly succeeded in wrecking the bold 
buccaneer’s fortunes. The persistency of the preliminary booming of 








. “WHAT! MARKY A ET, YVONNE! 
(,00D YVONNES, BI lER EVEN A FEMALE BARITONE HAN THAT!” 


| THE PRINC® OF WALE~ Pa 


| Miss Huntingdon, too, nearly had « like effect upon her by leading us 
| to expect what was far from forthcoming, and so breeding possible 
| injustice in us from revulsion of feeling. However, it never came to 
| the worst in either case, though I do not look to see much length of 
| days for Paul Jones. 
MR. FARNIE appears to be a man of modest ambitions in the 
matter of libretti, and I do not think he has on this occasion over- 
topped the standard which he seemed to set himself some years ago, 
nor do | think the music, though pretty enough in some respects and 
instances, very worthy of the composer of Les Cloches de Corneville 
ind Rip Van Winkle. I'm inclined to think, also, that it is not 
even made the most of orchestrically, but my seat ensconsing me for 
the evening well among the * brass,” of the first-rate orchestra engaged, 
Udo not feel altogether so competent to judge as I should like to. So 
let that pass, 


| THE cast is a good one, however. Miss Agnes Huntingdon, who, 
| among other things, has been dubbed “the female baritone,” turns 
out to be a very fine young lady to look at, with a good voice, an un- 
affected, though not altogether finished style of singing, a small 
amount of acting ability, and no conception of the art of speaking a 


part; indeed, she slurs her words unpleasantly even in singing. 
Miss Wadman, the female soprano, sings and | oks a charming as 
ilways. I’m afraid she's a hit proud of her singing, though, for she 
sings, oF, at anyrate, chants even that portion of her part which is 
upposed to be spoken, Miss Phyllis Broughton “obliges” with a 

| delightf 1 dance, but she doesn’t shine as a vocalist. Miss Kate 
Cutler looks very natty, and comes in useful in a quartette or two ; 
but her opportunities are not overwhelming. 








W HEN we come to the comedians there is a strikingly good show 
if them. Mr. Monkhouse has a bubbling and easy humour which he 
never allows to degenerate into the worrying exuberance whereby 
eo many comedians are beset, and Mr. James, his “insect " companion, 
happuy plays (and plays happily), in the same key. Mr. Wyatt is, 

| perhaps, our most expert professor of the stoopid-ass,-don't-cher- 
| knowy style of humour (if I may be allowed to so put it), and is so 
| mercurially comical that he can at all times make you really die o' 
| laughing, you know! Then there is Mr. H. Ashley, and ‘I don't 
| ae a funnier actor—when he knows his part. By-the-way, this 
gentleman almost fell a sort of victim to the rage of a portion of the 
audience goaded to madness by the continuous clague-born encores ; 
but I guess his portion of the “duet,” which formed the bone of 
contention, has been one of the most marked “ goes" of the opera 
since. Mr. Templar Saxe contributes some good vocalisation, The 
| Scenery, except that there are some carelessnesses about that of the 
second act, is good, but the dresses are not particularly striking in 
lesign, and have rather a “ cheap” look, 7 think. ; : 


Q Tr) wid ‘ ‘ af ‘ 
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the eccentric conceptions Mr. Gilbert has familiarized us with, the 
shock is not so great as it might be. Indeed, one is reminded ir- 
resistibly of the great W. 8. at almost every turn; The Sorcerer 
being most constantly in one’s mind, perhaps, with a touch of 
Thespis. The work is so thoroughly well and honestly done, however, 
the glimpse of early century manners so pleasant, and the com- 
plications so amusing that it would be ungenerous to dwell upon | 
the point, and if Mr. Buchanan lacks the brilliancy of a Gilbert, he | 
supplies a Gilbertian lack—the touch of sympathy. 








AT the best, though, the piece is of the class bearing indelibly the 
mark of “dangerous!” It is just on the cards that a general audience 
will not take kindly to it, but it is equally on the cards that it will, 
particularly as it is capitally acted. Mr. Thomas Thorne as Cupid, 
grown old and “rheumaticy,” but still the “tricky sprite” in heart 
and act, is a sight for his fellow gods as well as mortals, The fun is | 
genuine and irresistible, conceived in a vein of infectious high spirits 
that never degenerates into buffoonery even when “the little god ”’ | 
proves his mythological origin by indulging in the most barefaced | 
puns (all the Cupids I’ve seen have indulged in puns, though all but 
this one have spoken in rhyme as well), Mr. Frank Gillmore acts 
with @ manly sincerity that has more than promise init, Mr. Cyril 
Maude makes astonishingly expert and comical use of a vocal im- 
pediment. Mr. Fred Thorne gives one of his capital studies of 
irascible old gentlemen, and Messrs. J. Wheatman, Scott Buist, Pagden 
and F. Grove play minor parts with a quiet completeness which has 
no little effect on the general solidity. | 


THE ladies are equally good, and enter into the fun with great | 
spirit. Misses Dolores Drummond and F. Robertson, as tivo skittish 
elderly ladies, are funny without being tiresome. Miss Emery is de- 
liciously tender, and playful, and charmingly obstinate and unreason- | 
able by turns; and Miss Marion Lea makes a delightfully sprightly | 
young widow, the pleasing personality of both ladies being enhanced 
by the quaint and dainty dresses which they wear, and which, with 
the others, do such credit to Messrs. L. and H. Nathan, who have had | 
the cutting and stitching of them, assisted by the research of one Karl. | 


Nops AND WINKs.—(I'm afraid certain of these Nods and Winks, 
having stood over so long in consequence of the pressure on my space, | 
can have but the slightest interest to the blindest of horses; at. 
the same time, they have some sort of importance which makes 
me hesitate to discard them altogether, and so ) Mr. H. J. 
Hitchens, who fills the responsible post of manager at the Empire | 
with mingled urbanity and right good generalship, received last 
month a handsome recognition of these qualities in the shape of a | 
silver tea and coffee service subscribed to by “ the whole strength of 
the company.”—Mr, and Mrs, 8, L. Hasluck gave the first of a new | 
series of their entertainments at the Steinway Hall on the 3rd inst. | 
The usual success crowned their efforts.—Mr. H. T. Johnson’s novel, 
“Jack of Hearts,” has been turned into a play by Messrs. Augustin | 
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THE VAUBE\VILLE.—J/r. Cupid; MR. THORNE MAKES ANOTHER 
SUCCESSFUL SHOT, 


Wellington and Felix Ranger, the former of whom proposes to pro- 
duce it “at a West-end theatre.’—Mr. Valentine Smith opens the 
Olympic on Saturday next, probably with Maritana, for a season of 
opera in English. He is said to have an (in England) unheard-of opera 
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up his sleeve.—The s00th night of Sweet Larender at Terry’s was 
celebrated in a literai “blaze of triumph,” the theatre being illumi- | 
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Mine Joke. 
In referring to mining shares, 
a contemporary states, “ Tetuan 
(Gold) are amongst the foremost, 
| and still continue to rise, which rise | 
|is pretty sure to be maintained,” | 
| The idea of maintaining a rise reads 
‘somewhat strangely to us, as our 
experience has been that it is the 
individual who is maintained bya | 
rise—of salary. We are always | 





open to take a rise out of anything 

or anybody, and we suppose you 
'must purchase stock if you want 
to “take the rise”’ out of Tetuan 
Gold Shares. 


Re-*‘ Pears.” 
PEARS’ soap-folk will, so(ap)please 
you, start a beauty exhibition 
This season,—and the reason is, 
you'll guess, 
To advertise the compound which 
has given them position 
l‘or their mode’s not so(a)porific, 
you'll confess. 
Thirty ladies, all selected, Messrs. 
Pears’s man declares, 
: Will compete for heavy prizes— 
which, you see, makes fifteen 
Pairs. 











OWING to his past services to the 
State, the Germans put up with 
Bismarck’s temper and hectoring— 
they put it all down to his liver. 
They know they’ve got a good ser- 
vant in the Great Chancellor, and 
_don’t mind his beinga “livery” one. | 

| 





ADVICE TO BISMARCK —No 














POOR YOUNG MAN! 


May.—“ HOW NATURALLY THEY GET UP THESE TAILORS’ DUMMIES NOW!” 
Cissie.—" YES; YOU MIGHT ALMOST TAKE THIS FOR A REAL MAN!” 








THE INTELLIGENT FOREIGNER AT THE DRURY 
LANE PANTOMIME. 


My friend Jollidogue is married. It go vizout saying he is settled. 
He have ze large family of small enfants, Oh, les enfants, how do | 
love zem! YZey stick ze pin in ze leg of my calf because it so much 
amuse; zey steal into my room and pour ze glycerine into ze vorks 
of my vatch of gold; zey sit upon my Kree and draw maps vit ze 
jam on zeir fingares all ovare ze front of my shirt ; because zey hear 
me say zat ze varnish is so good for ze boots of evening, into mine 
zey pour it by ze bottle, so zat ven I put my foot in it I say ze 
Engleesh “dam.” Oh, I love 80 much ze pretty childs! 

Zarefore ven Jollidogue and his charming vife, and more charming 
sisture, declare zey vill go to ze pantomime of Drury Lane, just to 
amuse ze childrens, I go vit pleasure because vit ze children. It vas 
astonishing to see how many ozzare peoples grown right up had also 
come to ze pantomime just to amuse ze childrens. 

Oh, ze pantomime of Ze Babesof Vood, it vas superbe! Von of ze 
babes whom zey call (if I remcorrect collectly) Mastare Herbert 
Campbell, vas so like ze eldest boy of Jollidogue zat I look round to 
see if ze branch of olive vas zare, and only just in time to stay him 


from dropping ze glass of opera upon ze bald head of an old gentle- 


man in ze stall. Ze large small boy, Bertie, he bad a sistare, vit a 
Nicholls-silver voice, who vas dressed of ze age of six, alzo’ I heard 


somevon say she vas more zan seven. Sare, ven I beheld 72 Hallet of 
Toys I vished I vas again of ze age of young Jollidogue ji/s. 1 ask of 


him if he like it, and he reply yes, but yet zare vas a lot left out 
of ze programme. I demand vat he mean, and he say he is certain it 
should read, ‘‘a bally ‘lot’ of toys.” But nevare do I so much desire 
to return to ze days of my childhood as ven I| behold ze nursery 
governess of Ze Babes of Vood—ze fairest flower zat vas ever in 

nursery garden. I vished myself a Babe of Vood, or any ozzi'e 
article, vit such a von to nursery-governess me—to comb my face ani 
vash my hair, And I say to myself zat unless I am utterly mis- 
taken, ven I come to sink of it, zare is nozzink like ze days gone by. 
It is no vondare la belle maid of nursery, Marian, have ze follower 
in Robin Hood. Ma foi! ze adorable Harriett Vernon is vell named, 
because she succeed in robbin’ ze hearts of all male beholders. 
Your country is famous for its birds of song, and ze brav’ Harr 


ay 


ballet des viseawr, and zeileetle baby birds zey call Kattilanners arc 
leetle angels, vings and all. Ven ze naughty maid of nursery leave 
her childrens in ze vood to espous’ vit her masher, ze small boy Jolli- 
dogue exclaims it is so zat his own nurse does vit ze guardsman of 
her life in ze park vich is hidden. It vould take too long to tell 
how ze bab:4 are lost and found, ze leetle Bertie having become an 
ovare eaten boy, or of ze dog pug zat is so much of a vag, right down 
to his tale. Ven ze clown appear, ze leetle boy Jollidogue tell me 
now he understand vat is mean by ze people who say zare is no 
pleasure vizout Payne, and, aftare ze awful example placed before 
him, I advise his mamma to keep her eye upon him for a time ; but 
ven I resume my seat, I tind in ze coat pocket of my tail ze ice of 
Naples. I am afraid M. Payne has much to ansare for. 
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A VERY APPROPRIATE MAN. 
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THE BURGLAR DEMON 
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Why the Bear Danced: A Fable. 
(By THE SQUINT-EYED PHILOSOPHER. ) 


A BEAR upon his travels coming to a fair piece of ground com- 


menced to dance thereon, high and disposedly. A howling ape 
questioned of the shaggy beast why hedidso, “ Because——”’ said the 


Pat 
bear, and whispered in his ear. Upon which the ape fell to dancing 


a3 merrily as he, And this to the righteous astonishment of a family 
of cranes, which could not forbear inquiring the reason for such light- 


someness! Upon which the monkey whispered to them what the 
bear had said to him; and the cranes instantly joined the measure, 

Now, for what did the bear dance, the ape frisk, and the cranes 
gambol? 

For Fun! 

Let Fun be upheld in all things, and the world will be merry as 
well as wise, 


=> = ~ 


THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
No, 3,.—THE TRIUMPH OF TWADDLE. 


GIGGILLA, @ Young Lady of Fashion, and PRUDENTIO, a Male 
Nobody in particular, meeting. 


GIGGILLA, Why, how now! something extraordinary must be 
about to happen, since Master Prudentio is come out to a ball. 

PRUDENTIO. Ay, you are no more surprised to see me than I am to 
tind myself here. But, pray you talk to me awhile, if you have leisure, 

G1iaG. With pleasure—I mean, I do not care if I do, My partner 
is gone to bring my mother to me, 


PRU, O, strange thing, this! Why is it that Giggilla, who may 


ride in the park or walk the streets unattended, may not venture to 
_move across the floor of the ball-room without her mother? 


Giga. And, for plain truth, I must tell you that I sent my part- 


ner in quest of my mother because he is a bore, and hath a fiery 





|head “and damp hands. He also trod on my toes in the dance, and 


greatly discomposed me. 
PRU. Were these not good reasons for dismissing the obnoxious one ? 
G1aq, Nay, indeed, such a thing would be bad form. A poor girl 
must dance the dance out with her partner, whether he pleases her or 


no, She has, indeed, the remedy of sitting out the measure, but 
Rubilius is infinitely worse to converse with than to dance withal. 


PR : ould you not have left him, and gone to sit with your 
GiGG, What! and be flouted for a wall-flower by all the company ? 
PRU. Is it such a disgraceful title? But some of these bo-calina 

wall-flowers are more comely than the dames I see teetotumin 

There is one whom all the maleikins do seem to run after Yet - 

hath seen forty summers, if one; and her hair and complexion are 


not her wh Nhe Vi ill ene thea larnahk. eri ; . : . 
UW i. Hil¢ lil Cast them s ough- ise when the |} ll is over. 





Giaa. She is the fashion. Society hath dubbed her a beauty. For 
my poor part, I abominate her. Sin is less ugly in my eyes than she. 
Pru. Yet you kissed her but now; called her darling, and pro- 


mised to attend her next kettledrum. 
Giaa. Oh, ’tis bad form to show dislike. Besides, if I hate her, she 


loathes me. She would not have kissed me else. 
PRU. These things are beyond me, But these kettledrums—what 


manner of things are they? 
Giaa. Very wearisome. ’Tis but sitting in a hot room in your out- 


door furs, and drinking of weak tea. 
Pru. And is there nothing else? 
Giga. Thin bread-and-butter, and scandal, belike you. 
Pru. Yet you expressed much joy in being invited. Is she 80 


virtuous? 


Giaa. He, he! 
Pru. Why, you do right to smile ; the days are gone by when virtue 


was a matron’s best recommendation. But is she so well spoken of ? 

Giaa. She is very well born, and rich excessively. But 'tis weary 
talking; shall we dance a turn? 

Pru. Why, madam, here is my folly. The art of haling a damsel 
round and round to the sound of sackbuts and dulcimers is unknown 
tome. Yonder isa shady nook—three palm-trees and a rustic seat 
by a lump of ice. Let us repair thither. 

Giaa@. An’ it please you, sir, no. 

Pru. Are you so discreet? Why, you sat out two measures there 
with a titled rake well. But he is a catch, and I am a mere nobody, 


with nothing to my fortune. 

Giaa@, And folks might say things. 

Pru. Sweet Giggilla, they shall have no excuse for doing so. Here 
comes your fiery-headed partner. How she smiles upon him! How 
she says that she has been looking for him everywhere! To tell 
Hams is good form, I perceive. What sins are committed in the name 
of this Deity! Soh! here is my hostess! Madam, I protest I have 
enjoyed your entertainment mightily ; it grieves me that I am forced 
to take my leave. I have a sick relative who desires my presence. I 
promised to look in at the Alhambra and see how he fares, Vale, 
vale ! fare you well ! 
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THAT JOHNNIE! 


Juhnnie,—“ I gay, Aunt Deborah, when you're as old as Methuselah 
I'll take you round in a caravan, and I'll stand outside with a drum 
and shout ‘Walk up and see the oldest ole lady in the world—a 
anne a time!’ and we'll go halves,” 

ohnnis’s Great Aunt.—“ You horrid boy! I shall never live t 
the age of Methuselah,” . — 
Johnnie.—“ Oh, yes, you will—pa says so! He says anybody he 
has expectations from is bound to go on surviving, like Methuselah 
at six stone four!” [ Miss Deborah's will altered once again. 
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THE BHAUTIFUL SOUL. 


Eatract from general news of London of the last few years:—A 
very Beautifal Soul has come to reside in our midst. He is of pale 
complexion, with tow-coloured hair, worn long, and pink eyes full of 
gentle expression. 

His customary food 
consists of pap, diluted 
soothing syrup, and weak 
toast-and-water. His 
habits are of extreme gen- 
tleness, and his face is 
lighted up by a constant 
smile of amiability, which 
is only chased away at 





intervals by the sight of 
a sick caterpillar or a 
dead black-beetle. His 
floors are thickly padded 
with cotton-wool in order 
that the flies may not in- 
jure themselves should 
they chance to fall from 
the ceiling. His favourite 
companions are a moon- 
calf and a sucking-dove. 
He refuses to eat vege- 
tables on account of the cruelty involved in tearing them from the 
earth. He isa lovely creature, and his neighbours dote on him and 
press round to shake him by the hand; and it is in contemplation to 
erect a statue to him on the most honourable site procurable. 
* * 





* * * * 


There exists at the present time in the Metropolis a being of a very 
different type. It is a creature to be feared and loathed. Its body 
consists of hard wood, while its tails (of which it has nine) are 
covered with dreadful knots; and its disposition is most cruel. 
Although it is permitted to exist, it is to a certain extent shunned by 
all its neighbours, as being a demoralizing companion ; and few are 
seen to take a drink with it. The general belief is that it has its 
beneficent uses, but it is not a presentable companion, It has been 
known to deliberately fly at, and inflict pain upon, a good many 
persons. It is the only creature against which the Beautiful Soul 
cherishes any enmity. The Beautiful Soul absolutely loathes it; and 
his nights and days are spent in one feverish and frantic effort to 
destroy and stamp it out; and this possibly accounts for the B. 8. 
having no leisure to read the newspapers or inform his mind in any 
way. * * 7 * * . 

The Beautiful Soul has compassed the destruction of the Malign 
Being. The scene is said to be one of the most extraordinary ever 
witnessed. The Beautiful Soul is said to have tracked down the 
M. B. with all the doggedness and malice of a savage ; to have lain 
in wait for it; and to have leapt upon it with gnashing teeth and 
flashing eyes, tearing it limb from limb, and growling and foaming 
terribly. After the destruction of the Malign Being, the Beautiful 
Soul returned to his ineffable gentleness and toast-and-water. 

a * * ” * ” 
On the evening following the destruction of the M. B. by the B. 8. 


& suburban resident returning home across a common was brutally 
maltreated by three foot- 


pads who suddenly sprang 
upon him from behind a 
bush and demanded his 
watch and money. Hav- 
ing cracked his skull, 
they broke some ribs and 
kicked out one eye, sub- 
sequently returning to 





kick out the other eye. 
.... The three ruffians, 
having been identified, 
have been sent to penal 
servitude, the judge re- 
gretting that, in conse- 
quence of the abolition 
of the Cat, he could not 
make the sentence exem- 
plary. On hearing of this, 
the Beautiful Soul hugged 
himself and indulged in 
songs of the most radiant 
joy and jubilation; and being reminded of the maimed condition of 


























the suburban resident, he remarked, “ Ah—yes—it is a pity ; isn’t it ?— 


| I had forgotten him,” and resumed his chant of elation. *« * ~* 


Two outrages have been committed at noon in the streets of London. 





A dozen Drury-Laners (said to be friends of the two footpads) sur- 
rounded a couple of passers-by, and hewed off various bits of them 
with hatchets, 


* * * * * . 


Seven burglaries, accompanied in all cases with attempted murder, 
have been committed in the suburbs. . . . The murderers have 
— and sentenced to penal servitude, at which they merely 
aughed, 


¥ o * . ~ * 


Ten respectable citizens have been kicked to a pulp in the streets ; 
three have been hacked with knives ; two have been partially flayed 
in the middle of Trafalgar Square; the Lord Mayor, the Chief Com- 
missioner of Police, and all the Judges have been maimed in their 
respective places ; and the respectable part of the population is being 
rapidly crippled for life. When informed of this, the Beautiful Soul 
smiles serenely, and remarks, “ Ye-es, I suppose it is a pity; but it 
can’t be helped. What a blessing I abolished the Cat!” It has 
transpired that the Beautiful Soul’s real name is the Humanitarian. 

* * * » * * 

As London and the suburbs are simply uninhabitable, the rem- 
nant of the respectable population have decided to emigrate to a new 
land, and are considering the merits of a newly-discovered island. 

oa * ~ + * * 

The respectable population of London is comfortably settled in 
its new island, leaving, however, a fair number of inhabitants—all 
murderers—in the metropolis. 

An emaciated creature, in an almost dying condition, lately crawled 
ashore on the new island, and, on examination, it was discovered to 
be the Cat, or Malign Being. It appears that it had not been quite 
killed when left for dead by the Humanitarian. 

On learning the identity of the creature, the entire population of 
the island hurried down to the shore and bore it tenderly to a place 
of safety, where it was revived with the tenderest solicitude. 

A large sum, to provide the Cat with nourishing food and palatia! 
quarters, has been voted by the population; and the creature is 
greatly improving in strength and capacity, and is ready at once to 
resume its functions. It is treated with the utmost veneration. 

* Le ~ ” a . 

Another visitor has arrived at the new island : it is the Humani- 
tarian, with a jug of toast-and-water in his hand, and followed by his 
faithful pets, the moon-calf and the sucking-dova, On perceiving 
him, the entire population rushed with one accord down to the shore 
and kicked him back into his boat, with a request that he would 
return to London. He was understood to reply that he did not like 
London now. 

* . a , ” * 

A new idea has occurred to the islanders. They have decided to 
gently entice the Humanitarian back, and to shut him up in a room 
with the Cat. The latter is doing well, aad has vastly increased in 
strength since the last interview between the two. 
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NOT SILK-PURSE MATERIAL. 


Sillicadde.—“Ah, Miss Sweetlips, if yer was to marry me I should 
make a lady of you.” 

Hebe,— That would be a one-sided bargain, because I couldn’t 
make a gentleman of you! ’ 
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Here he is holding forth in the House, and making ’em “sit up” 
like anything. 


=——S 





Harare, 


And here he is at home, being told not to bother about wanting 
apy dinner while she’s reading, but to get away behind the screen, 
or somewhere. 
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C. C. QUALIFICATIONS. 

Drawler.— Congratulate you, chappie, on getting in for the 
a Council, though I haven't a shadow of ‘a notion what it's 
all about.” 

Brand-new C. C—“ Oh, there's nothing in it. We shall have to 
lock after the public institutions, workhouses, prisons, lunatic asy- 
lums, and all that sort of thing.” 

Drawler.—“ Oh, I see! Just the sorter thing to suit you, my 
boy, with your practical experience, don'tcher know.” 

LC. C. tan't quite sure whether he oughtn't to have kicked 
Drawler, when he comes to think of it, 








COMEDIES OF EVERYDAY LIFE.—No. III. 


[Lady Sleeky and Lady Fogzle meet at the “At Home” of a friend and chat, while 
a musical celebrity is playing at the piano.] 


Lapy F. I’m thunderstruck! I never should have dreamed ! 
A pair so happy as they always seemed ! 
And this been going on for years, you say ? 
It positively takes one’s breath away ! 
How skilfully she must have play’d her cards 
Quite from the first—and more so afterwards— 
That her poor husband never, you suppose, 
Till lately has suspected—quelque chose ! 
Of course I knew he was a deal from home— 
Had been to Naples by himself, and Rome— 
Where his repute, I’ve heard, was tant soit peu— 
How shall I put it ’—you know, dear,—scabreuz ; 
But, goodness gracious me, that she should !—well, 
What’s happening about us who can tell? 
LaDy 8. I would not for the world have you repeat 
What I’ve now told you—— 
Oh! I'll be discreet. 
To mix ourselves with this affair would be 
The height of folly, dear, for you and me. 
LADY 8, I've known it months, but met her just the same, 
Because, though I, of course, severely blame 
Her conduct, no resentment can one show 
Against what one’s imagined not to know, 
LAby F. Of that, my dear, there cannot be a doubt. 
Until her husband, poor man, finds her out 
And makes a scandal—as, of course, he will— 
We'd better keep up her acquaintance still ; 
And when the crash comes—— 
Be amongst the first 
To say we cannot yet believe the worst. 
And really, dear, you know, we must allow 
Her parties have been charming up to now— 
All that is most delightful, gay and new— 
Recherché—— 
Tout ce que il y a de plus! 
I don’t know any house at which one meets 
So many pleasant people. And she greets 
Her guests with so much grace and friendliness. 
I own I shall feel something like distress 
When the time comes for visiting to cease— 
That is, when her poor husband seeks release ; 
Without you think that our more prudent way 
Would be to drop her, dear, before that day ? 
Although to her next ball I long to go, 
I would not run the smallest risk, you know, 
LADY S, Nor1I; but as her husband's in the East, 
And won’t be back for several months at least, 
I really cannot see, dear, any reason 
Why we should cease our visits—say this season. 


LAby F. 


LADY §8, 


LADY F, 








A CAPITAL Entrée.—Nightingale Patti. 
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“Due North!” 


Most prints now sing the “ Nitrate 
King,’ 
And all his wondrous works ; 
Of poem and “par” he’s now the 
“star,” 
His praise no paper shirks. 
The “Colonel’s” pluck, and like- 
wise luck 
Are famous, ’tis confest— 
Nay, p’r’aps sublime ; but still, ’tis 
time 
Some gave the man a rest. 
Instead of which (because he’s rich) 
He's daily trotted forth— 
Where’er you read, it seems, indeed, 
The needle points due “ North.” 


His deeds, his dash, his coats, his 


cash, 
His words, his wines, his winks ; OQ TNS 
His daughter, son, his feasts, his \ ROSE ia aN NO 
fun, WA RRHT a Q 
ft 


WA Ac 
if 


His jaunts, his jokes, his jinks ; 

His face, his food, his mind, his 
mood, 

His houses, horses, hounds ; 

His shares and wares, and other 
affairs 

Now daily “go the rounds "— 

What he may state, or love, or hate, 

Or wish, or “ pish,”” comes forth— 

Each public print, on the slightest 

hint, 

Now steers its course due “ North.” 


Of this millionaire’s minute affairs 

Pro tem. enough we know ; 

Though, of course, we hope he’ll 
yet have scope 

Still greater form to show! 

This self-made “pot” has one big 
blot, 

He’s Jingo to the core ; 

But still he’s free with his £ s.d., 

So what can you wish for more / 

May the “Nitrate Boss” ne’er 
know great loss, 

Or from Wealth be driven 'forth, 

Or he may find Life’s wind, unkind, 

Blow bitterly from “ North.” 








SAVED by a close shave—the 
lately released E. Harrington, M.P. 








“VeRY FINE AND LARGE;” OR, THE COUNTY COUNCIL BABY. 
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“WELCOME, LITTLE STRANGER.” 

















A JUVENILE PARTY. 


like an old fool, is there? Well, no old fool is so beastly as a lot of 
young imps. I hate children, and I always did. Humbugs say that 
a@ man who’s never loved by children is a bad lot. Well, I’d sooner 


them directly they came into the place, glueing themselves on to the 
cake baskets. I felt as if I should like to have walked behind all of 
them with a good thick, well-threaded and waxed cane; J’d have made 
them eat almond biscuits, I can tell you. Then when they'd plugged 
themselves with biscuits, and nearly burst themselves with gulping 
down coffee, they had a magic-lantern. How I hated listening to 
them when they cackled! They had historical pictures. “That's 
Henry VIII.’s portrait,” said a boy whose voice was husky with 
sugared cake; “he had six wives, and he cut all their heads off.” I 
wished that there was a Tower Hill near that that young gentleman 
could have had his head off, too. I wouldn’t have minded being his 
executioner for once, Then they have the regulation lantern 
slide of a ship rocking on the sea in the moonlight, “That's the 
moon,” said a little girl who was quite yellow with sweetstuff and 
juvenile parties. “No, it ain’t,” said her sister, another cake and tart 
wolfer ; “it’s the sun. Isn’t it the sun, ma, dear?” Then their ma, 
as they called her, said to someone next to her, ‘‘ My little ones are 
so observant.” I’ve no doubt they were observant when there was 
anything to eat lying about. 





Well, I do hate that sort of thing, and I own it. What is the good 
f parties to children. It’s only making them run a close race for the 


& 


THEY’VE lugged me into going to a juvenile party. There's no fool | 


be a bad lot than even come across them. You should have seen | 





yellow jaundice. They're a good deal worse in the stuffing way than | 
| poor Burnaby’s Tartars of the Steppes. Any one of them would eat a | 
| whole sheep, life size, if it was made of sugar. Well, Jater on the 
| children gave recitations. One little boy, with a face like a stale 
crumpet, recited “After Blenheim.” He'd already had so many 
cakes that he was squinting. He actually had to leave off in the 
| middle of it because he was giddy with biliousness. And then they 
| started on supper. As I'm a living man, there was one child there 
that had six sandwiches, jelly, five tarts, lemonade, and enough small 
stuff to fill a pint pot. I couldn't ven walking behind her, and 
whispering, ‘Go on, my dear, don’t mind ; they’re safe to give you a 
nice, brown powder to-morrow, mixed up in a nice lot of moist sugar.’ 
That stopped her little alligator’s appetite for a short time. Ugh! the 
little wretches, DIOGENES TUBBS, 








From our Agony Column. 


IF this should meet the eye of F.C.P. (author of “ As in a Looking 
Glass,” “The Deanand his Daughter” &c,) he is urgently requested to 
note that the advertiser I’. (of 153 Fleet Street) is rejoiced to learn 
| that he (P.) is (according to the Star) “a Tory whom no one can per- 
suade that Home Rule is wrong.” And if F.C.P. will only return at 
once to a more healthy form of literature, all will be forgiven by 
his well wisher, FUN, 














FUN rejoices to hear that Premier Salisbury is physically “fit” | 


ist now. Lf he were only ditto politi ally, now—but no matter, 
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PODDYS FANCY DRESS BALL. 
“EVERYTHING DEPENDS ON YOUR ‘GET-UP’ AT A FANCY DREss BALL,” SAID PODDY, 


f And he went to the Ucstumicr’s to make a careful selection. 








The Burglar Demon. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 

WHEN the enterprising burglar isn’t burgling, 

(As we've heard it stated once upon a time) 
He delights to hear the little brook a-gurgling, 

And to listen to the merry village chime ; 
But when out without the knowledge of his mother 

He so tries to get his thievish business done, 
That, take one consideration with another, 

The householder’s lot is not a happy one. 


For, alas! the burglar isn’t too partic’lar, 
When feloniously he goes to “ crack a crib,” 
And at using a revolver he’s no stickler, 









Nor averse from smashing someone's head or rib ; 
And, in short, he doesn’t shrink from any measures 
That may save his being “quodded” for his sin, 
If the inmates, in protection of their treasures, 

Make attempt to circumvent and run him in. 





Of his fighting feats you sometimes may hear fine tales, 
But I fancy ’twould be different if he 

Were to know that he would get the cat-o’-nine tails 
When he added an assault to burglaree ; 

For undoubtedly he dreads a good sound lashing, 
And—tbat punishment so eagerly he'd shun— 

If his crime insured the penalty of thrashing, | 
The householder’s lot might grow a happy one. | 





















| The Specific for NEURALGIA. 


** Tonga maintains its reputation in the treatment 


P 


en atl ai 


scribed it. Medical Press. 


2s. Od., 4s. 6d.. & Ils 


Roz, or send 
Pen Work 


Werehonse 


Of all Chemists. 


: 





4 


SEVEN *&IZk MEDALS AWARDED. 


IRCULAR 


OINTED 


Write as smoothly as a lead pencil, and neither scratcr 





of Neuralgia." —Lancet 
“Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has proved | mor spurt, the points being 
effective in all those cases in which we have pre- Ask your 


Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample 
t stamps to C 
BRMINGHAM * or ¢ 
ta King Edward Street 


3 





0c0a 


PURE AND 
IMITATIONS. | | 


rounded by a new orocess 


SOLUBLE. 
BEWARE OF 





BRaNDAvER ard Co.'s 
their Wholesale 
Londor. E 








“FUN’S” T 


IP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 





as ite ae 5 ee a 
2c ponding chee lg i aa 





DRCTOW wart 7 
Boovees- 777. — 











\\s 
. 


\ 
\ 


\ 


; 


\\ 
C 


Ny, 
\ 


\ 


\ 


\ 
ie \\ 


\ 


\\ 
\ 


\ 


\ 


\ 


\ 


\ 


’ \ 


\\ 


a 


‘\ 
\ 


. 2 
= 


N 
\\ 
N 





oe 





or Charles Norre? 
2S. Lah C7, Wer 
te. CO (MONA. OF the 
toyal. 471710 Cr 
QPLMCITL QL. 

Horgclipfe «== 


| 








NN RS ~ 


\ 


/ 
v/ ly 
/ 


/ 


mm, ( 
| = 


tahtery Cp OO. © 





hit 
Mi 


t 


1 
va 


, . 
Vee - 
_ £0 
API OIA 


== 


DPD 


Sy 


mee baet 


al 


ijl 


ak tha 









pon mal 


ty 


iV 
’ 


aye 


more’ 


b. fui 


$s 
i} 


f 


S 


Ake 


= 


~e 


SAAS 


Sh 


~ 


a. 


7 


he 


= 


ied 
PAAAR eA) 


ooesttb PS . 
Vues Sarr Baaat a 


|, eeehbeeeeettte 


ee 


or, 


— 
ste 


. 


Fhe: Mow. Corn: 


4s hbBaé. 
Wane eé Sr 


: . i) fs 
C7) 
{ (i 


A OX 


Sri 


COMIN 


Tite 
i ibee 
4 : 


Titi 
Waster 


ric 


Gases (VR_Youher )-Lh! 
bade. hore 
IVAATVNCOTS, - PCB Lf 








44S: Bird. |) 











2) A “non-com.” and 





(1) Of brooches and pins ladies now wear a lot, 
This is giving us “points” in Life's game, is it 
ot? : 


(5) Parsons turned play-actors bere you may view ; 
true, "tis (pul)-pit-y, (pul)-pit-y ‘tis true! 

1) Warren goes tocommand Engineers down in Kent, 
post he’s Warren-ted—+s 


(6) By the Lord Mayor's nice portrait this girl was 
0 ercome, 
So she sent for his new testimonial a sum. 
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who wounded a pleasant one day, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THE CRITERION,—Eye-achingly gorgeous in almost unrelieved 
gilding, this theatre, cleaned and renovated, has reopened after a very 
short recess, with Tom Taylor’s old comedy, so beloved of amateurs, 








Povahion 


| THE CRITERION..-THE MILD-MAY AND THE MAD DECEMBER; OR, 1 HE 
| AUNTED WIFE AND THE DIAPHANOUS DUVE, 

| 
| Still Waters Run Deep. A piece which has held the stage so long 
|and honourably, may, probably, claim exemption from criticism, and, 
| in spite of its general artificiality—the spirit of eaves-dropping which 
pervades the first act, to wit—it is put together with dramatic expert- 
ness, and affords extensive opportunities for good acting. It must be 
said, too, that Mr. Wyndham takes advantage of such portion of these 
opportunities as fall in his way, in a manner which, from early asso- 
ciations, one is not altogether prepared for. A good deal of his 
success comes from his not trying too hard, I think; but, however 
that may be, he imparts a strength and dignity to a part which 
depends much upon the actor for these qualities, and the suppressed 
tenderness of the husband is admirably suggested. It is altogether a 
worthy and interesting performance, 


Miss MARY Moore makes a refined and gentle Mrs. Mildmay, but 
the picture is rather lacking in force. Mrs. Bernard-Beere, on the 
other hand, though she still clings to remarkable draperies (which, in 
their turn, naturally and excusably cling to her), plays Mrs. Sternhold 
with a strength, completeness, and sincerity rather in contrast with 
some of her later efforts. There is a want of grasp in Mr. Standing’s 
Hawksley, though it is a good “ working” performance, and nothing 
could be better than the rendering of the minor parts played by 
Messrs. Blakeley and Geo. Giddens. 





| Tom TaYLor was, during his lifetime, frequently accused of pla- 
| giarism ; he is posthumously guilty of the same fault, for in this piece 
it will be observed that he has cril)bed the cigar-lichting incident 


from Captain Swift. 


PRINCE'S HALL.—“ The Salon”—one of those artistic coteries 
| Which arise from the healthy enthusiasm of youth and hope (I trust 
[ am not too poetical) making their humble beginnings in back 
| parlours and studios as lofty as their art and aims, in an atmosphere 
of pipes (metaphorically speaking) and a disregard of the conventions 
of costume, and in due time, by the power of the worth and earnest- 
ness that is in them, soaring to such eminence that palatial halls 
and the gay dress coat become necessities, ani haughty aristocrats 
desire to become members—gave a delightful musical swarry here 
last week. I know it was delightful beyond dreams, because I wa3 
unable to be present, and others, who were able, have not scrupled to 
taunt me with my absence and expatiate upon the glories of the 
oceasion. The music was capital, they say, and many celebrities cast 
their electric brilliance over the scene. I will not insult my readers 
by reminding them that this society—which has attained to the stage 
of eminence—numbers both ladies and gentlemen in its ranks, all 
workers in literature, science, and art. , 


Nops AND WINKsS.—The Village Hall, Cobham, was the scene, 
some few nights ago, of a number of Jableaur V rants, admirably 
arranged and generally organized and presented by the eldest son of 


a int y » rome 4 pie , 
= late Ernest Warren, Mr. W. P. Warren, wl ippears to have in- 








herited the dramatic instinct. The tableau took a wide range— 
Mary, Queen of Scots, Hubert and Arthur (King John) Carmen, 
Undine, Puss in Boots, The Winter's Tale, all being pressed into the 
service. The tableau2 were much applauded, and Mr. Warren was 
the recipient of many compliments, including an enthusiastic “ call 
before the curtain.” The ubiquitous Messrs. L. & H. Nathan were 
“all there” with the costumes, which were handsome and appropriate. 


AN explanatory address on the “lady guide” scheme, by Miss 
Edith A. Davis, the originator, was read by Mr. S. Walther at the 
Gallery of the R.S.B.A. in Suffolk Street, Pall Mall, one evening last 
week. The scheme promises (as we wish it) well, and all I can say 
is, that when the association gets into working order, if they will put 
me on the free list, and provide me with the prettiest, wittiest, most 
intelligent, and best informed of the entire corps, she shall guide me 
wherever and howsoever she likes for the rest of time, and so say all 
of us, from the proud editor to the down-trodden office boy.—They 
are going in for one of those “Society” fancy fair eccentricities at 
the Albert Hall, in aid of the West-end Hospital, Welbeck Street. It 
is to be an International “Ice Carnival” this time, and “ under the 
immediate patronage of H.R.H. the Princess of Wales.” March the 
14th to 16th are the dates fixed, and it is promised that the stalls 
shall not be of the ordinary construction. 


Last Monday Mr. Leonard Howard, assisted by some “able 
support,” gave a capital recital at the “Horns,” Kennington.— It 
appears that artistes are not altogether to blame for their irritating 
habit of snatching encores on the slightest, or even no, provocation. 
One manager at least—if we may trust a letter from Mr. Ben Davies, 
which appeared in the Hra recently—has been known to fine the 
performer one night’s salary for not indulging in the (in every sense) 
much abused practice!—Zhe Good Old Times, probably a play of 
Irish life, with references to the Parnell Commission, will be produced 
at the Princess’s on the 11th prox. Mr. Wilson Barrett & Co., who 
were to have taken possession on Monday last, will be the exponents. 

‘fowadays, a play by Mr. Barrett himself, will be played at matinées 
during the run of the latter.—To-morrow, Pickwick, a dramatic can- 
tata by Messrs. F, C. Burnand and E. Solomon, will be produced at 
the Comedy. Mr. Arthur Cecil will impersonate the gaitered hero, 
while Miss Lottie Venne will appear as Mrs. Bardell. I am told there 
is more lyric than dialogue, and the music is first-class.—A play by 


| 








THE CRITERION.—THE SPIDER AND THE FLY—UNEXPECTEDLY “ FLY.” 


Mr. H. A Jones will follow (aptain Swift at the Haymarket, the 
author having found Hay-market for his wares in that quarter once 
more. Hooray! NESTOR. 








Work or Play? 


WHAT an age for fads and whims! The latest is the Croydon 
Modern Miracle Play, got up and played by ecclesiastics who ought 
to have plenty of other things to keep their hands and heads em- 
ployed. If it be well acted it will be a miracle play indeed. 








Ha! ha! ’Tis so!—Madame Tisso, in fact. 

} 

PORTRAIT models of Mr. and Mrs. Bancroft are to be added to the 

celebrated Baker Street collection. The public will thus have an 
opportunity for the first time of seeing that popular couple “ waxy.” 
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LET THE TOAST PASS. 


The Colonel (a bachelor).—* Ah, Professor, here’s to woman and 
wine, equally intoxicating, and always inseparable.” 

The Professor (benedict).— Quite so; if ever you marry, you'll 
find that no woman is without her whine, and like your port—as 
she gets older she gets crustier.” 





A Wicked Accusation. 
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[After slating Mr. Gladstone all round, the Sunday 7imes recently said :—“ Ifa 


A WELL-KNOWN Tory weekly (some would spell it with an “A,” 
Because it is opposed to Liberal views— 

But FUN is not so given up to party, let him say, 
That praise to an opponent he’d refuse)— 

I say a Tory weekly seems the bare idea to scout 
That Conservatives could bigoted be called,— 

If it heard its party called so it would faint, without a doubt, 
Or raise its voice in horror, quite appalled. 

It pitches into Gladstone right and left—as you may read,— 

Yet it doubts if any Tory could be bigoted, indeed. 


’Tis true, perhaps, that Tories may, in righteousness, denounce 
All Liberals and Radicals as vile; 

And that of their own virtues they are rather prone to bounce 
In a way to make judicious persons smile. 

Tis true they reckon Gladstone a remorseless, reckless fiend, 
A polluter of this planet all the time ; 

And that not one Irish native by the law should e’er be screened, 
And that all the Irish people crave for crime. 

On this all “sound " Conservatives are everywhere agreed,— 

But fancy thinking Tories can be bigoted, indeed ! 


’Tis true that every measure meant to benefit the poor 
Makes Tories, as a rule, with rage red-hot ; 

Reform has always ruffled them, and always will, be sure,— 
They've cared little for the toiler’s troubled lot. 

It is true the present premier deems dissenters and “black men” 
Quite unworthy of his glorious regard ; 

And that childish folk, like Chaplin, rave at Free Trade now and 

then,— 

Yet to say this clique is “ bigoted ” is hard. 

Though all schemes for Britain's progress the Conservatives impede 

You mustn't say that Tories can be bigoted, indeed | 


real Tory could be bigoted—which he couldn’t—he could not be precluded from 
giving his meed of admiration to the magnificent physical powers of this phenome- 
nal senior.’”’] 











Shock-head versus Bald-head. 


(“Some of the baldest men in England never do an hour's real brain-work. Some 


of the heaviest brain-workers bave shock heads of hair."— Weekly Dispatch.) 


A RHYMESTER and punster, a witster and funster, 
Appeared in an editor’s sanctum, one day. 
“T think I can fill, sir—if try me you will, sir— 
The post on your staff that is vacant, they say!” 
With look scrutinizing, with scowl tantalizing, 
The editor eyed him—as editors do— 
Then, winking profoundly, he told the man roundly, 
“T really don’t think there is virtue in you / 
Could you banter and chaff ? 
Could you make people laugh ? 
Would you shine on my staff? 
Would your writings be read?” 
And, for answer, the chap 
Simply took off his cap, 
As he murmured, “ Verb. sap.— 
I have got a shock head! ” 

By left hand and right hand, with fervent delight and 
Deep rapture, the editor seized him. “ Parblew/ 
You're fine, ay, divine, sir! You'll shine, I opine, sir! 

Your terms shall be mine, sir; you'll do, pop, you'll do!" 


With sweet expectation, I made application 
For good situation at counting-house desk, 
And examination in multiplication, 
And plain mensuration, and verse Sapphoesque, 
And deep alligation, and crazy equation, 
And atrostation—I passed like a man ; 
And blissful sensation of rare jubilation 
And wild exultation right through me there ran. 
An appointment was made, 
And my exs, defrayed ; 
All my doubts were allayed 
As to London I sped ; 
gut I thought I should “ bust” 
When a musty old crust 
Cried, in scorn and disgust, 
‘‘Why, you've got a bald head ! 
I shall gladly pay double your fare for your trouble ; 
But the fault is your own, sir; you surely must know 
That I really can’t hire you—though much I admire you— 
Since the scalp that is bare has no brain-force below!” 








ia 
Our Amateurs: 
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NOT SO MAD AFTER ALL. 


First County Councit CANDIDATE, My fellow citizens, I seek 


your votes, 
With deepest knowledge of the qualities, 
Aims and acquirements indis- 
nsable 


affairs 
building acts. 


capacity 
For such a post. 
cal- 
Parnellite-Socialist : my 
are these :— 


and Bulgaria, 
the scheme 
Commission, 


Vatican 
‘ And Mr. Labouchere— 
FUN (writhing). Oh, hear him, Reason ! 
Oh, Reason !—oh, my comrade !—— 
REASON, teats Dearest FUN 
I prithee to repress thine agony, 
And batten down thy scorn a little span, 
And I do promise thee I will resume 
My wonted sway in this disjointed mind 
(For such it seemeth ; though in secret truth 
Disjointment hath no place therein, my sway 
Ruling it ever, nay, with greater sternness 
At this same moment). 
I do know thee truthful, 
And so must give thee credence—yet, how strange——! 
Seconp C, C, C. Iam a staunch Conservative. Lord Salisbury, 
The Union, and the Eastern Question are, 
In my opinion—— 
THIRD C, C. C. Hear him not! 
I am a moderate Gladstonian ; 
I hold tha’ Ireland should be ceded to 
America ; that Wales should have her freedom 
As a republic—that—— 
FourtH C, C, C. I take my stand 
On the Egyptian Question ; the Soudan——— 
FirtH C. C. C, Lama ladical-Conservative. 
Sixtu ©, C, C. And I a Tory-Unionist-Home-Ruler. 
SEVENTH ©. C, C, And I—— 





| Fon, 


Hear Me ; 


FUN. O, Reason, Reason—lead me hence, 
Lest thou and I should part for evermore, 
Losing each other in this blinding fog 
Of wild insanity . . 

REASON. Nay, ope thine eyes 


And look around thee ; for the mad election 
Is over, and the County Council formed. 
FuN. I see a Board of shrew- 
est citizens— 
Good, solid men of busi- 
ness : men with eyes 
That pierce the darkness 
of futurity, 
And see their interest 
beckon far ahead. 

How different these from 
those mad politicians— 
REASON, And yet the self- 
same men, changed but 

without, 
And in mere 





seeming. 
Speak to them, and learn 4% 
If any madness lurks with- //@ 
in their crania. 

|Fun (to First County 
Councillor). Good sir, 
I hear ye are a Radical- 
Parnellite- Socialist, 
whose views are these :— 

| That lussia’s claims on India—— 
First C, C } 
That form 





To him who guides municipal 
And has to do with drains and 
List then, while I do prove 
I am a Radi- 
views 
That Russia’s claims on India 
Considered in connection with 
For opening up the Fisheries 


And strained relations ’twixt the 








My worthy sir, I care no more for Rad, 

Parnell, or Socialism than I do 

For Britain's fame or fall—provided always 

That Britain’s fall hurt not mine interests. 

I am no politician, but a builder—— 
FUN. How? ye came forward “in the Radical interest” ! 
First C. C. And, being forward, represent mine own. 

I am a builder, sir, and sought election 

To save my drainless houses from the risk 

Of too severe inspection ; to acquire 

Good public Jand at half its market value ; 

To sit upon the Council, and approve 

Mine own sweet tenders for the Council’s works, 

Exorbitantly high ; to sit upon 

Committees of the Council, and to pass 

Such damaged goods as it may suit mine ends 

To offer in fulfilment of the contracts. 

A builder-politician—what a jest, 

My brother Councillors !—a merry quip! 

[The Council roar, in appreciation of the joke. 

Fun (to Second C. C.). And you, good sir—you’re a Conservative ? 
SEconpD!C. C. “ Conservative” ?—good, simple soul! I am 

A poor surveyor, with no lofty thoughts 

Of party scheming, but a lowly yearning 

For such sweet crumbs as such a poor surveyor 

May gather from his influence on the board ; 

Nice little “ presents” from the tenderers 

For public property ; perchance—who knows? 

The office of Surveyor to the Council. 
Fun (to Third C. C.)., And you, sweet sir? 
THIRD C. C. I am a “gentleman,” 

Who do perceive in this same County Council 

The readiest ladder to some public post— 

Political or other—maybe office 

Within the cabinet, with a salary 

Of goodly size attached. 
OTHER C. C.s. And we, good souls— 

No politicians we! All buttermen, 

Contractors, cats’-meat vendors,—what you will, 

But all in search of crumbs. . ¥ ° 


REASON. Art comforted, 
My worthy FUN, to see thy countrymen 
Not mad, as thou hadst feared, but men of brain, 
And sterling sense, and protégés of mine? 

FUN. Oh, I am deeply, sweetly comforted ! 








New Leaves. 


THE New Year seems to hive brought us new lamps in the way of 
new publications, and new oil in the old ones in the way of new 
matter.—In Tinsley’s Jowrnal we have one new venture beginning in 
a spirited way with a story by Lily Tinsley, some amusing “ Random 
Recollections of an old Publisher,” by William Tinsley, and other 
agreeable matter promising well for its future.—In The Library we 
have another, which is to be a magazine of bibliography and literature, 
ind will commend itself.—In 7he Bookworm will be found a portrait 
of the renowned Mr. Quaritch, the rarest and best of all old book- 
worms.—In Longman's there is the beginning of a new story by 
Walter Besant, articles deserving of close attention, and some tune- 
ful verse.—We cannot enumerate the good things artistic and literary 
in The English Illustrated, there are iso many of them, but a model 
paper by Oscar Wilde, on ‘ London Models” may be mentioned, also 
a grand story of “The Old Sergeant,” by Archibald Forbes.—There 
is another of the series of railway papers in Scribner's—this time it 
is on “ Railway Management,” there are also many exquisite engrav- 
ings and articles deserving of express approval.—One can scarcely 
say what is most worthy of praise in The Religious Tract Society’s 
serials, they are all so well done and so good.—The Young Man, we 
see, has taken to illustrating its pages—In Men and Women of the 
Day, the portraits are the Right Hon. W. H. Smith, M.P., Mrs. 
Bernard Beere, and Rev. C. H. Spurgeon, all very characteristic, 
and one, the lady's, very beautiful. The Magazine of Sport has & 
portrait of the celebrated runner, Mr. H. C. L. Tindall; also an 
article headed, “How we started Lacrosse in England,” with an 
amusing illustration reprinted from the pages of Fun. It is an inter- 
esting number.—There is some good art in Jllustrations, but some 
also of a very amateurish character.—In reading for pleasure, pastime, 
or profit, Household Words will serve you well. 

“The Lays of a Limb of the Law,” by the late John Popplestone ; 
edited by Edmund B, V. Christian (Reeves and Turner). The lays in 
this book are like the life of its author—full of unpretending merit, 
deserving of being widely known and recognised. Mr. Popplestone | 
probably uncon raised a monument to his | 
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A TALE OF MINE HOST OF THE ‘TABARD.” 
THEY were cronies, Each boasted of a maid that loved him well and would wed him for the asking. 
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But when it was found that each referred to the same maid, Until mine host suggested an appeal to the dice-bex to decide And off the winner went to 
relations became somewhat strained. who should have the maid. court her. 
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maid would bave none of him! 


jut returned to the “Tabard” disconsolate. Alas! the And she spurned his crony too! “What matter?” said mine host. “A bowl of punch will set all 


right.” And so it did—till next morning! 








KNICKNACKS. 


The Beauty of the Family (who has a temper of her own).—“ Fancy, | 
Mr. De Bullion has proposed! Isn’t it wonderful, after only knowing 
me two weeks!” 

Elder Sister.—“ Humph! It would be a great deal more wonderful 
if he kad proposed after knowing you two years.” 


THERE once was an artist named Max— 
I may add his first name was Jacques ; 
He photo’d Mrs. Pollard, 
Then her negative collar’d, 
Which conduct on his part was lax. 


OVERHEARD AT THE DRURY LANE ARMADA EXHIBITION. 
first Young Man.—“ Why is the owner of this fine lot of ancient 
armour like the Trinity Board, eh, Tom?” 

Second Young Man.—“ Give it up.” | 
First Young Man.—“ Why, because he has the control of the Boys | 


of England—the buoys of England, don’t you see?” | 


| 
| 





‘“THERE’S another poor fellow fined becos he won't have his child 
veccinated !” exclaimed Mrs. Blunderby the other day. “I don’t hold 
with this here veccination myself, and there’s no doubt as how the 
thing’s well-named, for it is a vexin’-the-nation, and no mistake!” 


Jones (coming out of the Aquarium).—“I say, Smith, why is 
Miss Beckwith like a woman who is supporting her child in a bath.” 
Smith.—* Give it up.” 





Junes.—** Because she holds her own in the water.” 


IN former days it was sometimes necessary to call out a regiment 
of soldiers to keep order at the execution of a popular highwayman 
or murderer, but now so much have we improved that nothing would 
please the lower orders more than the execution of the Pop'lar 
murderer. 


IN reply to an inquiry by “Student,” we beg to inform him that 
writers’ cramp is an extremely unpleasant experience, to which most 
authors are more or less subject, but which is more often felt in the 
pocket than in the hand. 





Exchange no Robbery. 
PALMER, the stamp expert, of 281 Strand, who has done so much 











rare oo a = - as Se A A OR, = > me ot 
[LAO LTLIELSES IGEL MEO: PRS BGT S EAT TRIES I ARE ABBE WTR 








to stamp out forgeries, has started a bazaar and exchange in connec- | 


tion with his stamp establishment. Here everything, from a toy to 
an elephant, is taken in exchange for stamps, and everything is sold 
again to the public. That is tosay, everything is sold but the public. 





THE part of Macbeth has been played with great success by 


Mr. Hermann Vezin during Mr. Irving’s temporary absence. When | 


one representative of the “guilty thane” has to lay up through a bad 
cold it is curious that his place should be supplied by another who— 
thcugh a most excellent actor—is always “ V(he)ezin.” 





SoME people grumble at fortune when they're sold up and have to 
part with all their furniture and belongings, but they wouldn’t be 
any more contented if they were forced to keep their beds. 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 8. THE BURGLAR. 








Here he is, as pictured by caricaturists and conceived by the 
popular mind, 


All round th> Maple! 
So Mr. Blundell Maple is disma_,ed at the result 
Ot the County Council polling, which bas made his party “squirm.” 
He bai hoped, of course, that Tories would have reason to exult, | 
And would crush the Liberal party «sa giant would crush a 
worm, 
We don't believe in party as to County Council lines, 
But we can't regret that fate was to Conservatives unkind. 
Still we hope the bold, blithe Blundell, who now (strange to tell it) 
whines, 
Will soon he in a better (Blundell) Maple frame of mind. 


citizen. 








— a | i 


And here he is in reality, looking for all the world quite the steady 
middle-class, season-ticket, take-his-bit-of-fish-home-of-a-Saturday 
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WASTE NOT, WANT NOT. | 


Mrs, Fitz Goodheart.—*“ Jane, you may have the remainder of 
this jugged hare for your suppers downstairs 1 | 
Jane.— Thankee, mum; we don't none of us care for jugged | 
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A BLOOMSBURY WALE. 


THAT Jones came in last night, and wanted me to go round with 
him to Covent Garden this morning. His daughter was going to be 
married, and he wanted to order some flowers. I went, like an ass. 
What did I care whether his daughter was going to be married or not? 
I'd as lief go to see a kitten drowned. That’s the way with those self- 
sufficient idiots. They always think you must be interested in ’em, 
and everything belonging to’em. Why, that Jones, if his cat breaks 
his back kitchen window, would like to have a paragraph in the 
Morning Post about it. Pah! I say. Well, we walked to Covent 
Garden. We went down Gower Street. ‘“ Bloomsbury’s flourishing,” 
says the lunatic; “I remember when they used to call Gower Street 
Leg-of-Mutton Alley.” Asif I cared whether Bloomsbury flourished 
or not! The Duke of Bedford is all very well in his way, but I don’t 
know that I ever bought or sold anything from him. Huang Blooms- 
bury, I say, and I wish that Jones was hung in the middle of Russell 
Square before he came worrying me. J used to like Bloomsbury 
when it was duller. I like a nice dark back garden where the cats 
meet. It’s the sort of thing to look at to take the briskness out of 
your beastly cheerful people. 

/ Well, we walked down Endell Street. I hate Endell Street. That's 
where the public baths are. What a lot of stuff and nonsense is this 
talk about cleanliness forthe poor! What's the good of baths? Why, 
there are plenty of old Dorset hinds who have never had a bath since 
they were christened. And a good job, too. It’s a good deal better 
that the lower orders should know their places, and be dirty, as a 
matter of course, It’s keeping them in their proper place in life, I 
say. What's the good of twopenny baths tothem? 1 hate all that 


| sort of cant, and I alwaysdid. We passed by Covent Garden Theatre. 


A lot of children were waiting about to go into the circus. What's 
the good of all that sort of thing, I should like to know. You stuff 
the little wretches full of tarts for a fortnight at Christmas, and then 
give ’em a round of theatres and things to make their livers still 
worse. I'd like to roll them all well in the tan in the arena, and then 


| give ‘em a good caning before they got home. The less children have 


of pleasure the better, I say. We got tothe market. ‘ Bridesmaids’ 
wreaths,” says Jones to the giggling girl in the shop. She asked if I 
was going to be the bridegroom. Confounded impudence! Flowers 
and all that—Bah! DIOGENES TUBBS. 
=—_ 














Cook-oo! 


THE Emperor Will has dismissed his French cooks, 
Thinks he, “Though they’re men-u may praise, 

They no longer shal: be in this kaiser’s gocd books, 
So cart(e) them away from our gaze. 

If too many cooks, as some say, spoil the broth, 
From this broth of a boy shall they flee. 

The phrase a (a Francaise, just now makes me wroth, 
A l' Allemande our new motto shall be. 

So from Germany all Gallic furniture clear; 

At all events, we 7 have no French chef-on-here.” 





THE BUTCHER'S PARADISE.—In the sweet “ Buy and buy.” 
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Vere de Venere.—“ Mixed sort of crowd here—one or two awful 


'? 


howlers 
Miss Prettypert.—“ I was thinking the reverse—till you spoke.” 


THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 


No, 4.—THE SAGE AND HIS OPINIONS. 


STRABISMUS, Zhe Sage, and CuRiosus, A Rabid Interviewer, 
meeting. 
CuRIosus. Fortune hath dealt kindly with me this day, If I err 
not, your worship is the Sage, Strabismus? 
STRABISMUS. Strabismus is my name—in that you err not ; but in 
calling me Sage you err. I will have none of your stuffing—so 
begone. 
CuRIO. Your worship is moody. 
STRA. Why, in sooth, I am just come from the deathbed of an old 
friend—once the Right Worshipful Board of Works, 
CurI0. Is the old rogue dead at last ’ 
StrRA. Ay—and a young springald has jumped into the old one’s 
shoes—one Master Council, of London. 
Curio. Let us hope he will acquit himself favourably. 
STRA. Let us hope indeed, but my mind misgives me. He calls 
himself a Municipal Reformer. That, as we all know, is mere wind- 
baggery ; and as a reformer, when viewed from the Strabismian point 
of view, is one who pullsdown that he may build up again, and whose 
first object in life is, therefore, tomender things shapeless, we have 
a sorry time before us, to my mind. 
CuRIO. It is of this philosophy of yours I would speak. I have long 
sought a teacher at whose feet I might sit. 
STRA. That you might make him your footstool afterwards, as 
Polemon did with Xenocrates. And were I so minded, you could not 
sit at my feet. I have wooden legs, as you see. 
CuRIO, Sir, I knew it not, but { condole with you. 
Stra. You shouldrather envy, for from the knees down the common 
ills of flesh are powerless over me. I never suffer chilblains, nor 
swear when any person treads on my toes. 
nb pyro Yet the dry rot may assail you—you may break a leg, or 
th. 

StRA. Then I may copy an eminent politician I wot of, and change 








my supporters. But why seek you to inquire into my philosophy? 
You see the refined product of my reasoning as it rans from my upper 
story. There are no electric machines or galvanized sieves used in 
the manufacture, and the proprietor does not seek to float a com 

or run up shares. I sell to one dealer, worthy Master FUN, of Fleet 
Street, and all who run may read him. 

CukI0o. Nay, go not, I pray you, or 1am undone. I am bound (in 
your ear) to publish an interview with your worship in a rag I write 
for. You are becoming popular—you are a man to know. 

Stra. So that is why all my friends avoid me, and my creditors 
press for settlements. Oh, plagueon popularity! It swells the repu- 
tation, but this sort of pleasing inflammation never extends so far as 
the purse. Come, what would you know? ee 

Curio. Why you are named Strabismus. Parnas | SE 

Stra. There is a cast in my eyes. There is a squinting star 
in heaven, under that. I was born, and they named me Strabismus. 
I remember my father and mother quarrelling when I began to take 
notice. “He knows his mammy, biess him!” cried she. “ Nay,” said 
my father, ‘’tis to its daddy the babe is looking.” And the dispute 
would have ended badly had not the nurse, who had the front view o 
me, discovered that I looked both ways at once. FU un ante 

CurRIo. (I can make nothing of him.) "Tis asad epidemic of crime 
we labour under now. The world is growing more evil, I fear. 

StRA. The world must be growing better, since it makes more out- 
cry over these deeds than it used to do. 

CuRIo. What think you of the progression of science’? Of the 
graphophone ? 

Stra. A pity the instrument was not invented in the age when 
people knew how to talk. Now we hug ourselves on having immor- 
talized twaddle. 

CunRI0. This new-fangled mode of execution by electricity—what 
think you of it? 

STRA. Like the other invention, it comes too late. Of what avail 
to know how to kill criminals painlessly when we have forgotten how 
to catch them? When a menagerie elephant turns rake, ‘tis useful, 
no doubt. But science is no fit slave fora clumsy pachyderm. Go to! 












































IN CASE. 

Country Carpenter.— Oh, 1 see, you put your name at the 
bottom.” 

Our Artist Friend (who has taken up his little gems of art to be 
packed ina case to send away ).—“ Ye-es,” 

C. C.—“I suppose, sir, you're obliged to, or else you wouldn't 
know ’em again—there must be a good many of ‘em, of coorse, in 
London.” 


“| 
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“they Two make a preposition that Helecshuns should come 


The Pleasures of Politics. 
(From a Juvenile Point of View.) 


Scool schollars— 
A-writin for to say, as we like pollyticks a treat, 


folla 
As sietin anhiile is clear’d, & we go playing in the street. 
For, dont you see, whenever, Sir, our parence goes a-poleing 
(Which means, to give there voats to chaps that says 
they'll do a lot) ; 
They throes us stoodernts out the while—a thing we finds 
consouling— 
& you back that when they’res playing on, weer allways 
on the Spot ! 


At other Times we’re driven to atemt to hop the Charley 
(Or play the Wagg, as swm low kids profer to call the 
same). 
But when Parleymeantry poleing’s on (for Gents. as wants 
to parley) 
We get a chants of cleering out for days to have a gaim! 
It was the County Counseilisers /ast time came a seesing 
Upon our Bored-Scool manshons for there Ballet-Boxing 
Day— 
Which net one day four prepairing—1 to voat—( waht's 
moor pleasing) 
1 extra day fore counting—so we had 3 days for play ! 








Sew, if you pleas, old FUNN (you see we put it knice & 
meakly), 
We wishes in this poitry just wish you'd be so kind 


weekly — 
4 | Or a a foughtnight, Sir, we wooldent so much 
mina, 
secause then wed have more holler-daies, and you’d have 
much more changing 
In Members of the Parliament (witch woodent be much 
wurse). 
| If you do this—if ever yow'are troubbled four arranging 
| For Commicle Countribbeutors, why, you May count on 
| Urs! 
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MEDICINAL. 


REGULARLY?” 


Wuzzel.—“ Yes, S1R; OF TAKES ‘IM! OI COULDN'T GIT SHE DOWN AT 


Doctor,— WELL, WUZZEL, DO YOU TAKE THE PuHysiIc I sEND you | a good boy at school his mother had it framed and hung 
; | 
FUST— TWERE THAT NASTY! PUTTS "IM IN A ’ARF-PINT 0’ BEER NOW.” | 


| -OvRk unfortunate skipper says things were very different 
| when he was a boy. When he got a certificate for being 


| up on the wall, and he used to gaze at it with pride; but 
| he doesn’t leap over the funnel with joy now if he gets 
| his “certificate suspended.” 














TURF CUTTINGS. 


TO THE EDITOR oF “Fun,” 


S1R,—Time (which steady, onward jogs) has once more brought us 
to the dogs—the dogs which I'm alluding to are entered for the 
Waterloo—and it behoves the wise old man to do the level best he 
can to learn, to study, and to teach the racing worth of all and each. 
At least, not all (that’s not his view), but of a well-selected few; and 
even his remarks to-day will not be final, he may say, for later on he 
may see fit to modify his views a bit. And though he writes these 
notes with verve, they're given under all reserve. Well, then, here 
goes. Observe, with care, the tip, and what is stated there; its 


| 





hidden meaning mark, perpend, and plank your shiners down, my | 


friend. And now “cry havoc! and let sli) the dogs,” for this 
unrivalled Tip 


OH, soft be the breezes and fair be the dawning, 
The bunnies all healthy, the scent lving well, 
The backers all eager, their underwear pawning 
To sing ere its finish a Happy Rondelle. 
Though Burnaby darkly diffuse the uncertain, 
And doubtful, by “layin’ uncommonly low,” 
Rely on the prophet, he'll soon draw the curtain, 
Observe what he tells you, and then you will know. 


All raise for old victors, the brave and true-hearted 
ho've brilliantly scored upon fields not « few ; 
And sigh for the glory of Herschel departed— 
A sigh for the old, and a smile for the new. 

The smart Jupon Vert is a youngster of mettle; 
Right forward’s his motto, and forward he'll go! 
And the smartest will find it tough business to settle 

rhe claims of the youthful but swift Cloud of Snow. 


| James’s Square, is destined to supply a want that has really been 





A strapper you'll find in the mighty Glenogle ; 
The Mountain Maid comes of a genuine stock ; 
The sturdy Arithmos right soon be in vogue’ll, 
And what can be firmer than Plymoth, named Rock? 
To find you the winner not greatly will task me, 
My being’s suffused with prophetical glow— 
I’ll sing you the Happy Rondelle, if you ask me, 
Unless it is quenched by a deep Cloud of Snow. 


Although my rivals it may chafe, I feel that tip is pretty safe. I 
may be forced to hedge a bit, but am not apprehending it ; in fact, as 
far as I can see, no reason there appears to be why I should not resolve 
to call this tip a tip for good and all. 

But there’s a race on Friday next, and I’ve no doubt you would be 
vexed if, having a selection pat, I should omit to mention that. The 
Kempton Hurdle Handicap I| am referring to, old chap, and if you or 
the staff have got an inclination for a shot, I think the shot is to be 
had with Touch-and-go or Ironclad. I think it wouldn't be amiss to 
keep the public out of this, and let the profits come to ws. 

I’m yours all through, TROPHONIUS. 





_ 





A Shore Thing. 


IN an article on “The latest addition to Clubland” a contemporary 
states, “The Junior Travellers’, now permanently located at & St. 


long felt. We have heard of men waiting for fourteen years to get 
into the Travellers’.” It naturally follows that after waiting fourteen 
years a man would be an old Traveller, not a Junior; and we quite 
agree that there is an opening for this new club. Several contempo- 
raries say it is sure to succeed ; and as the credit is given to the hon. 
sec., Mr. Offley Shore, we should say it is Offey Shore to succeed. 





| DgaR Mr, Foun, Stz,—If you please, we’re several Bored- 


Because, when their's Eelecshuns on, of course, it alwis 
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The Bills. 
(With apologies to E. A. Pox.) 


SEE the butchers with their bills— 
“ Little bills!” 


They are ringing, ringing, ringing, 
As long as there is Tight, P 
And the servant enters, bringing 
Me the last one, always grinning 
With a horrible delight, 
Crying “ Tin, tin, tin,” 
With a loud, triumphant din 
To the awful tribulation that my mind so often fills, 
At the bills, bills, bills, bills, bills, 
At the number and increasing of the bills. 


See the drapers with their bills— 
y wife’s bills! 
What a world of misery their coming here instils ! 
In the stillness of the night 
How they poison each delight 
As from out these tradesmen’s notes 
On crooked files, 
Such a horrid crackling floats. 
Though “my Turtledove” will ruin me, she gloats 
O’er her wiles ; 
Or, outgush those salty rills 
Which, with a rush of sobbing, hysterically shrills, 
How it thrills! 
How it stills 
All complaining !—how it chills 
All that Prudence now instils, 
Not to let her do this running 
Up of bills, bills, bills, 
Up of bills, bills, bills, bills, bills, 
Of the making and the giving me these bills! 


See the dread coal-merchant’s bills 
Awful bills! 
What a prophecy of terror their coming here fulfils ! 
In the flickering candle light 
How I shout out my affright! 
Too much horrified to speak, 
I can only shriek and shriek, 
Yes, and curse ! 

In a clamorous appealing to the quickly burning fire, 
In a mad expostulation with the dead or dying fire, 

Burning faster, faster, faster, 

Bringing horrible disaster 

From the resolution solely, 

Soon—soon to empty wholly 

My meagre, scanty purse, 
Oh, the bills, bills, bills ! 
How my heart your coming fills 
With despair ! 

How you gather more and more, 

What a horror you outpour 
On the bosom of the smoky, frosty air! 

Oh, the bills, bills, bills, bills, bills— 

Oh, the hurry and the worry of the bills! 


See the awful tradesmen’s bills— 
The worst bills! 
What a world of raging thought their monody instils ! 
In the stillness of the night 
How we shiver with affright, 
At the ever-gathering menace of their tone! 
Till the only sound that floats 
From the lump within our throats 
Is a groan. 
And these tradesmen—ah, these tradesmen ! 
They who call themselves self-made men, 
Hard as stone ! 
They are neither man nor woman, 
They are neither brute nor human, 
They are ghouls! 
With their bills, bills, bills, bills, bills— 
With the growing and the spreading of their bills. 


WILLIAM CROSSLEY, of Syracuse, New York, had 





Crossley spoke to her, of course, he spoke to her crossly. 


What a world of wretchedness their very look distils | 








‘ is wi i ths. The last time = ae 
lived apart from his wife for six months | ack him whether he was “spot or plain. 








‘COTCHED'"' 
BY THE GRAND OLD NEAPOLITAN FISHERMAN, 











“Ay, let the County take you!” 


Now, there’safunny thing! Gus Harris stands for the County Council, and goes 
to the top of the poll slick away. Must be a smart fellow to get to the top of the 
poll like that, for he is certainly not accustomed to “bare pits.” Now, Augustus, 
show us what you’re made of, and let us have some brilliant transformations in the 
management of this little village of ours, or of such part of it as comes under your 
immediate sway. 


The Same Old Lait! 


THE worst of all thieves are the smug respectable tradesmen who adulterate the 
food they sell, for they are poisoners into the bargain, yet they never get their just 
doom when found out. The penalties imposed on the milk diluters lately are 
ridiculous ; the sentences have been as milk-and-watery as the offence. A little 
more sternness—fresh from the Dra-cow—in the breast magisterial, if you please, 





ACCORDING to the Fortnightly Review, the best cure for cannibalism in the 


| gentle savage is to convert him to the Moslem faith. Once Mahomedanized, it 
| appears that a darkey ever afterwards regards cannibalism with horror; and then, 


with delicate sarcasm, we are told that “ Christian missions are not so successful."’ 
This is one for the Christian missionary, anyhow, but at the same time it pays 
him a handsome compliment. For, reading between the lines of these comments, 
the meaning is plain enough that the toothsome Christian missionary is more to the 
taste of the good black man than his Moslem brother. 





Spotting Him. 


He had not taken the gold medal at a beauty show, and his physiognomy was 
beautifully tesselated with pimples of the rarest and richest texture, so it was 
rather rcugh on him, when playing his maiden game of billiards, for the marker to 
! Now wasn't it? 
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DEAR LITTLE PET! 


Dolly.—" Dip *0U ENJOY DAT BISKIT, G’ANMA?” 
Dolly.—“ OH, I'M GLAD ’0U ARE NOT SO DAINTY AS TINY. 


Grandma,—“ YES, PET, VERY MUCH.” 


I TRIED TO MAKE HIM EAT IT, BUT HE WOULDN'T.” 














The New Tom Tiddler’s Ground. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


To get work on the long Parnell Commission 
Must surely be, 
It seems to me, 
The height of the Junior Bar's ambition, 
If not of the Senior too ; 
For beyond any doubt it would be funny 
If the barristers there weren't coining money 
As fast as they need do: 
To them it must be a Tom Tiddler’s Ground 
Where they're picking up golden guineas, 
And at pouncing on fees they have never been found 
(So far as I know) to be ninnies. 


With their briefs, of course, they received good payment, 
And quantum suff.— 
That's “ quite enough "— 

To induce them to don forensic raiment 


And go into Court to plead ; 
But refreshers besides must pour in daily, 
Which probably makes them notice gaily 
How slowly things proceed : 
So there they remain on Tom Tiddler’s Ground, 
Discerning that that’s where the “tin” is, 
Though none would e’er stoop to pick up a pound— 
Oh, no, it is always guineas! 








The Emperor’s Court Journal. 


His MAJEstTy the Emperor was out shooting in the Steinwitz 
Forest this morning when he honoured Herr Shruckel, of Hamburg, by 
shooting off his left ear. His Imperial Majesty condescended to nail 
back the organ again on the head of the distinguished citizen, the 
implements being supplied by the court carpenter. His Majesty has 
further honoured the grateful Herr by appointing him Bootblack in 
ordinary to the Imperial Dustbin Department. 





A SALINE DRAUGHT—A Gale at Sea. 
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‘ABSOLUTELY 
PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 


DANY MAMAS 
4>.4.4 Pet. ><> 


Cadbury’s 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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(1) Leguminons diet young Haggard is | (3) Seven stallites repaired to the Opera | (5) The cycle in Spain carries all now 


(7) A buzzard dressed up bya boy, euf- 


testing— lately, before it, : fered woe, friends, 
Such a gory “She”-owman should | And (thanks to kind Morpheus) | But bull-fighters, haply, won't And was soon carried off by his 
ne'er stoop to “ Jess ”’-ting. liked the show greatly. | Tore-ador(e) it. carri-on crow friends, 


(2) One of Sanger’s big bears t’other day | (4) “Give me apples (pomme-pomme |)" 


went a-prowling ; 
But they caught it, in spite of its 
S)anger-y growli: ah 





(6) A game ‘an, whose age is some | (8) Rum-sampling, alas! made this 
cries A. Patti when singing, seventy-nine summers, cabby nigh trantic, 
At her apple-ication such fruit all With much (cinder) path-os would But his “gargle’ excuse was a 
» bringing. chauengée aii comers, reason rum-antic. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
PERSONAL (as personal as I can make it, at any rate). 








THE OPERA COMIQUE,—* TARES!” 


to crush me and keep me out of the theatres, 


THE persecution has commenced this week. There were three first 
nights in it—one at the Opera Comique, one at the Princess's, and 
one at the Olympic—which I ought to be able to tell you all about, 
and lam not. And why? Because they sent me no tickete—I beg 
pardon, I mean “ because the usual courtesy of an invitation was not 
extended to me.” But let them beware! They little know the man 
they have to deal with! It is my duty to give my readers, this week, 
remarks on those three plays. I am determined to do my duty, and 
if managers won't invite me to see their plays, why, damme, I'll 
notice them without seeing them ! 


THE courteous reader will observe that though the following notices 
have been written by me while smarting under a keen sense of injury, 
[ have not allowed that feeling to influence my opinions or the ex- 
pression of them in the slightest degree. 


THE OPERA ComMIQuE.—If the management of this theatre was 














TOOLE 8.—" THE DON. 


worth its salt, it would take vigorous measures to ensure the comfort 
of its visitors by preventing the cabmen who deposit them at its doors 


LADIES AND GENTLEMEN,—I am the subject of a vile managerial 
conspiracy. The undeviatingly outspoken and unbiassed criticism 


which characterizes this page, perhaps more than any other in the 
broad expanse of “this something jewel set in the sapphire sea, this 
isle, this England” (I quote from—possibly defective—memory) has 
raised the bile of the remarkable persons at the head of our places of 
amusement, and they have combined to crush me, Don’t tell me 
they haven't; I say they have. Don’t tell me I have no evidence, 
because I'm perfectly aware of that. I don’t want evidence, I'd 
rather not have it. I can do very much better, and state my case 
with a very much freer hand, without it. I say they have combined 





from extortionate attempts to extract extra sixpences. It would also 
immediately give them into custody for using abusive language, and, 
at the same time, box the ears of wretched street boys who stand 
around and grin. Such common-sense proceedings, however, are too 2 
much to expect from managements as at present constituted, and so, i 3 
without expecting it, I stumbled down a very dangerous flight of ; 

steps, and took my devious way through tunnelled vistas to my seat ee 
(which might have been better dusted, by-the-way). I don’t know eo 
whether fees are in force at this theatre or not, but I paid sixpence 
for my programme. If this charge is authorized it is simply disgrace- 
ful; if not, I trust the attendant will be instantly dismissed. She 
wasn’t a bad sort of a miss, but, I don’t care, she ought to be dis- 


missed. Idaresaysheissly. _ 


I pon’r know that I think much of the play. In fact, I think I 
don’t think anything of it, because I haven’t seen it. It is probably 
the worst play ever written, though. Its jokes are old, ita sentiment 
far-fetched, its dialogue long-drawn, its bread stale, and its grapes 
sour, as far as I know. It is called Zares, which is only another name 
for Wild Oats, that being the title of a play already in existence—a 
pretty conclusive bit of evidence of its want of originality. I was 
not offered a cup of tea or a biscuit during either of the intervals, so 
I took the needle and left early. 


THE PRINCESS's.—Hamlet was the piece presented to a long- 
suffering public at this house. This play is probably a worse speci- 
men of dramatic bungling than the one above dealt with. The 
mistiness of the meaning of the principal character is a constant 
stumbling-block to the really intelligent class of men from which 
exponents of the acting ‘art are drawn; scarcely two of them can 
agree on the point. The characters are absurd, and the language 
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THE COMEDY.—‘ PICKWICK.” 


when intelligible, bombastic to a degree ; and as for its construction 

—but—whew !|—stop a bit—what am Iupto? This is Shakespeare— 

I mustn’t write about Shakespeare like that, or I shall soon get sent 

° the write about myself! Let’s see—what shall I do? Ha! I 
ave it! 


THE manner in which this grand conception of a master mind is 
presented to the attention of the astounded spectator is a marvel of 
perverted ingenuity, and one long sting to the soul of the lover of art 
in all its forms. That Hamlet should be represented as a young man 
is an outrage to common sense and common decency. It shows a 
slavish adherence to the obvious and palpable meaning of the author, 
utterly unworthy of an actor of brad 4 It ought to be sat upon at 
once. That the remainder of the cast should follow the lead thus set 
them is not to be wondered at, perhaps, but it cannot be other than 
deeply deplored. Those who desire to see the Bard, washed out, 
wrung, dried, and mangled, cannot do better than witness this extra- 
ordinary production. 





THE OLYyMPIC.—Opera in English” is the programme at this 
house, with Maritana in the bills to begin with. I don’t feel inclined 
to be very hard on the show, though, for, as far as I can gather, they 
did me rather a favour than otherwise by not inviting me. The 
singers are not very high class, they tell me, but they might be, oh, 
so much worse! English opera, however, or even opera in English, 
will never do (in London, at any rate) until it can clothe itself more 
sumptuously and provide itself with more band and chorus. The game 
can hardly be worth the candle, messieurs, NESTOR. 
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THE SATIRICAL ROGUE. 


The Escape of O’Brien. 





‘Ah, Mr, Screwby, if all our customers was like you, there 
wouldn't be no badness of times. Why, I only called once at your 
’ouse for orders—once to leave the sheep’s head—and six times for 
the money.” 


(AN OBVIOUS IMITATION OF A POPULAR RECITATION.) 


'Twas at Carrick-on-Suir in this year Highty-Nine, 
There was throuble, bedad, in the Parnellite line. 
Brute Balfour his hould of O’Brien had got— 
(Manin’ Will av that name) just to give it him hot. 
“ Come to thrial be juree,” he croied, wid deloight 
But sure in a twinklin’ it turned to a foight! 


Sure O’Brien the brave up to Carrick was brought, 
For spakin’, twas said, phwat that bhoy didn’t ought. 
The summons (bad cess to ut!) called him conthrairy, 
For oratin’ at swate Ballyneale (Tipperary), 

For he there warned the tinants to be more restricted, 
An’ not to take farrms from which bhoys were evicted, 
And so on a day in this last Januairy, 

Came O’Brien, the hayro av bould Tipperary, 
Attinded be galliant Tim Healy, M.Pay, 

An’ they intered the Coort in the usual way 

(That is, be the dure, d’ye moind) ; but, be jabers! 
The pollis an’ sojurs behaved like bad neighbours. 

For wid bay’net an’ gun, an’ wid baton (the which 

Is a kyind av shillelagh) the blackgyards did pitch 
Upon Billy the brave, an’ on Timmy the thrue, 

An’ begorra, there sune was a hullabaloo ! 


An’ afther O’B. and his counsel, Tim H., 

Through the pollis an’ sojurs the coorthouse did rache, 
They sune made the juree all thrimble wid dread, 

An’ the magistrates quaked at Tim’s ois blazin’ red. 
An’ a jeuce av a “row” thin arose like a shock, 

When Wilyim O’Brien walked out av the dock. 


An’ before anny judge cud pronounce the stern phrase,— 


“ Bill O’Brien, are ye guilty or not ?—if ye plaze,” 
Right out in the shtrate all the combatants were, 
A-carryin’ on, like a woild patthern fair. 


An’ all of a suddint, on turnin’ around, 
Sure Misther O’Brien, he cudn't be found ! 


Thin bang! bang! wint the bay’nets, an’ guns sharp as 


knoives, 
Came plungin’ in people an’ nigh tuk their loives. 











| Johnslone — Whata big Fan! 
j ad ’ 

| Thiss Lily—Theyre Fashionable 

| Johnslone — “Fanshionable’ did 











But afther O'Brien they wandered in vain, 

Till that hayro, who'd fied ina ship on the main, 

To Manchester came, and thin, afther he'd spoken 

A spache he had promised, he (be the same token, ) 
Re-arrested himself, for the blackgyards who'd sought him, 
An’ bedad, if he hadn't, they'd niver have caught him! 


i 














New Leaves, 


“ POETS at Play,” edited by Frederic Langbridge (Eyre and Spottis- 
wood). This kind of “play” is the sents of ay hard and aaue 
work of the authors and compiler. These gleanings from the minds 
of many masters of comic composition is masterly done. Many are 
selected from the pages of this journal and “ Hood's Annual.” From 
the multitude of appropriate pieces in the admirable collection reciters 
might set themselves up in business, its laughter-provoking pages 
enabling them to do a roar-ing trade. Mr. Langbridge’s labour must 
have been one of love ; he has performed it to admiration, and it is to 
be hoped he will profit by it as much as the public may do.—“ Sell’s 
Dictionary of the Word's Press,” by Henry Sell (Sell’s Adver- 
tising Company, Limited). This bulky book gets bigger and better 
every year, Its “ Heads of the World's Press” is a remarkable col- 


lection of sixty photographic portraits—most of them men of mark, 
whose faces will be welcome as their merits are known. 3 
work is a marvel of fulness, completeness, and cheapness. 
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THE MURDEROUS BRUTALITY 





(1) He wasa Revolutionary Agitator. His great point was the peril to his life 
from the murderousness of the police. “My life in Trataigar Square hangs 
upon a hair; death stands at my elbow at the Reformers Tree—I may, or I 
may not, return to my fireside. I am now off to the park, where the police 
have prepared a special machine to tear me limb from limb, but I will go and 
defy them!” And he put on a brand-new hat, to get it battered in. 


(2) “But I will die hard,” be said, with flashing eye; “I will take this shield, 


and this blunderbuas! 





5) “Why does my patriot weep?” asked his anxious helpmeet on his return; “ 
purpose hat 7 





OF THE POLICE. 





(3) He confronted the savage constabulary. “Murder!” he shouted. “ You are 
now preparing to spring upon me and scatter my brains on the sward—you are 
even now assassinating me!” But an ordinary spectator would not have 


observed it, 


(4) “Minion of a bleedy butcher! he yelled in the force’s ear, “ you shall not 
massacre me unavenged! Though at this moment you are actually engaged in 
plunging your dastardly truncheon into my vitals——hang the minion!—he’s 
asleep!” 


have they injured you internally? Have they smashed in your brand-new-on- 
“No,’ replied the martyr, “that's the worst of it. 


As goodas new! Oh, it is cruel—crnel!' 
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[See Cartoon Verses, p. 62. 
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OR, THE VOLUNTEER AND HIS FRIENDS. 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 9. 





clerk (who feels the pinch himself sometimes) with his tale of 
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And here he is at home after the day’s work, pegging into the 
ample “ blow-out,” by his missus always provided. 





“ Nothing to eat since Tuesday week.” 





Cutting Away! 
SHIP-CANALS are all the rage just now. They are to be cut out all 


‘over the country, in the hopes that they will cut out the railways. 


Each canal, being supported by strong banks, is pretty sure of finding 


plenty of money ready to be sunk in its construction ; but the con- | 
| SKINNER. Jorkins, by Jingo !—who was such a swell— 


sideration that must give us pause is “ Can-all” pay ? 


THEY were discussing Sir William Harcourt, and there was a 
difference of opinion as to how many chins he had. One said three, 
another, four; but at last they came to the conclusion that “ his face 


was his four-chin,” 
SOUND AGRICULTURAL INVESTMENT.—Plough-Shares, 





OUR POPULAR SONGS ILLUSTRATED. 
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COMEDIES OF EVERYDAY LIFE.—No. IV. 
WAYS AND MEANS. 


(In the neighbourhood of Capel Court, SKINNER, of the Stock Ex- 
change, sees JOBKINS, an outsider, coming towards him.) 


Looks seedy. (They meet.) Hullo, Jorkins !—doing well ? 

Those mines of yours not yet gone up to par? 

Gold mines a little low—at least mine are. 

Know any way to raise ’em from the mire? 

Want something now to set the Thames on fire. 
JORKINS, I’ve got some di’monds which, I fancy, soon—— 
SKINNER. Thanks. If you’d had some Railways-to-the-Moon 

I might have done with them. Did I hear say 

You're going to float one to the Milky-Way ? 
JOBKINS. It’s on the cards; but-—— 
SKINNER. I see—keep it dark? 
Quite right, you dog !—till you can bite, don’t bark. 
But don’t forget to let me have the tip, 
I should not like a chance like that to slip ; 
In fact, I know a party, who’s no dunce, 
Who'd take up half your Milky-Ways at once, 
JORKINS. When the time comes—lI can’t say more than that—— 
SKINNER, All right !—there’ll be a fortune in the hat 

You wear the day you get that scheme to float ; 

And, mind, we row together in one boat, 
JORKINS. Meanwhile—— 
SKINNER, Exactly !|—it’s those blest delays, 
Seeing go by so many settling days, 
All blank, while ev’ry one of them, you know, 
Might have brought in a thousand quid or so. 
But this time you’ve a good thing ; hold it fast, | 
And, take my word, you'll come out well at last. 
JORKINS. Meanwhile, as I was saying—— 
SKINNER, Just you wait, 
Your Milky-Way’s as sure a thing as fate | 
Why, bless you, I’ve held on for twenty years 
With half a million’s-worth of Coal-tar Beers ; 
Bought ’em at twopence-ha'penny, and I’ll bet 
I live to sell em at a premium yet ; 
All ten-pound shares, and nine-pound-nineteen paid— 
A fortune, my dear boy—as good as made ! 
Farewell, old man! Excuse my running off,— 
Got an appointment with young Slippemoff, 
Who's got a big concession from the Czar, 
In which he wants me to go halves. Ta-ta! 
JORKINS. I only wanted to inquire of you 

If any shilling feeding-place you knew ? 
SKINNER, A dozen—where you'll get a meal that’s filling ! 
JORKINS, Could you first tell me where to get a shilling? 


[SKINNER at that very moment catches sight of an impor- 





tant client on the opposite side of the way, and rushes across 
the road to him 
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IDLE. ’Twill take an hour to build them up again. But 
yonder array of Parisian millinery tempts me to be trying. 
How do I look in this hat and feather? 

Fan. Divinely. A Life Guardsman seeing you in those 














nodding plumes would clap you o’ the back and call you 
comrade, 
IDLE. She means that scurvily. I will pay her out anon. 
FAN. Is not this bonnet of a pure fancy? 
IDLE. Ay, indeed, and the trimmings are sober and 
matronly enough. I would never wish to see you in another. 
Fan. Then she shall never see me in this, ‘“ Matronly,” 
quotha |! 
IDLE. Like you these gloves? ; 
FAN. Ay, let us be trying some. But tell the popinjay 



































“LITTLE PITCHERS.” 

His Fiancée’s Small Sister.— Isn't this a funny toy, Mr. Swag- 
gertop? It’s a monkey on a stick. Do you ever run up a stick, 
Mr. Swaggertop ?” 

Mr. Swaggertop.— Of course not, my little dear. Whatever 
made you ask such a question? ” 

The Little Dear.—“’Cause I heard pa say you were a perfect 


young monkey.” 
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THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
No. 5.—THE HUMOURS OF SHOPPING. 
FANCILLA, a Lady of Fashion, and IDLESSA, her Bosom Friend. 


FANCILLA, The sun shines charmingly this morning. I am fora 
little healthy exercise, Let us go to the mercer’s, and spend the 
whole day in shopping. 

IDLESSA. Right willingly. ‘Tis the very thing to amend the 
vapours. Of all pastimes the most og ct is the tossing over of 
toys, the trying-on of head-dresses, the fancying of furbelows, and 
the mauling of mantles. 





buy. Let us be going. 

chariot, * . * + . 
FAN, What think you of this habit? 

IDLE, ’Tis indifferently well fashioned. Come, try on; I know you 
are longing to feel it on your shoulders. 

Fan. But for the weariness of standing. Stay, here is a young 
person. Child, come hither. Put you on this garment stylishly. 
So! Now revolve before us. 

IDLE. Bid her take it off—take it off! ‘Tis a hateful colour. It | 
offends me. But here is another I would fain be looking at. 
FAN. Oh, fie! It hangs clumsily, and the trimming is ill-fancied. 
IDLE. Let the young person try another. Methinks she is greatly | 
bored, and hath a funereal look. 

FAN, Were I she, ’twould be a pleasure to wait upon my betters. | 
But I am not for choosing here—let us seek another department. 

IDLE. See yonder fabric of handkerchiefs, airily arranged. I have 

a longing to handle some of them. 





for their price—elevenpence three-farthings. 








behind the counter that if the seams should burst we will 
not be at charges for the damage. 

IDLE. He has split two pair, already, the clumsy rogue. 
Come, let us price clocks and carpets in the Furniture 
department, 

Fan. Marry come up! I have poked my umbrella 
through a Japanese screen. 

IDLE. And I have broken a vase of pottery. Must we 
pay for these things? 

FAN. Nay, the mercer is at his own risk, in leaving them 
about. But if your feelings are so tender, buy a reel of 
sewing cotton, and tell them to send it to your address ; 
so shall your conscience be void of offence. 

IDLE. And your purchase? 

FAN. A half-yard of crimson riband. My black-faced 
pug needs a new decoration. 

IDLE. I am weary with all this shopping, let us step into 
the Italian shop and drink a:dish of tea. 

FAN. What, when we may have it freely, and for 
nothing? Let us make an afternoon call, or two. None 
of our friends live more than a mile away. Iam fain to be 
prudent, child—I have but five thousand for pin-money. 
Pang Here is the carriage. Well, we have done bravely 

-day. 

FAN. There is nothing I loathe so much as idleness. 
And we have made the mercer happy with our patronage, 
and seen many new things—and all at a cost of twopence. 
Drive on, coachman, drive on ! 
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FAN. And the sport is not costly, either, for no one is obliged to I | 


IDLE, And while we are for exercise, let us not walk, but take the | 





| 
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Fan. Bid the shopman fetch them down! Ah, they areill-wrought | tion of the thorax; but pray let me ask you—do you expectorate?” 
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FEARFULLY TAXING. 
Doctor.—“ That soreness you complain of arises from a febrile affec- 
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Patient.—“ Expect a rate /—oh, don’t speak about it, sir!” 
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SKEEMER’S BASH PLAN. 


» HE meanness of 
Skeemer, an ap- 
parently respect- 


able citizen, is 
really painful to 
tell about. That 
man had always 
¢ set up as a law- 

- abiding subject, 

and a worthy 
? and reliable per- 
_-? on,and yet that 
Z very man was the 
4 one, when came 
aa ht the crucial hour 
ae . of trial, to sub- 
a vert the right- 

eous intentions 

of the law, ren- 

der of no avail 
the meaning of the act, and constitute himself an object of scorn and 
disgust to every right-thinking person. 
Skeemer acted right through with a deliberation which wholly 
swept away any sort of excuse or extenvation of his conduct, for 
long before the events we are about to relate, he had, being a house- 
holder, purchased a revolver and cartridges, and, what is more, was in 
the babit of keeping the weapon loaded and at hand, ready for an 
emergency. 

Now Skeemcr well knew the disapproval with which the law regards 
the keeping of deadly weapons by peaceable citizens, including police- 
men ; he knew the law did not actually forbid the possession of them, 
but that it regarded the use of them—particularly against the criminal 
classes—with the sternest eye, and, whenever possible, visited it with 
the severest penalties it could think of. It is true, as he was also 
aware, that the law does not encourage the use of such weapons by 
the criminal classes, and even deprecates it; but that it does not 
actually forbid it, as shown by its -refusal to inflict any really prohi- 
bitory punishment. 

He was aware, in short, that the law desires the criminal classes 
and the public to exist amicably together, showing the greatest for- 
bearance—especially the public. 

Well, Skeemer was awakened one dark night by a very slight 
noise in his house, aud, going downstairs armed with his illegal revol- 
ver, he found a burglar armed with his rather—but not much—more 
legal one. The burglar was engaged in taking a careful sight at him, 
and the criminal Skeemer fired at that burglar, and drilled a neat 
hole through him, which finished his career. 

Then Skeemer looked him over, and examined his weapon, and his 
knees positively rattled together as he discovered that the burglar had 
forgotten to load his revolver—the cartridges were only iin his pocket, 
bandy. For Skeemer knew that he himself, not being a burglar, would 
be hanged for murder. 

He sat down on the stairs and thought it out. “To avoid the ex- 
treme penalty,” he mused, “I shall have to prove to the satisfaction 
of a jury that I had good and reasonable grounds for believing that 
my life was in danger. ‘No jury would convict under the circum- 
stances,’ say the newspapers. I know better; juries are swayed by 
the address of the judge, the judge is the upholder of the stern law 
as against sen- 
timentality. 
The judge will 
remark, ‘ Now, 
gentlemen, it is 
for you, not me, 
to decide whe- 
ther the priso- 
ner had 
and reasonable 
grounds for be- 
lieving that his 
life was in dan- 
ger, and it being 
for you, not 
me, to decide 
this thing, I 
will bias you by 
remarking that 
if any natural 


; sentimental 
idiotcy should incline you to believe that the presence of an unloaded 


revolver could be regarded by any sane person as good and reasonable 
} grounds for believing his life to be in danger, you would be the worst 




















pack of fools that ever existed, and I should have to seriously think 
about sending you back to reconsider your verdict. 

“¢ Why, gentlemen, if a person is to be allowed to take human life 
whenever a revolver is pointed at his head, without first taking means 
to ascertain whether it is loaded or not-—why—hang it all !—the race 
of murderous burglars would soon become extinct, a state of things 
not at all F Pores by the law. Did the prisoner take reasonable 
means to discover whether the weapon was loaded? Did he open the 
breach and examine the chambers? Did he inquire of the burglar 
whether it was loaded? If, in your judgment, he did not, it is ac 
duty to hang him, gentlemen; and if you don’t, the law won't think 
much of you, I can tell you! As it is for you, not me, to decide this 
case, I will only conclude by warning you not to make wooden- 
headed, contemptible idiots of yourselves by returning any foolish 
verdict of “not guilty.” Iinow leave the matter to your unbiassed 
judgment, and then I shall be led back to the place from which I 
came.’” And then Skeemer thought out his mean and unwholesome 
scheme for subvertingthe'aw Taking a tobacco pipe and the defunct 
burglar’s black mask, he suvaked silently out, noiselessly closed the door 
behind him, and went down the street and broke into the house of 
the judge. Proceeding at once to the chamber of the judge, he 
placed himself in the doorway, steadily pointed the pipe at the 
judge’s head, as he lay in bed, and said, “Ahem!” The judge awoke 
with a start, sprang out of bed, and hurled the jug and basin, a heavy 
clock, a pair of immense dumb-bells of his college days, twelve large 
dinner knives, three pairs of razors, and six wine-bottles, at the head 
of the intruder. Having, by great effort, avoided sudden death by 
dodging these articles, Skeemer walked downstairs, and as he traversed 
the hall below, the judge dropped over the bannisters the marble top 
of the washstand, the fender, a large chest of drawers, the weights 
from the tall clock, and some heavier objects. Avoiding these, 
Skeemer made his way down the front steps, the judge being by this 
time upon the roof, engaged in tipping over the coping stones on to 
the descending intruder. Then Skeemer returned home, restored the 
black mask to the burglar, and calleda policeman, ~+* - ° 

The trial of Skeemer for murder, aggravated by having a burglar 
as its victim, was proceeding. The judge was about to address the 
jury. There was an air of numbness about the judge, as though he 
had passed through some terrible event which had temporarily con- 
fused the brain and dulled the senses. 

He spoke in a dull, mechanical way, his utterances controlled by a 
sort of dreamy familiarity with the principles of the law. He 
began :— 

“Now, gentlemen, it is for you, not me, to decide whether the 
prisoner had good and reasonable grounds for believing that his life 
was in danger ; and if any sentimental idiotcy should incline you to 
py that the presence of an unloaded revolver—or a tobacco-pipe 
—a tobac——” 

Then suddenly a flood of terrible recollection seemed to burst upon 
the judge; his eye, for the first time, flashed; and with a fierce 
earnestness, he continued :— 

“Look here—I’1l tell you what—it’s time this burglary with violence 
business was knocked on the head, law or no law! If you are such 
disgusting fools as to suppose that a householder is to let himself be 
shot while he stops to inquire whether a burglar’s pistol is loaded or 
not, and you return a verdict to that effect, I’ll personally kick you 
all round, The prisoner was not only justified in, but deserves public 
thanks for, defending himself. If the law thinks otherwise, let the 
law be hanged, or altered! Blow the law! Now you give your 
verdict ; and if it’s ‘guilty,’ I'll override it, jiggered if I don’t!” 

And Skeemer, owing to his wicked subversion of the Jaw, goes un- 
hanged to this very day—a nice person to have among us ! 
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LOVES ME AND LOVES ME Not: OR. On AND OFF THE STAGE. 
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Killarney ‘‘Cornered.” | 
A MoRE OR LESS PATHETIC 


PARODY. 
[Killarney has been “proclaimed,” in | 
case Mr. O’Brien should seek shelter | 
there.] 
Ou, Killarney! every paper tells 
That because of the O’Brien, 


a 


untamed, 
Balfour says that he “sedition” 
smells, 
So he has had you now “pro- | 
claimed.” 


Balfour and his brutal bands 
Now are lurking everywhere, | 
Putting fetters on all hands— 
Using all the force they dare. | 
Balfour’s brood now build their | 
nest 
In your Eden of the West ; 
Balfour’s bluster and his blarney 
Now have seized on fair Killar- 
ney |! 


THERE'S no eatisfying some 
people. Our bilious critic, the 
McGillicuddy Reeks from the 
Grampian Hills, being disappointed 
at not finding the characters in 
Macbeth clad in tartans, says he 
never saw the piece so badly “ plaid.” | 











[Prince Albert Victor is now learning | 
the banjo.) 
PRINCE “ COLLARS” takes lessons, 
we hear, 
On the banjo—which now is “de | 
rigger "— 
Let’s hope that he'll now persevere, 
And cut, on its strings, a good 
“ fioger,”” 
Young Prince Albert Victor, you 
know, 
Hath a prim and precise perso- 
eatity” . ox 
Let us hope the banjo 
May cause him to show 
A trifle more (ban)-jo-viality ! 


Ban-jo-king! | 





A BAD motto for the rising young 
artist.—The very worst use you can 
put a man to is to hang him. 





Boulanger 
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VICTORY! 


Or, THE WILD HORSEMAN 4 LA FRANCAISE. 





















TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR OF “FUN,” 


S1R,—Last week’s tip some folks might miss, and so I send you one | 
for this, an effort useful of my pen for ladies and for gentlemen. I | 
hope the ladies won’t condemn the Prophet for including them ; some | 
folks who would, of counse, be shocked, hold right for “ trousered, 
wrong for “ frocked,” in man a foible (should he win), in woman tis 
a deadly sin; and there are also ladies who “alittle business like to | 
do, but seem inclined to sink with shame should anyone detect the | 
same; these may be vexed with me, and yet we know that baie 
often bet. In point of fact, and by the way, one found me out this 
very day. She said I was “a bad old man,” and then to wheedle me | 
began and tried to pump “ner dear old chap, about the — 
Handicap. She’s done good turns to me ere now, and so I wry 
ety I vow; that I am right I can’t aver, but this is what I said to 
er: 





THE FEBRUARY HANDICAP HURDLE RACE PLATE. 


: 
THE February Handicapping Hurdle Racing Plate 
May put a lot of people in a highly nervous state ; : 
While others, who a show of feeling loftily pooh-pooh, 
Maintain a coolness cucumbers are seldom equal to. 


But whether you're excited till you're hardly fit to stand, 
Or whether you're an icicle, upon the other hand * 

No matter if you're stolid, or iaclined to hop and skip— 
Rely on your Trophonius, and do not miss his tip. 





Well, Touch-and-Go is in it, but "tis touch and go, you muff, 
I wouldn’t give much weight to it (I think it has enough) ; 
Then Ironclad is weighted, too—but Ironclads should be— 


Still, don’t get on this Ironclad, unless you'd be at sea, 


A pound is not much less to take, and, take it, friends, from me, 
I wouldn't trust much golden store upon the Silver Sea ; 


Maybe the Purple Emperor allegiance ought to gain 
(I have a little weakness for His Highness, to be plain) 


They cast Red Palmer near us, and invite us to our fate, 


And many will, undoubtedly, be glad to take the bait ; 
Hard-headed individuals who know their game, belike, 
Will feel congeniality attract them to the Tyke ; 


Castillian may battle well encomiums to gain, 


And yet—“ where be the galleons pertaining unto Spain ?"— 


At racery the Sharper, you'll admit it, ought to score— 
But, there, I think I needn’t try to tell you any more, 


With these remarks the maiden tried to seem completely satisfied ; 


_ but I observed, with some distress, it wasn’t much of a success, | 


think she would have asked me more, but, as I have observed before, 
a female oft will hesitate to ask you to elucidate what seems to her to 
be obscure, because, although she isn’t sure, she fancies from your 
speaking 80, it is a thing she ought to know, and does not care to run 
the chance of showing up her ignorance. The winner's there. 


though, don’t you doubt—all you've to do's to find it out. 


And now 


I'm off to catch my "bus, Good-bye, I’m yours, TROPHONIUS, 
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FOR MAN AND BEAST. 


Weary Reveller—“BLESH ME, P’LICHEMAN, THIS SEAT IS VERY DAMPSH!” " 
Policeman.—“ YES, SIR; IT PROBABLY IS MOIST—AS YOU'VE SAT IN A DBINKING-TROUGH ! 
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Brummagem Butter. And the pros and cons he anxiously weighs 
(Sex CARTOON.) As he listens with care to what each of them ARCHDUKE RUDOLPH. 
‘ Bays. . BORN AUG, 21ST, 1858. DIED JAN, 30TH, 1889. 
To eo ro oe tun by. Seccyggaal Shall 7 — the offer that Chamberlain THOU hast no ruth, Pallida Mors, 
. . — ’ rl 2 ! 
hod tomate him eficieoheniie shold Ye | or toe Wolssley's contstbation? | rer rau. cu sant cx aaa pain 
fe Chamberiai A ams te le sd a his aid | Well, that is the kind of conundrum which With wife and mother’s grief you reign. 
On behalf of the soldier-baby takes The heir—the only son—you take— 
ae CU «|S «CA deal to arrive at solution. ; ; : 
And Lord Woleeley his readiness has displayed The monarch’s head sinks on his breast, 
To do ditto as far as maybe, — — The mourners weep, with hearts that ache, 
A é 
His protégé this one hopes to enchant WITH tears in our eyes we cut the enclosed The dead Prince smiles—/e is at rest. 
By proposing for him a Government Grant, pitiful advertisement from a Daily :— owe 
And Compulsory Service the other suggests— eid) CWS fetes alist dlelibiied conan IT is said that “a lady is about to establish 
A thing that many « man detests, ‘A “town, OPFERS A HOME to any lady of limited | 80Up-Stalls in London as a counter attraction 
The difference 'twixt these proffered gifts means, on terms very moderate, for companionship. | to public houses.” It is generally thought it is 
Is like that between bondage and butter ; Addreas, &c, the cownter attractions of the public house 


Though the donors, of course, while reduced We should think so, poor lonely creature! itself that makes it a success. 
to such shifts, Fancy ; a whole town—a country town, too 


























The most hearty expressions utter. —to one’s self! Surely some kindly heart Wuy is a detective, however clever, no 
The volunteer wishes to comprehend will respond to this earnest appeal of a | match for a swindler at cards ?—Because the 
Whether Codlin or Short is really his friend, solitary widow. latter is the sharper, of course. 

Gold Medal Awarded, Health Exhibition, London. an ue 9 SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 
Benger: Cadbury AJC. BRANDAUER &C°s 
INVALIDS, : gs 
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ste te U R E A | Write as smoothly as a !ead penc’l, and neither scratch 
ER'S FOOD le Sold in Tine at Ie. 6d. SOLU BLE. nor spurt, the points being rounded by a new process 


26. 6d., and 58. by Chemists, &c., Everywhere, | ‘ rr. . 
or Free by Parcels Post, from Ask your Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample 


| Box, or send ¢ sta Cc. B t nm ¢ 
MOTTERSHEAD 4 co., | BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. Paw Wor, Gebsiiemenels or te thee, Ghaieade 
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(1) A Mormon and Family “passed” to | (3) “Defence of the Thames!” says 
the show— J. Bull, “ Very fine! 


“Pray, are there no more, mon?” | It looks more like a matter of mere 
the boss cried with woe. (Valen)Tyne.” 


(2) When the Czar goes to roost his | (4) A brute “breached” his promise to 


vast mastiff is near, | one he'd caressed— 
Marauders would find him (m)a-stiff They had met at a goore fair, 


foe. we fear. goose-tibue est. 





“4 De 


(5) The strike among seamen must 
cause us, alack, 
To christen each striker a “Union” 
Jack. 
(6) On nice apple dumplings Booth’s 
Army now feed— 
Whieh is pudding it nicely, 
5.A.8 agreed. 


the 








L, XLIX.—NO. 1240, 


(7) To the Court of Appeal Mrs. Weldon 
makes baste, 
And sticks firm though (ap)Peal-ion 
on Osea be placed. 
(8) The new Oourt high bodice and 
froek, as you see, 
Is of shepherdess kind (shepherd-) 
dess-tined to be. 

















64 


FUN. 





FEBRUABY 13, 1389. 








SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THE PEerscess’s.—The pieces played here by Mr. Barrett and his 
company have, up to the moment of writing, been nothing more than 
repetitions of previous successes. The things are so good, however, 
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THE CRITERION.—* STILL 


that no complaint need be made on that score, and the company and 
| ite clever manager have at least confirmed, if not enhanced, their 
| repetitions—that is to say, reputations—thereby. The Lady of Lyons 
| which I saw the other morning, is not their strongest playing card— 
| not a trump card, in fact—but it is quite strong enough to take the 

trick with all the honours. These are the last performances of Mr. 
| Barrett and Miss East-lake before they tempt the West sea once 
| mure, so that folks desirous of seeing them before they depart will 
| not have a-North-er chance—that’s South things are at present. 


| I NeveR cared much for the Lady of Lyons, but I like Miss East- 
|lake, and Mr. Barrett’s is a manly enough Claude, as far as the 
| Character allows: in it you can plainly mark Claud-able efforts to 
| subdue the bombast, and altogether they are a pleasanter couple than 
| one generally finds them. The celebrated picture by Claude “goes” 
as usual. There is something just a little startling about Mr. George 
Barrett's General Damas, who is not altogether the friend of our 
youth, but I found the novelty rather exhilarating than otherwise ; 
at anyrate, G. B., at any price, is a bit of a treat. 








It is not to be supposed, though, that Mr. Barrett is going to regale 
| us upon nothing but stale fare—that wouldn't be fair at’all—for good 
times are coming.— Good Old Times! and may I be there tosee. I 
| trust, in fact, that there are plenty of good old times in store for this 
hard-working, and thoroughly well-organized company. 





; 


Drury Lans.—My Sub-Under-Deputy-Substitute has been having 
s look round, doing his level best to dissent with my verdict on 
several of the shows, and failing miserably in the attempt, of course, 



















THB OPERA COMIQUE (wine dap), 


— because he is, after all, a good judge; and it is difficult for such to 
go counter to my verdict, I can tell you. His views on the panto- 


“JHE SECRET PANEL.” 

















mime here are mere corroborations of my favourable ones, though, on 
comparing notes with him, I find that the “ funniments” have con- 
siderably increased, particularly between the Babes. He is rather 
rapturous on the subject of Miss Harriett Vernon, and it is only in 
consequence of the sweet singing and generally attractive personality 
of Miss Florence Dysart acting as a balancing distractor, that he is pre- 
vented from “ making a fool of himself.” He says the toy scene is the 
most wonderful and complete thing he has ever set eyes on, and he 
finds the little dickey-birds very en-toy-scene too. (He is a little im- 
becile about it.) Mr. Dan Leno he finds a wild, exhausting screamer, 
and he has a good word for Mr. Stevens. He says Miss Maggie 
aggan is a particularly clever dancer, and he considers Mr. Tom 
Pleon a very comical Friar Tuck, with an Al make-up. I haven't 


room for what more he thinks. 


HENGLER’s CrRcUs—he says—isa capital show, too. As I haven't 
seen this myself. he has it all his own way, and keeps exasperating me 
by saying I “ought to see” this, that, and the other. He says | 
“ought to see” the Baldwin Pony, which is “immense.” Then there’s 
a bear—he says “ he’s a beggar on horseback,” regardless of the pro- 
verbial consequences. The bear-and-mastiff fight also fetched him 
tremendously. He wanted to give me an illustration. “ You be the 
bear,” he began. Butof course I soon nipped that sort of impudence 
in the bud. Then he told me he was “respectfully invited” to see 
these combatants in the interval. He says he found them in the 
stable, and they are “real.” The general company he considers all 





THE HAYMARKET.—“ MERRY WIVES!” 


there, and says it includes Mr, Gilbert, Miss Jenny O’Brien, I. Fratelli 
Signotti, and a lot of clowns. 


erreurs: 


THE VAUDEVILLE.—Then he looked in here. He hasn’t anything 
of importance to add to what I said the other day, though. Of course, 
he talks a lot of nonsense about the charms of Miss Lea and Miss 
Emery ; but he does ample justice to the rest of the performers. I'm 
happy to have his assurance that Mr. Mande hasn’t fallen into the 
pitfall that lay within his reach, and spoiled that admirable and ex- 
cruciatingly funny stutter he has laid hold of. He also feels proud 
about Mr. Gilmore, and congratulates himself and the public on the 
stride these two young men have taken to the front. As for the two 
Thornes—well, you know. 


THE AVENUE.—With regard to this play I can’t get anything out 
of the young man but incoherent remarks about a swollen latch-key, 
and a reiteration—I may saya d nable iteration—of the perfectly 
incomprehensible expression, ‘‘ Tzim-tzim-zig-a-zig-zig.” He says 
he’s going again, so I suppose it is pretty good. 





THE LykIc.—Here they have Dorothy. Everybody knows Dorothy, 
and, as it is just as good as ever, although Miss Tempest has departed, 
there is no good word left to say for it without repeating adjectives 
already used more than once. Miss Chapuy is a clever singer, by- 
the-way, and a particularly smart little actress. I like her myself, 
so I’ve nothing to say against my subordinate’s raptures, except that 
they are not of much value. He’s so susceptible. Dorothy seems in 
no mood to make way for Barbara, or whoever the next lady may be. 


Nops AND WINKS —Paul Martinetti’s comic ballet, The Duel tn 
the Snow after the Masked Ball (the ballet isn’t so long as the title !) 
is at present showing forth at the Empire. Perhaps | will tell you 
something about it next week. NESTOR. 
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“ PASSED” OB “ PRESENT.” YOURS OR MINE ’?—HERE'S A CHOICE OF VALENTINE. 











THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
No. 6.—ON THE PROPOSED REVIVAL OF BIRCHING. 
STRABISMUS, the Squwint-eyed Philosopher, and HUMANITARIO, a 





Bleating Philanthropist, meeting. 


HUMANITARIO. Out on’t, alas! Woe is me! 

STRABISMUS. People will die—there is no persuading them from it ; 
and you are not without consolation, your relative having left youa 
spanking sum in his will. 

HvumM. I have no bereavement, sir, I thank the Powers. 

STRA. Why, my judgment is at fault. I had made up my mind 
the old mower had been at work in your family paddock. Because 
when the heart cries ‘ Whoep ! he is dead, and I am glad on't,” ‘tis 
but proper that the tongue should clamour “ Alack! Would he were 
alire again!” and I am old, ard have grown to measure mourning by 


| the length of a left legacy 


HuM. If you would know the cause of my grief, ‘tis this letter in 
the evening paper. The writer advocates the revival of flogging in 


i ai O 
. L.72 we - - , . = ’ } Ty ’ x > | > 
Public Schools—ay, and signs his name to’t, the Herod! What think 


you of this: | 


STRA., 
HuM. 
STRA. 


Sir, you were once a boy? 
Sir, I will not deny it. 
And tlogged, I doubt not? 

Hum. Verily and indeed. 

STRA. See, the tears rise in your eyes, your countenance becomes 
suffased, you wriggle on your chair at the bare remembrance. Sir. | 
too entertain recollections—warm and tingling ones—of the castiga- 
tions of my boyhood. This mutual experience establishes a bond be- 
tween us, yet you are one of those who cry, “ Out on corporeal chas- 
Usement! ’ and in the next breath complain tbat this is an age of 
namby-pambyism, and that the next generation is like to prove a race 
of mollycoddles. Was not Bolingbroke birched at Eton !—ay, and | 
Wellington whacked and Salisbury swished there afterwards’? Was 





not Lamb lammed at Christ's Hospital’ Was not Blackstone basted, 
and was not Thackeray thrashed at Harrow? Goto! I shall preve, | 
an’ you do me grace to listen, that we do the alumaus of our present | 
day an injury in grudging him the advantages enjoyed by his prede- 
cessors, For one thing we rob his transgressions of ha f their flavour, 


for the knowledge that one must inevitably be flogged for doing such 
a thing added to the joy of doing it in my boyhood. 

Hum. And in mine. 

Stra. In mine, quotha! Another thing; we deprive his circulation 
of a healthful stimulus—for the blood hums and dances under a wel!- 
scarified surface ; the nerves—particularly those at the base of the 
spine, being in direct communication with the brain of the subject— 
are quickened, fortified, and strang ; and he who was but a dull boy 
and a stolid before the administration, now becomes an imaginative 
and sensitive being—under the magic influence of the enchanter’s | 
wand. A flogging strengthens the memory, clears the mind, quickens | 
the senses, warms the frame, and arouses the sympathies. It develops | 
noble qualities in the recipient— 

Hum. Can you prove this. | 

Stra. Ay. for there lives no boy who would not rather his neigh- 
bour received a tlogging than he himself! It is of benefit to the giver, | 
expanding the chest, bracing the muscles, and dissipating phlegm and | 
choler. A master of mine would birch thirty or forty of us before | 
breakfast, and then sit down and eat like a dragon. Our sighs, our 
tears, our groans, and pleadings served as sauce to his chop, aud added 
aroma to his coffee. 

Hum. And would you advocate a revival of this discipline ia estab- 
lishments for the education of the female creature. 

Stra. Why there you have me, neighbour. I know not whether 
you can convince she-things by argwmentum baculinwm any more 
than by soft words and sugared phrases. Certain it is that masculine 
methods of punishment will not serve with them. When I| was a boy 
the putting on of new clothes was a penance of the bitterest. From 
top to toe was | irked and galled. | and the Sabbath were not friends 
for that reason. But with my little sister ‘twas quite the other way. 
To be from head to foot arrayed in panoply of new, stiff, aad 
crackling was a joy to the pert thing—she revelled in't. To tell the 
truth, | know nought of the adamantine sex, ‘tis a mystery to me. 
But I hope | have convinced you with my argument. 

Hum. Sweetly, good sir. Yet 1 pray you hold me no longer by the 
buttonhole, for time presses. Hansom! Hansom! Fare you well! 








WHEN is a window like a bankrupt ’—When it is “ stone-broke.” 
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A BURGLAR-PROOF DWELLING. 


A householder writes to say that the house /c lives in is a perfect safeguard against burglary. It was built by our friend, Mr. Dummydranes, 
Speculative Builder, and unsuccessful candidate for the County Council. 
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(1) There was an unwary burglar who tried i i or 
as an U y burg ho tried to get in by the portico: but the | 3 1 su i 
portico came down with the poor fellow. . I ; Dut the eh And subsequently attempting to depart over the garden-wall, the po 
w OW = 
Then the poor fellow incanti ly ope i th k d v n ew 
| | win tu} Ly pened the back doo ithou aking i 

the precaution to support the brickwork above it a th his t J it ag as taki 8 () A short time after, the householder met that burglar by chance. He was 
1 iumb, and lik t out ot hospital, but not at all the man he used to be. The householder notices 
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Cocoa-Nut-CATCHER HAB QE HONOUR OB DINING W/O Nim Mave STY. 





ANOTHER COURT CIRCULAR. 
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<Q De wirrie PRince Gocer 
A-YA ALSO WALK OUT. 
Dé Casoose-Man ano o€ Cheon Nev- Y 


Carcuer WAS I/N ATTENDANCE. 


Nin Masesty WALKED OUT ols 
MORNIN’. 
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Our Court Circular, with its thrilling records, has aroused the admiration of foreign potentates. The German Emperor has started an 
imitation of it, while King Jubjuralla, of Dingbataboo has, with pardonable pride, sent to us a leaf out of the Dingbataboo Court 


Circular, and has graciously consented to its publication in our pages. 











St. Valentine: Pro and Con. 


THOU harbinger of countless joys, 
Thou exorcist of carking care, 

Thou well-beloved of amorous boys, 
Thou well-beloved of maiden fair, 

Thou sacred, strange magnetic force, 
Uniting heart with absent heart, 


Thou smoother sweet of true love's course, 


Thou shooter shrewd of Cupid’s dart, 


And stand you clear, St. Valentine, 
Of Sylvia’s path 
And Sylvia’s wrath 

For just a year, St, Valentine! 


When from our office-work malign 
And bonds of red, red tape, 
To send our Jove a valentine, 
A moment we escape, ' 
And find (next week) we've sent our Flo 


‘“To-morrow’'s old Saint Valentine, 
We must have one pound four!” 
Oh! there and then, St. Valentine! 
That best of men, St. Valentine ! 
Emits an oath 
With which we're loth 
To stain our pen, St. Valentine ! 





The Typical Teuton. 


The 7. T. (calling at house of business).— 
“Sir, vould you vant a junior pardner vot 
can speak sixteen language, know all de 
Then melts in air, St. Valentine, markets, and undersell bis own moder-in- 
Our love for rare St. Valentine ; law?” “No, sir, I don’t!” 7. 7.—* Den, 

Our gas burns red, sir, do you vant a clerk correspondent?” 

Our cat drops dead, “No, I don’t!” 7. 7.— Den, sir, do you 

To hear us swear, St. Valentine ! | vant an office boy to sleep under ze counter, 
_sir? I never get de cold in de eye from 

lookin’ thro’ de keyhole to see vhat de oder 
clerks are doin’ and tell you, sir.” “Get 
out!" (7. 7. rewarded with the order of the 


We like thy ways, St. Valentine ! 
We bless thy days, St Valentine! 
And o’er our wine | 


A paltry pattern card, 
And posted Messrs. Mole and Co. 
epeeldior Bact? That pledge of our regard, 
We'll sing thy praise, St. Valentine! 





But, ah! the wind’s indeed divine 
That nought of evil blows, 

And e’en the good Saint Valentine 
Our peace at times o’erthrows. 
When each of Sylvia's sisters nine 

A costly gift has got, 


When poor old Reverend Stonibroke, 


With secret sighs, debates 
On how to “square” the butchering bloke 





And she that hideous valentine— 
A twopenny Old Dame Trot. 
Then quake with fear, St. Valextine ! 


And meet his rent and rates, boot.) 


And in rush blooming daughters nine, 
Who wna voce roar, 


MEN OF LETTERS.—Postmen. 
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A DESIRABLE SEQUEL. 


Bop OMMEYSIDE is a respectable and well-to-do person, and lives 
in a villa, He is very, very happy and contented, and that is what 
makes it so pleasant to tell 
his story, for Bob was not 
always a respectable and 
happy citizen—far from it, 
for there was a time when he 
was a demon rough whose 
hand (when reassured by 
overpowering odds on itsside) 
was against every man. When 
it did not happen to be 
backed up by numbers of 
other hands of its own kidney, 
it contented itself with being 
against every woman and 
child, men being in that case 
too dangerous for it to try 
itself on. 

: It was quite lately that we 
. came upon Bob Ommeyside ; 

he looked the very picture of 
contentment and well-merited happiness as he eat puffing his clay 
pipe at his villa door. 

“ You appear very happy,” we remarked with a gush of admiration. 

“Well, | am, guv’nor,” he replied; “J ain’t got no dash cares to 
dash well trouble my dash, dashed life.” 

“Such content as this must be the outcome of a virtuous and meri- 
torious life,” we said. 

“It is, guv’nor,” said Bob; “I’m a reformed man, I am, since the 
| filanthropists took me up an’ give mea berth with a ’andsome screw 
paid quarterly so long as I keeps dash well straight. 

“ But | was a bad lot once—a regler’ot un! Wen I was jest turned 
five I kicked hout my little sister’s heyes; and wen I was nine I 
cracked my mother’s ‘ead with a ’ammer, and shoved her on the fire ; 
and wen | was fifteen I kicked two or three wimmen all to bits—’cos 
I never was afraid to tackle a woman, not me! Well, one day me 
and nine o’ my pals sees a pleeceman all alone down our alley ; and 
Bill he ses, ‘ Let’s set on him and kick ‘im in the spine ;’ but I ses as 
ten on us wasn't enough agen a man, ’cos men was more dangerous 
| than wimmen ; so we goes and kerlects ten more, as made twenty ; 
,and then we come up behind the peeler and got him down and 

kicked him in the spine, and kicked his eyes out, and so on; and then 
we agreed that ‘ud do as he'd be parry lised for life. 

“ Well, we was ’ad up for that, and I was sentenced to three year 
/and the cat; and wot’s more, the ‘Ome Sec’tary wouldn't mitigate 
|the sentence in spite o’ my ‘owls for mercy; and they lashed me 
till I blubbered and screamed, I did—they ’adn’t no pity, the 
broots ! 

“Well, then I was sent to Dartmoor ; but yersee I'd one consolation 
all along ; for, thinks I to myself, ‘ Long arter I’ve done my bit that 
peeler ‘ill still be a-sufferin’ scrooshiatin’ agnies with his spine, and 
he'll be blind, he will, wen I’m free and comfortable—free to go and 
kick him agen ; and that’s jest wot I will do, ’cos he can’t hit me back 
now, speshally as he's blind.’ 

‘So I works out eighteen months; and then the chaplain recom- 
mends me for exemplary conduct, and they let's me out on ticket-o’- 
leave. ‘Now,’ ses I to myself, ‘I'm a-goin’ straight to find that 
pleeceman and settle accounts with ‘im.’ 

“ But jest as I gets outside the prison gate, up come a filanthropical 
ole gent, and he ses, ‘ Will 
you come with me and lead 
a ‘spectable life?’ And Iwas 
jest a-goin’ to kick him in the 
stummick, wen he continoos, 
‘If you like to come, | will 
give you———-’ Then I ses, 
‘Wot'll yer give me?’ I ses, 
a-holdin’ my foot back a 
minnit; and then we settles 
as he should take me on as 
depputty reserve watchman 
at his works, at three pound 
a week—’cos, yer see, | was 
to ‘ave extra, on account of 
‘avin bin a ‘omicidal criminal. 

“Well, I tries it, and, as 
the ole gent was werry con- 
sidret—sech as risin’ my 
screw hevery week, and givin’ 
Forte lot oO dellicassies—T consented to remain with him, ha I 
}informed ‘im as my ‘ealth wouldn't erlow of my attendin’ to the 























| 











ardoous dooties o’ depputty reserve watchman, on the wich he sed I 
needn't attend to ’em, and give me this ‘ere freehold villa for to rest 
myself in, and ’ere I am.” f 

“ And you sincerely regret your past ways?" we asked. ; 

“Yes,” replied Bob; “I ’ave let some oppertoonities slip o’ gettin a 
bit more out of the old ’un, but (on the q—t, mind) I’ve arranged 
with some pals o’ mine to crack the old un’s crib, one arternoon nex’ 
week, on’y I ain’t to take no pussonal part in it, ony to git em 
himpressions o’ the keys ; and if they shoot the ole gent, I’m to ’ave 
‘arf of the hintire swag to make up for loss o’ further prospecks. _ 

“And the lark ov it all is that, wile I’m out o’ jail, and enjoyin’ 
life like this, that ‘ere pleeceman as we kicked in the spine is a 
agnized cripple, and a blind ‘un, too! Ain't that a lark? Look ! 
there he goes, a-bein’ wheeled round the yard o’ the infirmary, ’cos 
he’s so parrylised he carn’t walk! Bless yer, they do say as he 
groans with pain all night long, and begs ’em to kill him and puta 
end to his misery. } 

“ Ain’t thata lark? Ho! hi! I’d give him a little bit extry, jest 
as a reminder, on’y the old ‘un might find it out; but wen my pals 
’ave shot the old ’un, then ” And Bob’s mirth was quite infec- 
tious, so hearty and genuine was it, As we rose to go, he had just 
caught a thrush in the garden, and was running a red-hot needle into 
its eyes, “ jest for recreation,” as he explained. 

What a blessed thing it is that our sweet civilization has abolished 
the old barbarous law of an eye for an eye, a spine for a spine! 
Why, if it were not so, that poor Bob Ommeyside, instead of being 
so happy and contented, might be undergoing—good gracious !|— 
undergoing the same sort of tortures as his victim! It makes one 
shudder to think of such a thing! 











New Leaves. 


“Firry Years of a Showman’s Life; or, The Life and Travels of 
Van Hare,” by Himself (W. H. Allen & Co.). As there is a comic 
side to everything, so there is to this book—it is the inside; you must 
first catch your (Van) Hare, read, mark, learn, and inwardly digest 
him, and you will laugh consumedly. His spirit is surprising, his 
adventures are astounding, and his pages are prodigious.—“ Polly 
ogle’s Ghost,” by Richard Gooch (The Author). This bogle-and- 
ghost story will awaken many a peaceful mind to the horrors and 
ghostliness of war,evenif they don’t believe in ghosts.—‘‘ The London 
sridge Diary” (Charles Straker & Sons). Like most other diaries, 
this contains a large amount of varied and useful information; it 
also contains many commendable specimens of another of the nu- 
merous patented processes for book illustrations.—The National Life- 
boat Institution is now making strenuous efforts to provide a safer 
and more efficient description of lifeboat than those generally in use, 
and charge them to benevolent donors at their bond fide cost. This 
is a splendid opportunity for the benevolent donors. 





CHILD’s PLAY.—A Pantomime. 

















JUST LIKE HIM. 
Miss Sweetlips.—* Ever since I was a little girl my papa has sent 
mv a valentine, and I’ve saved them all.” 





Mr. Blunderby.—* By Jove! what scores you must have!” 
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Here you have the De Larkinses all cock-a-hoop on St, Valentine's Eve 
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» sending off “ugly ones” to all their friends—such a joke ! 








And here you have them next morning receiving ugly ones themselves—such impudence ! 














“Is the Concertina a Noisy 


Instrument?” 


(In the Queen’s Bench Division recently, Mr. Baron 
Huddleston and ;Mr.'\Justice Wills heard an appeal 
Irom a decision of the St. Alban’s justices, who, it 
was complained, had so far disgraced themselves as to 
fine a musical genius ten shillings for “playing a 
‘noisy instrument,’ to wit, a concertina, to the an- 
noyance of the inhabitants of the city.” Not having 
a concertina anywhere in court, and being a little 
uncertain as to its attainments, Messrs. Huddleston 
and Wills sent the case back to St. Alban’s, requesting 
the justices of that place to prove for a fact that the 
instrument in question was a noisy one.] 


Is the concertina noisy ? 
O my brother, prithee say 
Frankly, what is your decision 
On this question of the day? 
England pants to know your answer— 
England dies to hear you speak ! 
O my brother, prithee hasten 
With the verdict that we seek ! 


Break insinuating silence, 
Crush insinuating doubt ; 





Let us have your mind, I beg you— 
Come, my brother, speak it out! 
Stand not thus with head averted, 
Look not thus in manner glum— 
(Concertinas are, I grant you, 
Favourite instruments with some). 


Let not sentiment direct you, 
Let not prejudice intrude, 
But inform us frankly, freely, 
If you think it soft or crude 
If its notes appear suggestive, 
As upon your ear they press, 
Of the nightingale “in feather,” 
Or the turkey in distress. 


O my brother, tell me truly, 

Are its intonations wrong? 

Do its tones at all remind you 

Of an angel's whispered song? 

Say, if you were down with fever, 
sattling with an aching head, 
Would you bless or curse the man that 
Played the thing to you in bed? 





Is the concertina noisy ? 
/s there darkness in the night? 
Ig there redness in a ruby? 
Is illumination light? 
Is Victoria Queen of England? 
Is a red-hot poker hot? 
Is the concertina nvisy 7 
Is THE CONCERTINA Not? 





THE Political Campaign has started again 
in fine force. The good old Gladstonians— 
eager for the fray—have put up their “ Mor- 
leys” at Sheffield, and delivered some very 
hard knocks. 





A Warning. 
THE new “ Lady Guides” plan seems growing 
apace, 
But, in one sense, the scheme we deride. 
It appears impolite, and is therefore most 
base, 
For no lady should ever be “ guyed.” 
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To the Benevolent! 


[According to Trush, Her Majesty's savings (from the Civil List alone), amounted 


some time ago to over £1,100,000. } 


You". be sorry to learn that the Queen 
(For whom loyalty e’er will endure) 

Hath a fate that is not altogether serene, 
No ; her prospects are certainly poor, 

Not as to her reign, bear in mind 
(For respect for our sovereign abounds) 

But because her small savings (ah, Fortune unkind !) 
Are only a million odd pounds! 

To be more exact, as a matter of fact, 
Awhile back our Royal Lady, I vow, 

Though with care she'd behaved, had only then saved, 
A million and one hundred thou. ! 


With the salary she has received 
She has really dome wonders, you'll say, 

In fact, ‘tis a thing that will scaree be believed, 
That she put any money away, 

She must have been frugal, indeed, 
With her “ exes.” well kept within bounds, 

To have scraped up together, in case of dire need, 
Eleven hundred thousand odd pounds. 

Though our well-beloved Queen (may her life be serene), 
Is verging on seventy now, 

On what joy can she count with that paltry amount— 
A sum less than twelve hundred thou.? 


This with sorrow and shame should o’erwhelm 
Every land ‘neath Her Majesty's sway, 

All who dwell in Victoria R. and I.’s realm 
Should now, without any delay, 

Start subscriptions in aid of the Queen, 
For the average brain it astounds 

To find her hard savings so paltry and mean, 
Not more than a million odd pounds! 

Now we can't endure that—so pass round “the kat,” 
‘Tis the only right plan you'll allow, 

When a sovereign so high can only “put by” 
Eleven hundred thousand odd pounds 


———— 


ALTHOUGH the School Board evidently holds the opinion that a 
little (l)earning is a dangerous thing, we are glad to see that good 
sense bas reigned in its councils, and that the summons against Mrs. 
Lane, of the Britannia Theatre, has been withdrawn. So long as the 
child be taught and cared for, what matters it whether it is by School 
Boards or the Boards !—whether it passes through its standard or 
comes out at Drury Lane! Surely the latter is the place above all 
others for children, for is it not a classic playground ? 
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And now she is a 
more determined man- 
hater than ever. 








| 
What high-necks-elent arrangement! | 
THE Queen has signified her intention of permitting the wearing | 


' ef high-necked dresses at Drawing-rooms. Ladies who are anxious 








| to be presented ean be fully clothed now, if not with majesty, at | 
| least with Her Majesty’s sanction, and Court colds may not be so 
| prevalent amongst their Royal Highneckses owing to this “constitu- | 


tional” action on the part of our Sovereign Lady. 





Cutting! | 

THB old Panama Canal Company is dissolved, and a new iseue of | 

Panama Canal Shares is being made to enable M. Lesseps to carry | 

out his mammoth work. “Cut and come again,” is the great Canal- 

ist’s motto, If he doesn’t succeed in joining two oceans he will pretty 
nearly drain France, at any rate. 








KNICKNACKS. 


A DENTIST, named Coe, was recently charged at Liverpool with 
attempting to starve his apprentice. The only excuse that can be 
made for the wretch is that, being aware how much worry and suffer- 
ing is caused through the teeth, he was endeavouring to teach the 
poor boy to do without them altogether. 





RECENTLY the Chamber of Agriculture at Reading was engaged | 
in discussing the question of bi-metallism ; but little Softy says he | 
thinks the question of buy-metallism that is the most interesting to | 
the majority of Englishmen is that which relates to the trade in iron, | 
copper, tin, and lead! 


OLD Ireland's brave champion, O’ Brien, 
It is said, has the heart of a lion ; 
And Balfour and Co., 
They all dread him so, 
That they’ve placed him behind bars of iron. 





catia aces ' 
THE Salvationists at Market Harborough have introduced “apple- | 
dumpling suppers.” This is a magnificent idea, for if two large, solid 
dumplings, taken just previous to retiring to rest, will not convert a| 
man, rest assured that nothing will. 


Max O’RELL states, in his lecture on America, that the reason the 
Americans are so much in favour of Home Rule is on account of their 
belief that if the Irish obtain it, they will al] leave the States and 
return home ! 





THE boy is not always father tothe man. Balfour was known at 
school as “ Clara,” but his behaviour to the Irish has been anything 
but feminine. 
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IN THE WRONG BOX. 


“You ——” (language too strong for FUN'S pages) “ SCOUNDREL !—WHY DIDN'T YOU MOVE THIS Box AS I TOLD YOU, INSTHAD 


OF LEAVING IT HERE FOR PEOPLE TO BREAK THEIR SHINS OVER IN THE DARK 


» >” 


Trish Butler —“ 1M—I’M VERY SORRY, SORR; BUT SHURE I WROTE ON IT ‘MIND THE Box’!”’ 














Valentines for 1889, 
(Sek CARTOON.) 


Now is the time when people may 
(By custom) artfully display 

Of love—or otherwise—a sign, 

By sending one a Valentine, 


It often forms a dillet douz, 

Fraught with affection earnest, true ; 
And sweet the thoughts you can enshrine 
Within a pretty Valentine. 


But other sentiments may be 
Convey'd in just as strong degree 

By the same means, and some incline 
To use the ugly Valentine. 


O'Brien's Balfour-bidden doom, 
And General Boulanger's “ boom,” 
No doubt form subjects extra fine 
For treatment in a Valentine, 








But further subjects are at hand 
Anent the great ones of this land— 
The Yankee heiress, nitrate mine— 
Each suited for a Valentine, 


G. T. has featly sketch’d the set ; 
And though but one is Irish, yet 
They're all pat in their special line, 
As should be any Valentine, 


“Light! Light! More Light!” 


THE Metropolitan Railway Company's 


new omnibuses running between Baker 
Street and Piccadilly Circus are now lighted 
by gas instead of oil. This is astep in the 
right direction ; the public will be grateful 
for anything that helps to lighten the traffic, 





TRAINING REPORTS.—Fog signals. 





| be educated. 


The Bismarck Dynasty. 
(L’ Etat— C'est moi !) 
J AM the country, the country Z 
Made for the Bismarck dynast-J, 
That is the end of German-.., 


Jam the country. He that tricks 
Or jests on Bismarck’s politics, 
The splendid German Honour pricks, 


ZI am the country—heart and core. 
If other countries ask “ What for?” 
Z give my word. J start a war. 
Zam the J-ron Chancel-lor. 





NOWADAYS an army is nothing unless it 
For the officers the pen is 
mightier than the sword, and even our rank 


| and file are to be armed shortly with “ maga- 
| zine” rifles, 











The Latest Novelties for House-Furnishing. 


The LANCASTER 


WINDOW-BLIND CLOTH 


(IN WIDTHS VARYING FROM ¥ TO 72 INCHES ) 


PLAIN COLOURS. FANCY PATTERNS. ARTISTIC DESICNS, 


Requires no Washing. Rolls up Straight. No Hermaming. 


Not liable to Fade. Will stand Rough Wear 


THE VERANDAH BLIND (in various shades of stripes) for 


Conservatories, &c., and outdoor purposes generally 


THE ORIENTAL SLINDS (a special make) harmonize with 


almost any style of furnishing 


OF ALL DRAPERS. UPHOLSTER RS. AND CABINETMAKERS 


| 
| 


ABSOLUTELY 
PURE AND 


SOLUBLE. 


Cadbury's 
Cocoa. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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(1 A York dog saved his master from | (3) Lo, gentle Spring prepareth to draw | (5) The Thames Police Court hath beem | (7) An elderly postmistress, sad to 
the snow— nigh— | slack, of late— | say, 
A very (Y)orkward matter, don't Its (s)k-nowing features you may ‘Tis in a dull, me-Thames-ychosis Fell ‘neath temptation, and was 
you know, here descry. state. “put away.” 
(2) Ina Paris cheese much “oof” was | (4) French cavalry officers new re- | (6) Princess Louise is sculping ma, the | (8) Many Lancers, Guards, and Cold-. 
found one day— peaters “ cotch”— Queen, streams now wear stays, 
“Oof-fie! you'd better ‘cheese it,’” Each has been “rifled,” though he's | And quite Lou-easily, as will be And the firm that sells them finds of 
you may say. kept his watch. seen. ccreet pays. 























YOL, XLIX,.—NO, 124] 

















































ew * ~ > 
* . wer 

pe a. enero meee ree scenes 

ee ere epee 











FUN. 





FEBRUARY 20, 1889. 








SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE COMEDY.—Messrs. Burnand 
and Solomon’s “ dramatic 
cantata” Pickwick is a 
thoroughly amusing little piece of 
unimportance, but those who 
have noticed the extraordinary 
amount of enthusiastic chatter 
with which it was heralded— 
shall I say Society Heralded? 
—by a section of the press, must 
have been a little surprised to 
find that it was not a five-act 
opera of stupendous genius pro- 
duced with Irving-like detail and 
magnificence. A good many of 
us have found this extensive 
use of the “ puff preliminary” a 
little hard to bear; our only 
consolation being that a thing so 
overdone was more than likely 
to defeat its own object. Those 
who are not irritated by the 
impertinence of its possible 
injustice, have their expectations 
raised to the degree which 

predooms them to disappointment, or, at the best, have their enjoyment 
considerably Seeemated. Why tell the public, through your friends, 
that you've twritten “the funniest thing alive,” and fritter all your 
good things away before the piece is played? Why not let the public 
jadge and enjoy the thing on ite merits, instead of goading that body 
to remark—“ Why, it isn't half as funny as they said it was! I shall 
stay away!"? Which, I venture to say, they will. 





TdE OOMEDY.—THE KNIGHT ERRAND. 


I NOTICE that Mr. Burnand is (very naturally and excusably) 
annoyed at the publication of an adverse criticism of the piece some 
hours before the performance, in what is humorously called a “ Society” 
journal, He proposes, he says, to be guided by his “man of law” 
on the question of “to proceed or not to proceed.” I trust the 
guidance will be towards letting the thing slide. To turn a sentence 
in their own pretty style, Mr. Burnand should be above taking 
notice of the self-complacent crudities of this whipper-snapper class 
of journalism. Besides, to be~consistent, he must also take action 
against those critics who expressed their opinions (albeit in eulogistic 
terms) not hours, but weeks before the production ! 

THE piece is genuinely funny, as I've said, but it is very far from 
being faultless. The point which will go most against it with the public 
is its fragmentary nature—it has no finish. A Chapter from Pickwick, 
were a much better title than the one chosen—which has already been 
used, anyway. Mr. Burnand seems to have been fired to emulation of 
Mr, Gilbert, in some of his verses, but he gets floored in his attempt at 
trisyllabic rhyme in one of Mr, Pickwick’s songs; many of the rhymes 





THE COMEDY.—MAKING THE MOST OF THEIR ROLLS. 
are defective, but here is a triptych :— 
“ Air he must wear of a certain gentility, 
Showing ability by versatility, 
No imbecility, ‘ gen'ral utility ' 
and here a couplet :— 





“ And not a blot on his privat biography, 
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which do not rhyme at all! Such technical defecte—there are several 
of the kind in the cantata—are not matters of eonsequence ; but they 
sit rather ill upon the editor of a paper which devoted two lengthy 
atticles to the trivial task of picking the songs of The Yeomen of the 
Guard to pieces. The best song in the piece, both in words and 
music is “The Bachelor,” I think, though the minuet is funny; and 
Mrs. Bardell’s songs, sung for every atom they are worth by Miss 
Lottie Venne, make you scream. The “ Baker-roll” is very neatly 
written, and everybody hums the tune as they leave, and as they 
might have done (more or less) any time these hundred years. Mr. 
Solomon has plenty of larks in the orchestra, and is occasionally 
original in his tunefulness. 


THERE was a certain dulness about the Thursday’s performance 
somehow, the scene between Mr. P. and Mrs. B. “dragged” in par- 
ticular—possibly because Mr. Cecil was far from perfect either in 
his words or music. Master Knight is a comically expressionless and 
stolid Tommy Bardell, and his “ma” is too slim, and altogether too 
charming, in the person of Miss Lottie Venne. Mr. Pickwick 
couldn’t have resisted her for five minutes—four and a quarter is the 
utmost I’d give him. Mr. Rutland Barrington does full justice 
to the baker; but what Mr. Cecil, who makes up splendidly for Mr. 
Pickwick, will do with the part remains to be seen—when he knows 
it. It is observable, by-the-way, from the circumstance of Mrs 
Bardell handing him his gaiters through the parlour door, that the 
immortal gentleman uses the landing for a dressing-room ! 
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THE COMEDY.—MR. PICKWICK’S DRESSING-ROOM (SEEMINGLY). 


specimen of the dramatic art. The subject is a bit sombre, but the 
expertness of which I speak is shown in no particular more strikingly 
than in the manner in which the subject is lightened to the utmost, 
without once jarring or detracting from the dignity of the situations 
Even the humorous boy and girl pair—with which we are growing, 
however, a little too familiar—have their bearing and influence on 
the plot. Mr, Grundy is a past master of dialogue, and it is sufficient 
to say that he is in his happiest vein of humour and incisiveness. The 
characterization is varied and effective, if not brilliantly new, and no 
serious fault can be found with the acting, which was, in many 
respects, as good as could be—do the performers wish more praise? 
What? Miss Kate Rorke? Mr. Conway? Mr. Wenman?—do we not 
know them well? Then the new light, Miss Gertrude Kingston, 
though I admit she has yet much to learn—surely the names are 
enough, though I don’t mean to omit the cheery, happy-mannered 
Mr. Gardiner. And the children, Mr. R. Saunders, and Miss Mary 
Collette, they merit their line, too, and—bless them !—here it is and 
welcome. Altogether, Miss Kate Rorke may congratulate herself upon 
the success of her “ first and only ” matinée. 




















Nops AND WINKs.—A new French-American-English singer 
appears at the Alhambra before these lines appear here. Her name 
is Mdlle, Esmée Lescot, and next week I will tell you what she is 
like.—The general talk about the production at the Opera Comique 
of The Panel Picture (which I quite unjustifiably referred to as Zhe 
“ Seoret” Panel last week—but don’t care!) is looked upon by the 
management as likely to create a wrong impression. To smooth that 
impression out flat they wish it to be known that Zares (which are 
“still growing”) will continue in the bill until Miss Rorke and Mr. 
Robertson are “claimed” for the Garriek by Mr. Hare (who seems to 
be having a sort of game of “spoof” with the theatres), NESTOR. | 
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PS Sea Littlebones TaNboys. 


How THE QUARREL BEGAN, 


MRS TALLBOYS — ys Suppose Mr. Little bones will go 
and fake You to the Smiths dance 

Mrs. LirtLegones —— Yes, dear And 

as I suppose YOU will go and 

Age fake Mo Tallboys, wont you! 
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THH COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 


No. 7.—ON THE IMPERTINENCES OF CHARITY. 
STRABISMOUS, the Sage, SQUASHUS, a Masher, meeting. 


STRABISMUS. See you a large building yonder, decorated with 
flags ?—I would fain know what sort of entertainment goes on there. 
SQUASHDS. ’Tis a bazaar held for charitable purposes. Half a 
crown admission. I will stand Sam. Let us repair thither. 

StRA. Oh, oh! oh! My hat is knocked over my eyes, my garment 
is rent at the armpits. Somebody is trying to pick my pocket, I am 
undone |! 

Squa. Be comforted! ’Twas a high-born mob that hustled you. 
Royalty itself is here to-day. 

STRA. If ’twere a Prince's umbrella smote me so scurvily in my 
1ibs just now, I forgive the ruffian. But what have we here? 

Squa. Why, you may well be astonished. The highest ladies of 
the land serve behind these counters. 

STRA, Ay, but the one I spoke to was a she-pirate. I bought a 
matchbox for five shillings, and tendered a sovereign in payment 
Sua. Oh, you must not complain if her Ladyship laid an embargo 
on the change. Charity is fifteen shillings the richer by it, and the 
noble lady the nobler for having deigned to be ill-bred in a pious cause. 
STRA. And I have called a Marchioness an impudent slut! ‘Twill 
be something to boast of to my descendants, if I am not executed for 
it. But I am a lover of morals, and a sober man. Let us go hence. 
Squa. What evil is here? The young Madam did but ask you to 
buy a tea-cosy | 





—— 


AY 








3 STRA, Saints defend us from her and hercosy! For she placed 
2 her hand upon my arm, and looked in my face, and was familiar 
hig to the verge of leering. Marry come up! Odds modesty ! 
oO 

t Squa. Here is a flower-stall kept by the wife of a Cabinet Minister, 
e Do you stand aside and learn manners. 

. STRA. Manners, quotha! with his hat cocked over one ear, Dovyou 
speak to your betters so,malapert? But she bridles—she perks—she 





will sell him a rose for half a erown ; for another she will pin it ip 
his coat-lapel ; for another she will kiss it even! Fie on the creature! 


| She follows the trade of Flora indeed! There never was an apter 


votary. 

Squa. DidI not do’t rarely? But come, I will take you to another 
stall, and you shall buy this time. 

StRA, Distrahor !—I am carried about to be sold. Well, I am at 
your will, but free me of these female swashbucklers. There is one 
at my left hand with lottery tickets. She argues boldly, and promises 
that { shall win. There is another at my right with an air cushion and 
a pen-wiper. This one urges with so meek a persistency rebuffs have 
no effect upon her—’tis as though you tried to cleave a feather-bed 
with a Government cutlass, One at my back brandishes a photograph- 
frame. Another would lure me to the Soothsayer’s Tent, to the 
Antique Market-place—to the Devil knows where, would I hearken. 

Squa. Nay, the Devil enters not here ; the charity is for a religious 
foundation, he would find the atmosphere too rarefied for his sable 
Majesty. 

StRA. I believe you. Come, I will buy an Havana or two at this 
counter ere I leave. What saith the noble wench o’ waiting? Half 
a sovereign apiece! One would think I carried a Pactolus in my 
breeches-pocket. Hither buy or go your way, quotha! If I choose to 
buy, ‘tis but another half-sovereign and I may have the end of the 
weed bitten off by thefair vendor! Marry comeup! Odds impu- 


| dence, what a thing is here! Bite off the end, quo’ the hussy! May 


Atropos bite off mine if I consent! 
Squa. Come away, Muttonhead, lest you raise a disturbance, 
STRA. Ay, and willingly. O Charity, what deeds are committed in 
thy name! O Prudence, what—— Scruff me not; I will go, and 
quietly, I will go! 








Apt. 


I HAVE had my new horse about three weeks. He was called 
“ Prince” when I bought him, but since he spilt me in the Row three 
times last week I have called him “Beecham” because he “spills,” 
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THE DIFFICULTIES OF THE POLICE. 
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THE RETURN OF THE WANDERER. 


OUR GRAND OLD NEAPOLITAN ON HId ROAD TO THE HOUSE 


WHERE’'ER I ROAM, WHATEVER REALMS I SEE, | 
MY HEART, UNTRAVELL’D, FONDLY TURNS TO THEE.”"—7Zhe Traveller. 
Si - Cartor ym Verses, p. Pa }. | 
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A GUINEA PIG. 


The Colonel,—“ D’you know anything of the Spanish Castles Company ?” 
‘oble Lord, M.P., §¢.—“ Nothing 





except that I’m a director.” 


| 





Will he bear a red flag in his royal fist, 
Now he’s come out as a Socialist ? 


Will he go to Hyde Park and make speeches there ? 
Will he march with a band to Trafalgar Square? 
Will he struggle to chain proud Capital’s wrist, 
And cry, “ Back, back! I’m a Socialist” ? 


Will he band with J. Burns, will he join H. George, 


A 


gainst the “ classes,” and say, “ they gorge,” 


And with Ko-ko sing, “they will never be missed”)? 
He must if he’s truly a Socialist. 


Our Albert Edward will surely make 
All never-advancing Tories quake. 

In Conservatism none can persist, 
Thinks this Rollicking Royal Socialist. 


When he’s offered his ‘“‘ screw,” will he say, “O fie! 
I can’t take this, it is far too high ! 

Go share it among you—ray, I insist, 

For I, your Prince, am a Socialist”? 


But why surmise on his future plans? 

The story is only a newspaper man’s— 

And he may have invented that story's gist, 
As to Bertie becoming a Socialist. 


FUN begs to remark that regarding “ Wales,” 
It seems in his duty he seldom fails ; 

He’s a right good sort, and long may he exist 
While he’s that, whether Tory or Socialist ! 


QuERY by our Earlswood Contributor. 


Is the Ba'd- 


win Pony a Horse-hair-on-aut ? 








‘Is it he?” they cried in wonder, 
As he stood before the bar ; 
“Can the ‘tecs’ have made a 
blunder?” 
D’Eyncourt murmured “ Singu- 
lar!” 
Sims arose and thumped the 
table ; 
“IT may rede this rede I trow! 
Once the Prisoner's hair was 
sable— 
It's another colour now!” 


When I muse on youth’s past 
hey-day 


with rose), 
I remember a loved Lady 
With a glorious Grecian nose. 
Ah! that worshipped feature! 
Haughty, 
Sweetly chiselled, 
snow | 


forty |— 
It's another colour now! 


I myself am not so doughty 
With my fists as onee I was: 
Fists are getting stiff and gouty, 





white as | 


Years have passed—she must be | 
| Let the weaker vessel cry, sir ; 


It’s Another Colour Now. 
DEDICATED TO A WARD IN CHANCERY. 


Muscles going off to grass. 

In the days that I remember 
Not a line was on my brow ; 
Red my tongue—a_ healthful 

mem ber !|— 
It’s another colour now ! 


My political opinions 
Occupied a Liberal ground, 
I derided Tory minions, 
Gladstone an archangel found. 
Then a change crept o’er the 
manner 
Of the vision ; and although 


| Still I follow William's banner, 
(When the world was tinged | 


It's another colour now ! 


Quarrels marital I shun, sir, 
But be Firm with her, I 


gay ; 
| Woman’s made of yielding stuff, 
sir 
Man must always win the 
day ! 


Let her fume and rage, and 
“ How 


Fares my yesterday's black eye,” | 


sir ? 
It’s ANOTHER COLOUR NOW! 





, 





Our 


tain.”) 














ce Red ” 
(A Socialistic Startler.) 


[According to a weekly gossiper in the Birmingham Daily Post, the Prince of | 
Wales is reported tojhave said, * We are all Socialists at heart, and this conviction 
renders the outward semblance of Conservatism more and more difficult t main- 


Prince, 


We hear strange things in these modern days, 
Things tbat are likely to shock and amaze ; 
But the strangest thing in our modern list, 

Js that H.R.H, is a Socialist ! 


Can the Heir Apparent, we ask, intend 
lo orate like a so-called workman's friend 
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SYMPATHY. 


Miss Maydew.—* It’s very distressing to think that while we are 
enjoying so many luxuries, so many poor people are wanting 
necessaries,” 

Mr, Cleverclat (who poses as a philosopher).—“ Quite so. But 
é converso, you know, it must be very consoling to the poor people 
to know that while they are wanting necessaries, 80 many people 


are enjoying luxuries,” 
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THE PATRIOTIC PLAN OF MR, SMITH. 


THERE was & man in Camden Town, whom Nature ch l 
With features unattractive to the verge of ugliness, aes tog 
His head was bald as any egg, and furrowed was his brow . 

His ears were odd and over-size, and stuck on anyhow ; 
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His nose was very much too long, his mouth too wide beneath, 
Where, here and there, you caught a sight of incidental teeth ; 
His eyes were not a pair at all, for, while the one was dry, 
The other had a chronic cold (this was his weather eye). 


His feet were splay, his hands were large, and further, be it said, 
His shoulder-blades were situated higher than his head 

(For, Nature dealing with him so—you cannot call her “trump "— 
It’s not at all astonishing that he should get “a hump”). 

In face he was as swarthy and repulsive as a Don; 

He’d other imperfections I will not enlarge upon ; 

But take this information, just to make a tinish with— 

His parents had baptized him John, his surname being Smith. 


Now, lookers-on, I’ve not a doubt, would quite expect to find 
That ugliness is irritating. Nothing of the kind ! 

It has its drawbacks, truly, but it’s something of a boon. 

No children come and worry you, you’re not compelled to spoon, 
You needn't be in conduct “nice” or company select— 

“ You're such a very ugly man, so what can we expect /”— 
You're seldom asked for your advice, you're built on other lines, 
But you do get a precious lot of ugly valentines. 


That Mr. Smith obtained his share of these I’m bound to own, 
The bulk of them were rather zoological in tone— 

Though, now and then, the documents (of which he’d quantwm suff.) 
Would ridicule him as a “ Guy,” or even as a “ Muff,” 

The general result of his examining the mass 

Was to find himself depicted as a Monkey or an Ass, 

A Nasty Pig, an Artful Fox, or Surly Bear at least, 

While some would comprehensively describe him as a Beast. 


This sort of thing is “ rather;larks” to they the fun who poke, 
But Mr. Smith regarded it as quite beyond a joke. 

He said, with some acerbity, “ This sort of thing ain’t right ; 
It's dooced underbred, it is, and very impolite. 

It is this want of breeding, and this lack of politesse, 

That saps the very life-blood of the virtues we possess— 

The sort of thing I mean to try and put a stopper to, , 
Or else the country’s ruined, which would never, never do. 


So, to save his country’s credit, patriotically bound, 

He cet himself determinedly, and took a look around ; 
And, after calmly balancing the facts within his scan, 

To inculeate politeness he conceived a little plan. 

Then he studied all the papers, and he read a-many books, 
And talked a lot to ehemists and Americans and cooks 

For information, sedulously draining ev'ry source 

That was likely for to help him put his little plan in force. 


He got some hints on poisons from the parties who dispense, 

He also took some lessons in the art of self-defence, 

He learnt revolver-practice from an erudite galoot — 

Who brought him high credentials as a Transatlantic shoot, 

Till he’d mastered broad-sword practice he allowed himself no rest, 
From the cooks he learnt the fare that took a lifetime to digest, 





He learnt the use of dynamite in complicated tins,! 
And took exhaustive lessons from the worthy Mr. Binns. 


Then with pleased anticipation did his face begin to shine 

As the day approached that’s dedicate to good St. Valentine. 

“ Let anybody dare to send an ugly one to me,” 

He murmured in content, “and they shall see what they shall see ; 
For before the night has fallen I'll accomplish such a 

As only from the patriotic bosom can proceed— 

To these people, in their manners and their breeding so depraved, 

I shall teach a little lesson, and my country will be saved.” 


Alas, for poor humanity! How many plans we set ! 

But, oh, how very few of them have reached fruition yet ! 
And Mr. Smith’s were equally unfortunate with mine, 
For, oh, that year he didn’t get a single valentine ! 


* * * * * * 


Poor Smith, chagrined and angry at the failure of his plan, 
Arose a most emphatically disappointed man, 

Colleeted _ and dynamite—he valued life at nix— 

And tied them in a bundle, which he popped for ten-and-six. 





A Miss-Terry Revealed. 


WE read that Miss Ellen Terry keeps a housekeeper, a cook, a house- 
maid, a parlour-maid, and a lady's maid. We rejoice to hear it—it 
carries balm to our troubled spirit—it seems too good to be true. What 
a fresh field of pleasant and useful information this simple announce- 
ment opens up to the curiosity-monger! We offer him (or her) our 
morsel of domestic revelation. Know then, that Mrs. Podmore not 
only keeps a general servant, usually denominated a slavey, but also 
revels in a “ boy” to clean the knives and “run harrands,” 
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MRS. JUG-INS MISTAKE. 


(1) “I suppose that’s my sweet busband come home.” (2) “Ill teach him to 
stay out till one in the morning.” (3) But it was the new lodger instead. (4) 


And didn't he give it to her next morning! 
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Here she is freely expressing her views on the most abstruse sub- 
jeeta, and generally sitting on the “ male thing” with airy decision. 


SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 11. 





And here she is trying to screw up her courage to “speak to cook.” 








INDEMNITY. 


a DUCIES 
solicitor, 





TEECUM, the 
had just settled 


dropped in. Popper looked 
most radiant ; a plump smirk 
of content sat on bis brow. 


you,” he remarked, as he 
chose a nice cigar. 


there's nothing else going 
now.” 

“Oh, burglars, of course, 
yes. Had the usual three 


evening—nothing new in 
that; but there was a new 
phase to it, though——” 

“ Ah—tried to murder you, I suppose?” 

‘Bless you! there's nothing new in that—of course they did ; but 
the best of it is——” 

“That you escaped, and are alive and well, 
gratulate you-——” 

“Pooh! pooh!” said Popper, ‘ that’s not it either. 
of them—that's it.” 
Mr. Ducies Teecum, the solicitor, slowly arose, and laid aside his 
pipe, and took Popper kindly by the hand,and stroked Popper’s brow, 
and said witha tear, ‘I sincerely condole with you, old fellow——” 
“ But, confound it!” said Popper, “surely they won't hang me! 
Why, it was purely in self-defence.” 
“They may not hang you,” said Teecum ; “it’s the drain upon your 
resources that troubles me so, for of course the deceased leaves a 
widow or someone dependent upon him.” 
“ What the dooce is that to do with me?” said Popper. 


My dear boy, I con- 


No, I shot one 


dropped in. You see, the law-makers have long deplored the inereas- 
ing number of injuries inflicted upon burglars in pursuit of their 
calling by unprincipled and thoughtless householders, and hence the 
new Act, which enjoins that any such householder who shall snuff 
out A Mpegs out, cause to hop the twig, or make cold meat of,’ are the 
words of the Act) a burglar under such circumstances, shall be liable 
to support his widow or other relative dependent upon that burglar's 
industry in the same circumstances as she would have enjoyed if the 
burglar had continued to live and exercise his profession. That's 
what the new Act says, and I sincerely sympathize with you, old man!" 
“ Well—hang it all !—but surely—ean't you get me out of it?” 
“Hum!” said Mr. Teecum, “I don't know. You see the authorities 
are rather severe on people who injure burglars just now, because 
there have been so many cases lately, If your victim had been a 


respectable citizen, and you had been the burglar, it would, of course, 





down to his evening pipe | 


when his friend Popper | The judge proposed that they should have Bob Feltboot the burglar 


| in, and put the thing quietly to him, for Bob had been the bosom 


“Had a little adventure | 


Jast night, my boy, / can tell | 
was in a good way o’ business, ’e was. He’d had a run o’ good seasons 


| Jately, and was a-puttin’ away a steady bit at his banker’s—might be 


“ Burglars, of course!” said — 
Teecum, “I needn’t ask, as | 


fellows in my house last | 





“ A great deal, my poor dear boy, for you will have to support her, | 
according to the new Act, which I was just looking over when you | 


be a simpler matter ; but—ah, here’s Browbeeter, the Q.C., coming in 


to have a pipe, and we'll have his opinion.” 

But Mr, Browbeeter the Q.C. was not at all hopeful about Popper’s 
prospects, so they all adjourned to the house of a mutual friend— 
Lord Longwigge, the eminent judge, to see what he thought about it. 


friend of the burglar who had fallen a victim to Popper's blunder- 


| buss, and happened to be at the very moment upstairs having a last 


despairing try at the judge’s silver-safe. So they had Bob down, and 
Bob said, “ Well, you see, Mr. Popper, my pal Bill as you snuffed out 


a thousand a year, what with Lady Gottumon’s diamonds, and that 
‘olesale silversmith’s stock, and so on. And Bill he leaves a widder 
and two maiden sisters, he do. And then you have to reckon the 
things as Bill ’ad in perspective wen you cut ’is plans short—there 


| was your bit o’ plate and so on, as he had reckoned on—now how 
| much might you put that at, sir?” 


“Put that at?” screamed Popper. “ Well, but surely the court 
would not take into consideration my own property in adjudging——” 

‘‘ Most decidedly ! ” said :Browbeeter, “I think I am right, my lord, 
in holding that al/ sources of income to the lamented burglar, pro- 
spective or otherwise, would have to be——” 

“ That, as I take it, is indubitably the meaning of the Act,” said 
his lordship. 

“Well, I should say,” 
said Bob Feltboot, reflec- 
tively, “that, pore Bill’s 
widder, if she ’adn’t bin 
his widder, would ha’ bin 
in a fair way of injoyin’ 
a income of say five thou- 
sand a year a few years 
‘ence—’cos you see, Bill, 
’e was a risin’ burglar, he 
was.” 

Poor Popper hid his face 
in his hands and fairly 
sobbed. Then he arose and 
glared wildly. “ Five 
thousand a year!” he 
shrieked, “ it’s more than 
my wholeincome. What, 
w is to become of my 
poor motherless children?” 

+“ - * 
Poor Popper simply col- 
lapsed for atime. Then came his trial for the deliberate murder of 
William Senterbit the burglar, and, by a flaw in the evidence, Popper 
got off. After this there followed the action of Jane Senterbit, widow, 
against Popper, for five thousand a year due to her under the new Act. 

But at the commencement of the proceedings, Mrs. Senterbit’s counsel 
arose, with a favour pinned to his wig, and announced that an arrange- 
ment had been happily come to by which the defendant Popper agreed to 
marry the plaintiff, and the affair came toa most satisfactory conelusion. 
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A Lay of Laureates. 


[It is rumoured that Mr. Alfred Austin is 
likely to be selected forthe next Laureate.] 
THE following recital 
Regards a subject vital, 

That touches all the earth 
(At least, that part called Britain), 
For look you, it is written, 

About the Laureate’s “berth,” 

A matter great 
Of mighty weight— 
The Poet Laureate’s “ berth.” 


For the one to follow “ Tenny ” 
(A, bard as good as any— 
As any now we boast), 
’Tis said they have selected, 
A rhymer much respected 
To fill the Laureate’s post. 
One Austin (A.) 
Is picked, they say, 
To fill the Laureate’s post. 


Now, baply, many a reader 
(Of FUN a careful heeder ) 
May pull a lengthened face— 
And murmur gently, “ Blow it! 
Zs Austin, pray, a poet, 
Fit for the Laureate’s place? 
We seem to know 
Some six or so 
More fitted for the place.” 


You say ‘‘There’s firstly Browning, 
(At him none would be frowning, ) 
And the Morrises both have 
worth. 
Then Swinburne claims attention 
(Though erotic, we may mention)— 
These each more suit the ‘ berth’ 
Than Austin (A.), 
Then, therefore, pray 
Should he receive the berth?” 


But Austin, friends, bas glory, 
For that he is a Tory— 

Of whom the Tories boast. 
But—(heeding Fame, not pelf, sir) 
FuN—what about yourself, sir? 
Don’t you deserve the post ? 

Ah, every one 
Will own that Fun | 
Would fit the Laureate’s post ! 


‘ 





WOULD you say that a man who 
buys Lafitte to mullet has no sole? 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EDITOR OF “FUN.” 
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THE IRISH MACBETH. (ANoTHER NEW READING FOR THE WESTMINSTER LYCEUM.) 
Mac B .lfour.—“ Thou canst not say I did it ;—never shake thy gory fist at me. "Twas in accordance 
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ago, 
you 





the 


sort 


Sir, 
I'm 
out, 
here 


It’s 





But 





80 I cannot right down and 








IR,—Though I chose, some weeks 


rattled through the entries for 
fluential voice in favour of a 
before the time that you will 
scarcely think it crime, or any 


grievance entertain, if I refer 
to them again. 


On the beautiful chance of the 


to speak about the dogs, 
know—that is to say, I 


Waterloo—and gave my in- 


of choice, it was so far 


But whether, 
you do or not, once more 
going for to trot the subject 
and “let her rip” with this 


SUPPLEMENTAL TIP. 
true that my fancy once 
pleasantly fell 


Happy Rondelle, 
things scarce is now as 
they theretofore was, 
regular poz. 











Old Burnaby’s good if Old Herschel goes out, 


with the ordinary prison rules—rules which I did not invent, and do not administer.” —0O’ Brien edition. 
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And Dingwall will serve a good turn, I've no doubt ; 


A good thing you even may get on 


the traek, 


If you plank down a bit on the swift Pilate Black. 


Mountain Nymph, Charming Bess, they are dames of repute, 
But if they won't do, you will find Blue Blood suit ; 
And there it all lies, as you're certain to see, 


If Rockmount don’t double us up—as may be. 


And there I think you have it pat, combining this ‘ere tip with that— 
I mean with that which went before—I think you're certain sure t. 
score. And so | sign my nomen thus :—Yours always so, 
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The Situation Samoa-rised. 


TROPHONIUS. 


THE appetite grows with what it feeds upon, so it is not to be won 
dered at that Germany, having swallowed several colonies lately, 


now yearns for Samoa ! 





It is no wonder the Messrs, Gatti are no believers in the Bi- 
metallic craze when they are rolling in the gold to such a pretty 


tune with The Silver Falls, 
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The Traveller. | 
A Century After Goldsmith, 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


REMOTE, befriended, cheery, in the train, 

Or on the boat, or by the wandering Seine; | 

Or onward, where the Riviera tour 

To gaiety and gambling opes the door ; 

Or where the favour'd homes of Naples rise, 

By the blue bay that gleams ‘neath sunny 
skies ; 

Where'er I roam, whatever realms I see, 

My heart, untravell'd, fondly turns to thee— 












ae ~ 


Turns to my loved House with regretful pain, 


| And drags at each remove a lengthening 


chain. 


| May constant vigour bless my early friend, 


And crowds of Members in their seats attend ; 

Blest be that spot where politics’ fierce 
fires 

Burn bright, and Whips attempt to pull the 
wires ; 

Blest that great hall where orators repair 

To spout b2fore the Speaker in the chair ; 

Blest be that floor where statesmen wield 
their sway, 


Though even bores and fools can say their 
Bay ; 

Blest those debates with a division crown’d, 

Where Party thrusts and counterthrusts 
abound, we Vio.12A7* 

Laughs greet the jests or quibbles thatine er 
fail 

Or lou « Oh, ohs!” weak arguments assail, 

And then the victors cheer with lusty throats, 

And learn the luxury of gaining votes. 





FisHy but Sea-sonable.—Would it rte 
correct to call a fisherman a plaice hunter: 
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The Specific for NEURALGIA. 


“ Tonga maintains its reputation in the treatment 
of Neuralgia.” — Lancet 





scribed it." —Medical Press. 





Print y Daiziel Brother... at their | 
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SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. | 


Ceoinreo PENS 


ge age aay eg a a 


Write as smoothly as a lead pencil, and neither scratch 





“* Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has proved | nor spurt, the 
effective in all those cases in which we have pre | Ask your Stationer for a Six 


Box, or send + stamps to C. BRANDAVER and Co.’ 
Ss. Od., 4s. Gd., & lls. Ofall Chemists, | Px Worxs, Birmincuam ; or to their Wholesals 
Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street. London, B.C 








ints being rounded by a new process. 
penny Assorted Sample 


amdep Press, High Street, N.W., a shed (for the Proprietors), by W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, E.0. 


ABSOLUTELY 
PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
Oe, ALHAMBRA.—I went here 








the other evening to see their 
new French singer —at least, 
I ~~ she is meant to be 
Frenc Speaking from my 
own sensations, Mdlle Edmée 
Lescot, the lady in question, is 
a reasonably attractive per- 
former. Her two songs were a 
trifle dull, I thought, but her 
dresses are bee-yow-tiful, and 
she has no unpleasant tricks. 
It was a wretched night outside 
—a night of sloppy snow and 
raw atmosphere, and some of 
the latter kept with one even in 
the unlikely retreat, the interior 
of the Alhambra Theatre of 
Varieties. I daresay it was this, 


with artistic self abandonment, and with much the same merits and 
defects as formerly ; and Mr. Charrington’s performance of the villain 
who Loves “Stories” so has lost none of its colour. There is no 
need to com Mr. Laurence Cautley’s performance with Mr. 
Fuller Mellish’s, both being excellent; but otherwise the cast is 
stronger than the original one, by the addition of Mr. Fred Thorne 
and Miss Dolores Drummond, for instance. 


Nops AND WINKS.—Pawul Jones has settled down to work well at 
the Prince of Wales's, and what with the excellent, I may say first class, 
singing of Miss Huntington and Miss Wadman, and the rich supply of 
drollery contributed iby Messrs. Harry Monkhouse, Frank Wyatt, 
H, Ashley and Albert James, looks like “ staying.” 





Dorothy's successor is due at the Lyric on the 30th of April, but 
Dorothy herself will retire on the 13th for a “ well-earned rest.” The 
staging of the new piece will be in the hands of Mr. Charles Harris— 
for the rest, you shall know what I think of it when I see it. Mean- 
time, if you wish to see Dorothy again before she goes you have only 





THE ALHAMBRA.—A FRENCH Lapy, 
KNOWN AS LE SOOT. 





or my exacting nature, or the 
fact that I had come early to 
see the new comer, and had to sit 
through most of the programme 
before we came to her, that 
made me look with the jaundiced 


eye of unsatisfaction on the show generally. But I certainly found 


it dull. 


THERE was plenty of good “talent,” too. When I went in, the 
Sisters Collins were just finishing their turn, and doing some wonder- 
ful and inspiriting things with those slim understandings of theirs. 
They were followed by the Swiss Mountaineers, with a cough and a 
capital dancer among them. Miss Florrie Robina—she's gone now— 
came next. She has such an attractive way of robing herself—I may 
say Florrie Robina-self—that she quite puts our hearts in a Florrie 
every time. She looked particularly well in pale blue, with thing- 
ummy tights to match. I liked her singing, and I loved her dancing. 
Make haste back, Florrie, pleasure ebbs a little while you're away, let 
it Flo ‘again soon. Revene and Athos I saw next, and Miss Alice 


Maydue—a lady whom nature has 


gifted with a voice of some more 


than ordinary sweetness, which the good old music hall shout hasn’t 
quite torn to pieces yet—and Mr. Harry Randall,—‘ Who killed Cock 
Warren ?;"—and Mr. Curtis D’Alton, who reassured us on the question 
of England's supremacy. Then we came to Jrene, which is as bril- 
liant as ever, with all the virtues born of practice added, and then came 
the lady I sought. Then I got someone to stand me a drink, and left. 


THE AVENUE—Awhile ago Nadgy passed her hundredth night, 
and a night or two after “I was there to see.” That the play, as a 
play, is a whit better now than ever it was, I am not prepared to say. 
Contrary to the wont of her class, Nadgy, the ballet dancer, can never 
ride in her brougham—there is such a hackney carriage about her. 
The entertainment, however, is considerably extended. There was 
fun to be had on the firstnight, but this has mellowed in tone, 
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THE ALBWAMBRA.—“'FORE HEAVEN, 
‘AL, I KNEW THEE AS WELL AS 
HE THAT MAYDUE!"—Shakespeare. 


and increased in volume — an 
incidental suggestion of conjur- 
ing business in particular is now 
worked up into a substantial 
“point,” in which Mr. Roberts and 
Mdlle. Vanoni are uncommonly 
comical. Miss Annie Halford 
plays and sings Etelka with a 
good deal of charm—and a new 
song in the last act—she is as 
pleasant as any Halford-dozen 
you could name, I fancy. The 
last act has been altered out of 
recognition-—it deserved the al- 
teration, and now deserves the 
recognition. Mr. E. D. Ward is 
also a new comer to the cast, 
and the house was crammed—is 
“every time,” they tell me, 


THE VAUDEVILLE (Morning). 
—Mr, Pierre Leclercq’s dramatic 
Love Story has been played here 
for four mornings—or rather, 
afternoons—with some success. 
Though not without fault, it is 


a capital play of the romantic school, wherein hot - blooded 
youth (of both sexes) builds up for itself unnecessary and hard- 
to-sympathize-with trouble. Miss Achurch plays her original part 








about five-and-forty chances left. 


THE “Ice Carnival” arrangements go on steadily andgaily. They 
have princesses for patronesses, earls, dukes, and viscounts for honorary 
stewards, and countesses and ladies galore for stall holders. The 
electric light upon the frost-and-snow-bound scene is expected to 
raise a thrill as electric as itself —By-the-way, on the Jast three days 
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THE AVENUE.—ONE IS TZIM, TOTHER'S TZER, 


in May another hospital—the Grosvenor Hospital for Women, to 
wit—will be on the same lay— 

It will be upon the lay 

In the merrie month of May— 
with an Al Fresco Fayre and Floral Féte (though what harm it could 
do to spell Fair properly Iam unable to judge), at the Albert Hall, 
ofcourse, The Princessesof Wales, Christian, Beatrice, Mary Adelaide, 
and Frederick of Hanover will give their direct patronage, a rustic 
scene is to be laid out, and lots of toys will be provided for the Society 
girls and boys who do their Charity this way—a “ practical” wind- 
mill among them, which shows that the committee, while indulging 
in the poetry of rusticity, keeps its main object well in view, which 
is the thoroughly “ practical” one of “ raising the wind.” —TZhe Police- 
man, with the same cast as upon its first production, will be revived 
fora run of one afternoon at Terry’s on Tuesday next, to “ afford an op- 
portunity to the vast number of persons who were unable to obtain ad- 
mission on the last occasion, to now witness Messrs. Helmore and 
Phillpott’s Farcical Rally.” Now then, you “vast number,” here's 
your chance, and don’t you forget it ! 


LITTLE Miss Vera Beringer's clever and sympathetic performance 
of Little Lord Fauntleroy continues to attract and delight crowds of 
children of all ages at the Opera Comique, and there can be no doubt 
that it deserves all the success it commands. Apart from the clever- 
ness of the little girl, which is almost unique amid child-acting in its 
sincerity and apparent insight, the general cast and performance d0 
not allow any lapse of enjoyment throughout. The exquisite tender- 
ness of Miss Mary Rorke, the grim (maybe a little too grim) humour 
of Mr. C. W. Somerset, the character and force of Missi Helen Leigh, 
are all and altogether admirable, NESTOR. 
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A Frill of Horror! 
ccording to the County Gentleman, “we are 
es and sbirt-fronts with little tusks and fri are? ike the je Focwted 
for evenings.” ] 
ALAS, here’s that Tyrantess Fashion 
Turned up to annoy us again ; 
We men stand in need of compassion, 
For ’tis we who will feel her new chain. 
Our dress-shirts have drawn her attention 
And to add to our bothers and bills, 
She decrees, with extreme condescension, 
That our shirt-fronts shall sport tucks and frills ! 


Now the shirt-front of Commerce, till lately, 
Has, for years, been most simple and plain ; 
Quiet folk (like myself) it grieves greatly, 
To find frills forced upon us again. 
Male dress-clothes were unostentatious 
But this edict inspires horror’s thrills ! 
Fellow-man, you may well cry, “Good Gracious! ” | 
At fronts decked with tucks and with frills ! 





Tis likely the “‘ Swagger ” division— 

(As fast club-cads are now called, you know) 
Mayn’t view these frilled fronts with derision— 
For they've just a slight fancy for “show,” 
Yet fashion’s last strange hanky-panky, 

Into “‘ Johnnies” like these, pride instils, 
They ‘must give themselves “airs’”—which the 
Yankee 
Has already called “ putting on frills.” 








Route-ing the Enemy. 


THE Duke of Cambridge has been on a tour of inspection 
of our Mediterranean outposts. Rumour has it that Gibraltar 
is not so impregnable as it is popularly supposed to be, that 
in case of hostilities the “Straits” of Gibraltar would be ours 
in any but a geographical sense. If this be so, the sooner that 
vague generality “the authorities” (Gibr)altar this state of 
things the better. Our route to the Hast must be secured at 
all costs, and there must be no danger, in the likely event of 
the war clouds bursting, of our Indian Empire being torn 
from us by the “ routes.” 








THEATRE after theatre, the cry is “ Still they come!” How 
are they all going to pay? that’s the mystery. Stay, we forget 
—a theatrical manager always makes money in the “long run.” 
Long live the drama ! 
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TRUST WAS DEAD. 


She.—“ Yes, Reginald, I confess you have wakened in my heart the tender 


throbbings of a first and only love.” 


He.— Dovey !—darling! Onliest only !!” 
Her Young Brother.— Hallo !—caught yer! Look here, if yer don’t give 


me a tanner, I'll split.” 


She.—“ Tommy, you little beast, go away, and if you hold your tongue, I'll 


give you sixpence—to-morrow.” 


Relentless Fiend.—“ No fear!—no more tick. You promised me a bob if I 
didn’t let on about Sammy Spooner kissing you months ago, and you've never 


| 
| 
THE most powerful force in the world.—Forc2 of circum- | brassed up yet.” 














THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 


No. 8.—ON THE AFFLUENCE OF POVERTY. FURTHER 
SHOWING THE ADVANTAGE OF BEING HANGED. 


STRABISMUS, the Squint-Hyed Sage, MUMPILIO, a Beggar, mecting. 


MUMPILIO. May it please your honour, assist a poor soul, By 
this light! I have nothing in the world to swear by. 

STRABISMUS. In that you lie, and hardily ; for you have just sworn 
by the light, and that is yours as much as any man’s. Where do you 
sleep o’ nights, sirrah ? 

MoM. In the streets (of choice), rather than in the workhouse. 

STRA. Poor me. No more poverty, I pray you. What! a beggar, 
and with a choice of sleeping apartments? A toss up between sky- 
curtains and flea blankets? But, come! give me attention, and I 
shall prove to you that you are happy as well as rich. 

Mum. So there be a groat at the end of the discourse I care not. 

Stra. You shall have it. But these are hard times for house- 
holders, and taxes are heavy. 

Mum. I have none to pay, I thank Heaven. 

STRA. Oh, happy man! Where is your wife? 

Mum. In Pentonville jug, your honour, for ring-dropping. 

StRA. And your children? 

MuM. Scattered about in different places, your worship. My eldest 
lad is now in Portland for cracking of a crib, and his sister, as smart 
& wench as ever handled white metal, is gone upon a voyage to the 
colonies for the good of her health ; and my youngest two, bless their 
little hearts! are in a Reformatory for prigging wipes, and kinchin. 
STRA, So is there not one member of your family but is provided 


| 





for by Government? Herein you may stand on an equality with 
the noblest in the land. And you yourself have ridden in vehicles 
belonging to the Crown, and have dwelt within stone walls? 

Mum. Ay, indeed. I have had my share. But lagging is not so 
joyous a thing as you would make out, for all your patter, There is 
such a thing as scragging, odds ee and trap-bolts ! 

Stra. ‘Tis of all windings-up the most genteel, and one which no 
poor honest fool may come by. Kings went to the scaffold in old 
days with no less pomp and circumstance than burglars do now. 
There are visits from the Governor and preachings from the Chaplain. 
And have you a mind to write a scurvy lie or two and sign it, ‘twill 
be printed in a thousand newspapers, and the ing world outside 
will gobble it down. Then there is princely . Aman may 
eat heartily on his hanging-day of ea that disagree with him, for 
there is no fear of indigestion after. Then goes he to his ending in a 
solemn procession, bell tolling, and the very beams painted black in 
honour of his worship. Then there is the ae hands with the 

n, and doing it with a grace; the fare to the Chaplain, 
exhorting him to repent of his sins; and the adjusting of the night- 
cap becomingly. And what a comfort to know, when they are pull- 
ing at your legs, that the very rope you dangle by will fetch a pret 
penny from the waxwork woman. I almostenvy you! For 
you will be, and certainly. 

Mom. For what crime shall I be hanged? For stealing a watch? 

Stra. That is no crime, and I will prove it to you plainly. Is not 
every man free to take the time o’ day from his neighbour? Oho! ho! 
Policeman, stop the villain! He bath whanged me o’er the costard and 
ravished my watch from me. Stop him, I say! Stop him! 








































































y b SE = : 
es hay aed > sorting 
ihc a OO, RA acon ine. omelet eons 

















fe ee a Le deer RENE 


FUN. 





FERRUARY 27, 18389. 

















“=~ = 
SSS 


~ 


= = = 
ws 


2) 
es 
= eck” 

> 





>> 
=. 


he SS 
>= 
‘ ~ Ss 
Se 


Se 
ty 





A BAGATELLE. 

Chawles.——“ Sorry we're late, my lady, but we had an accident 
driving down to the theatre.” 
F My Lady,—“ Oh, dear |—I hope the horses and the carriage are not 
a ” 

Chawles.—“ Not at all, my lady. We ran over an old gent, and 
they’ve taken him to the hospital.” 

y Lady.—* Very careless! But I'm glad it’s nothing serious.” 


NEW LEAVES. 


From the magazines of the month if we take but little it is no 


dis ment to what is left. In Scribner’s will be found an article 
on “Sir Walter Scott at Work,” another about “Old Vauxhall 
Gardens,” and one about “Some Greek Portraits,” well worth looking 
at.—Perhaps the gem of The English Illustrated is “ Corydon’s Song,” 
with its charming set of pictures; but there is also something very 
interesting about “ Moated Houses” and about “ Dordt.”—Zongman’s 
has a full complement of good things, “ The Bachelor,” “ The Fairies’ 
Cobbler” and “Studies of Elementary School Life” being among 
them.—The three portraits in Men and Women of the Day are Sir 
John Lubbock, Bart., Miss Rhoda Broughton, and the Rev. J. E. C. 
Welldon, M.A., all of them well done.—The initial number of Art and 
Literature gives promise of an attractive and efficient journal that 
will do honour to both.—Mr. William Tinsley’s “Random Recollec- 
tions" in Zinsley’s Journal are not the least entertaining of its 
contents.-Wood engravers and others of like occupation, to say 
nothing of poets, may be directed to an article in The Library on “ The 
Appledore Private Press, U.8.A.," where they may learn something to 
their advantage.—The Religious Tract Society's Serials maintain their 
high standard.— Household Words has abundant reading.—In J/lus- 
trations we should like to see the illustrations better and the printing 
better.—The Photographic Art Jowrnal has a fine old church and 
some beech woods to attract attention—Babyhood has much for 
mothers’ meditation, and young folks may hold fast by Zhe Golden 
phasor og aad pr os 23rd er) amy the commencement 
of an interesting account of the career of the greatly gifted and funn 
Thomas Hood—father of the (also gifted) Tom Hood who for 
many years successfully edited Fon, 

“Smiff's History of France.” This is ‘a Comic History of France,” 
bY 0, P. Q, P r Smiff—Aglen A. Dowty (Myra and Son). 

in whose memory Smiff's comic History of England is fresh, will 

be pleased to refresh themselves with his History of France ; to those 
who never read ‘the H. of E., the H. of F. will come all the fresher. 
Quaint and original humour has characterized all Smiff's works 
since the day he made his first literary début in the pages of 
Foun twenty years ago, to the present day, when, after being so long 
and honourably known as our “Extra-Special,” he has “gone over 
to France.” is work will sustain his high repute. 





A Well-known Crusher. 


res ingly to the opening of Parliament. He 
wilt ag aye by sag! a0 fis enlaumniniacs "tace to face, ant crush on the spot 
every winged lie of which he is the subject.” — Weekly Paper.] 
EaAcuH Liberal claims that Arthur James, 
Regardless of the right, 
Has ground his foe's poor helpless nose 
To earth with paltry spite. 
That, in his hour of fleeting power, 
He's played a tyrant’s game, 
And, proof to tears, entreaties, sneers, 
Has stained his country’s fame. 
But such weak fibs of slandering Libs. 
Have credence long shall not ; 
The House has met, and now, you bet, 
He’!l “crush them on the spot” ! 


Each Tory claims that Arthur James 
Will, in St. Stephen’s, prove 

His deeds sublime, his conduct prime, 
His reign a reign of love! 

That ’neath his heel, with patriot zeal, 
He'll swift annihilate 

The “ wingéd’”’ fads of ranting Rads. 
Who've dared calumniate ! 

That he'll succeed his friends indeed 
A warm assurance feel, 

Since well know they that Arthur J. 
Can boast a trenchant heel. 

Nor would the foe, who's pining low 
Beneath his shameful lot, 

The fact refute that Arthur's ’cute 
At “crushing on the spot” ! 





What only an Artist can See. 


Hg was every incha painter. His eyes were luminous, his hair 
was long, and as he gazed upon the declining orb of day he said to 
his instantly responsive soul as he pactd the lone sea shore, “ What an 
inimitably exquisite gradation of tones! as tenderly subtle as the 
initial glow on the cheek of a meerschaum beginning to colour! ” 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THEY are like the violets, these legislators, not only because of their 
retiring modesty, but irasmuch as they return with the Spring. Like 
the swallows, also, they are bere 
again—some of them leaving 
pretty Jarks behind. Randy 
ceases for awhile his efforts to 
break Monte Carlo’s bank, and 
will concentrate his recuper- 
ated energies in trying to break 
the Cabinet. The Old Parlia- 
mentary Hand once again takes 
up the cards—Vesuvius being 
deserted for volcanoes of an- 
other sort. 

It bad ween hoped that the Le- 
gislative oyster would have been 
opened by the Queen, but Her 
Majesty was preparing tostartin 
the direction from whencemany 
of her faithful Commons were 
returning, Halsbury, the next 
best imitation, even in the 
peers, of an old lady, read the 
Speech (Batty couldn’t be 
spared in case the donkey should run away with Carisbrooke Castle.) 

First item in the programme, apparently, a merry little game of 
“shell out.” 

And this is the speech the Lord Chancellor spoke :— 

Foreign relations at one time rum have become cordial. Egyptian 
rebels are (Nile)hated. Once we had a Berlin Treaty—we’ll have 
Samoa there (if we can get it). I’m at peace all round. BuTl 
WANT SOME MORE POWDER AND SHOT. State of the gold coinage 
wants looking into. There ought to be more of it floating about 
among the Fun ‘staff. Goschen—see to this. Be good boys, and do 
more work and less talking than last year. 

In the evening things were particularly brisk for so early in the 
Session ; O’Brien’s Breeches becoming as historic as Badajoz’s. 
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UP-HILL WORK. 
LOAD FOR POOR “OLD 





MORALITY.” 


[See Cartoon Verses, p. 96. 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 12. 





Here he is running in an inoffensive old gentleman who happ2ned 


to be walking on the other side of the way where a row was; on. 


CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 
THE ABOLITION OF CHARITY. 


A. What a beautiful person is this I observe! How bountiful are 
his ways! I pray you acquaint me with his name, that I may know 
whom to honour. 

B. Ob, he is well- 
known, and of universal 
reputation. He is Mr. 
Large-Hearted Charity of 
London. 

A.Indeed! Why, 
assuredly I have heard of 
him over the whole earth. 
See, he is thumping down 
a gigantic purse to provide 
penny and free dinners to 
the starving children of 
his native city. Now he 
gives himself great exer- 
tions to provide relief 
works forthe unemployed. 
and give them free break- 
fasts. Now a tear springs 
to his eye as he reads of 
widespread famine in 
India, China, Ireland. and 
once more he plunges his 
hand into that great cash pocket of his! Now he starts a liberal sub- 
scription for a widow left without resources—now for a meritorious 
but unfortunate worker who has lost all—now for Dick, for Tom, and 
for Harry. Anon he gives to a hospital—again to a free library, then 
to a workman's palace. Now a beggar solicits, and down goes the 
hand once more into the bountiful pocket. Why, he is always giving! 
It must surely be that some law—some strange enactment, compels 
this seeming liberality of his? 

B. Nay, not so, for all his giving is voluntary. His delight is to 
deprive himself of this and that little luxury that he may be able to 
give in charity. 

A. Yet meseems he is not rich. 

B. No, be works hard to keep a roof over his head, and to support 
his family in comfort. 





oa * * . 7 + 

A, What corporation is this, and what are these palatial buildings ’ 

B, This tion is the School Board, and these buildings are 
its schools. Cost is not counted in their construction, nor in any of 
the proceedings of the School Board, nor are their ways wise, but 
narrow-minded and blundering. 

A. Why, see, for the first time the Charitable One is frowning, and 
buttoning his pocket. Does he object—he, the Soul of Liberality—to 
providing a decent education for the children of the poor? 

B. Far from it. He highly ny ragte. thereof; but to the waste and 
recklessness of the Board with his hard-earned money he does most 
bitterly object. 

A. And what savoury odour is this’ 
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And here he is about to attempt, single-handed, and without a mo- 





ment’s hesitation, the arrest of a gang of armed and desperate ruffians. 


B. It is a dinner for the Board School pupils, for which the Charit- 
able One is now compelled to pay. 

A. Compelled! But what needed there of compulsion? 

B. Nought indeed ; yet did:the School Board deem it wise to crush 
out his bounteous charity by forcing it. 

A. But see—he grumblies at the impost,and buttons another button 
of his pocket—can it be that he is waxing sordid. an uncharitable 
curmudgeon ’ 

B. Who can say, when 
Charity is forced, com- 
pelled, and racked with 
threats and penalties, 
why, who shall say if—— 
See, these are his children. 

A. These’—but they 
are ignorant little boors 
—they cannot read or 
write, and indeed, they 
look half-starved. 

B. True—for the Cha- 
ritable One cannot afford 
to send his own to school 
nor adequately nourish 
them, now that he has (at 
thrice the necessary cost) 
to educate and feed the 
children of others. And 
see—a new act by which 
he is required to provide 
clothing for these strange little ones, so must his own go barefoot and 
ragged. 

A, And what are these new and handsome dwellings—these 
mounds of new furniture and clothes—this great, new, pervading odour 
of rich viands’ and what is this other new Corporation, girt by this 
atmosphere of shouts and wrangling? . 

B. This new Corporation is the London County ‘Council, and the 
new dwellings, furniture, and rich viands are for the working classes. 
provided perforce out of the pocket of the Charitable One, with much 
extra charges by reason of the reckless extravagance that ever marks 
those that give away the earnings of others. « * * 

A. And, prithee tell me, who is this gruesome and repulsive miser, 
and gloomy curmudgeon, who sees a starving child and passes it by ; 
who reads of distressed millions in India and China, and mutters 
* Let them suffer!” ; who kicks the needy from his path? 

B. Ye recognise him not ; yet is he the Charitable One of former days. 

A. How—and changed to this? 

B. Ay, even so. I pray you ask the Charity Abolition Boards and 
Councils for the reason. 











It is said that Earl Delaware’s heir, who recently came of age, is 
never likely to run away to be married—he is Viscount Cantelope. 





_A NATURALIST, asked if he had collected much seaweed during 
his stay on the coast, replied, “No; you seaweed not much time.” 
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Gael-y, O! 
Os, TAKING THE (LAND 0’) CAKES. 

[Sir George Russell, speaking at Reading, ights 
ago, opined that “about the yeas 1966 the wise of Benton 
would become (onservative, and that it would remain se for 
the next 500 years.’] 

StB GEORDIE RUSSELL, speaking whiles 

At Reading, o’ the Leeb’rals’ guiles,’ 

Said muckle that aroosed ane’s smiles— 
Nay, tauld a “story.” 

Iika Scot, he thocht, wud of a’ styles 
Yet choose the Tory ! 


He posed there as a pro-phet, then— 
An’ seer-iously (a joke, ye ken) 
Predicted just the period when 
) (Denyin’ glories) 
Stern Caledonia’s brawny men 
Wud a’ be Tories ! 


“ Ay, ay,” he said, “ but brawly wait, 

An’ ye'll see the treuth o’ what I state ; 

In nineteen hunnerd an’ tifty-eight 
(And not before, is) 

The blessit date when Scots will hate 
A’ folk but Tories!” 


Hoot, awa! Ye’re fou, Sir G., 
Ye know ye fash yersel’ a wee ; 
What ye predict, sir, ne’er will be— 
It ‘gainst oor lore is. 
‘Tis only Scotsmen daft as ye 
Will e’er be Tories ! 








Moon-etary Difficulties. 


Mr. CHARLES MOON, a mariner, in preference to 
sweeping the main, endeavoured to get charitable 
subscriptions from the Rev. S. G. Scott, Rector of 
Woolwich, by means of a forged letter. However, 
he did not get off Scott free, for he will suffer from 
total eclipse in the inner seclusion of one of Her 
Majesty’s gaols for one calendar month, where he 
will be anything but a full moon. 


A Rime of the Rail. 
(From an American Cutting.) 


THE train it rushed, the train it roared 
And rattled on its road ; 

Full sixty Mormons packed on board, 
Like peas within a pod. 


“ We have done well on this campaign,” 
Grave Elder Greely said ; 

“ Of female converts few are plain, 
And fewer still are wed.” 


“And these”—he smiled behind his hand 
(Twas dirty and large-sized )— 

“When we arrive in Utah’s land, 
They may be Utah-lized.” 


Said Prophet Marvin with a leer, 
“In two maids grace I see ; 

They’re Christian Jensen’s sisters dear, 
I’ve sealed em both to me!” 


It chanced that Christian Jensen heard. 
Now he, who honour prized 

(As Scandinavians do), was stirred, 
And Scandinavialized ! 


And with a stalwart fist and strong 
He punched the Prophet’s eye. 
The other converts came along 

And joined the mutiny. | 


The fight was free ; much gore was shed ; 
I heard they “ lifted ha’r.” 

Indeed, as the Expressman said, 

“Twas carnage in a car!” 











OH! MISS-ERY. 


Muffins (who has just missed his tenth radbit).—“ WELL, | THINK THE DOOCE 


,*? 


HAS GOT INTO THE BBUTES! 


Attendant Sprite —“ WELL, SIB, THEY AIN'T GOT MUCH FLSE INTO NONB OF 


"EM AS YIT, SIR!” 


Until he bade the tempests cease 
In Peace’s sweet behoof, 

By firing off a fowling-piece, 
Shot-loaded, through the roof. 


Then homicide smoothed out its frown, 
The midday hash was slung ; 

Some Gentiles cut the Prophet down, 
Who to a bell-rope hung. 


But the next time the shrill wheels 
screeched, 
As brakes their metal bit, 


“T guess a stopping-place we've reached,” 


Quoth Jensen, “ Girls, we'll git.” 


He got. The converts followed him 
As if he bore a charm. 

He. broad of build and brawn of limb, 
A sister on each arm. 


The baftied Elder tore his hair, 
The throttled Prophet swore ; 
But Jensen and the maidens fair 
Were seen of them no more! 


MORAL. 


That Scandinavians are not missed 
When absent from a row ; 

Too sledge-hammer are they of fist, 
Too adamant of brow! 


And there's a proverb hoar and old 
About the cup and lip ; 

And secret things should Not be Told 
Upon a Railway Trip! 


| there is some su 


TURF CUTTINGS. 
To tus Eprror or “Fux,” 


Str,—Your correspondent has been the 
recipient of three delicate attentions. Mr. 
Harry Etherington has sent him some prelimi- 
nary notes on the forthcoming—perhaps I 
should say Me gee si sman's Ex- 
hibition ; Mr. Chilton, of Low Hill, Liverpool, 
favoured him with a pamphlet on “ Horses 
Worth Following for the Season,” and the 
Financial Times invited him to dinner. 

I accepted all these favours cheerfully. 

I gather that Mr. Etherington has secured 
“the best-situated hall for exhibitions in 
London” (it is the Central Hall, Holborn), 
wherein to display, from the 4th to the 13th 
of April, the usual complete collection of 
articles more or less connected with sport. 

Mr. Chilton’s pamphlet is of such a charac- 
ter as to render the doubling, quadrupling, 
or indefinitely multiplying of one’s income 
mere child's play ; and as | intend to put its 
advice into practice, I expect Col. North will 


pot be in it with me at the end of the season. 


With regard to the Financial Times staff 


_ dinner, the old man can't quite understand 


why he should have been invited, unless 
titious connection 
between his tive line of business and 
the stock-broking finance of the city. 


Yours ever, TROPHONIVS. 


P.8.—Keep your eye on Johnny Morgan 
and Thendeekeen for the Lincoln—don't 
remove your eye on any consideration. 
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A COCK’S TALE, WITH A MORAL. 

















Turning over a New Leaf. 


(The latest complaint of the concert-goer is of the noise made by the turning 


over of the leaves of the programmes.) 


IT is really very bard 

That my pleasure should be 

“owe Marred, 

When I listen to a bard 
Gaily trilling, 

By some loud-lunged noisy 

bore 

Who insists on an encore, 

And—like Oliver—wants more 
For his pit or gallery shilling. 


I have frowned, though all in 


vain, 
On those “parties” who dis- 
dain 
A Beethoven's grandest strain, 
Or a Handel's ; 
Who, when prima donnas sing, 
Still believe it’s quite “the 
thing,” 
To be loudly whispering 
To their neighbours naughty 
scandals. 


I have yielded to my fate, 
When the swells who will come 
late, 
Stalk in with an air of state, 
Self-important ; 
And all meekly I’ve made way 
For the ones who will not stay, 
Why, with fuss and noise, do 
they 
Go out when they “didn’t 
oughtn’t”’? 


But the last straw breaks the 
back 
Of the camel, and alack ! 
With despair my heart-strings 
crack 
Like poor Werner's, 
As there fall upon my ear 
Hateful sounds, and there appear 
The grim forms of those I 
fear— 
Nuisances yclept leaf-turners |! 








FEBRUARY FILL-DYKE. 


Feprvaky fill-dyke, is it? Well, I’m rather glad it is. I hate to 
see a lot of people gadding about wasting their time pleasuring. A 
good nice week of rain keeps them at home from wasting their money. 
1 like to see the rain lying in the fields too. Who cares about 
hunting? I don’t. I'd just as soon see a mouse caught with a bit of 
cheese as a fox come out of a spinny any day. And as if bad weather 
made any difference to me! I can sit before the fire,can’t I? I can 
read just as well, can’t I? And if my liver is bad what's to stop me 
from taking a Turkish bath, I should like toknow? I had one the 
other day ; I was enjoying it all right, only that beastly Jones came 
in and began his usual imbecile cackle about the weather and all the 
rest of it. I’d like to have given the shampooer half a crown to have 
a tin-tack in his hand while he was rubbing him. Babble, babble, 
babble, he went on. He would go on cackling, too, about the rain, 
and he came under my umbrella. He! he! I took good care to let 
the drops go on his collar, and to rub the silk well up on his hat. 
There’s nothing does for a hat as well as that. I’ve often tried the 
trick on before with men that I thoroughly hate—and I hate that 
beggar hard enough, I can tell you. 

There’s a picture somewhere or the other called “February fill- 
dyke,” with all the water sticking in the road. I always have tho- 
roughly relished that. I could fancy the old labourers going slushing 
along there, getting thoroughly wet through all up their trousers, and 
then going into the “ Barley Mow,” and getting the rheumatism from 
sitting steaming before the fire while they wolfed down their four- 
penny ale. That's the way to send the old men to the poor-house 
quickly. And a good job too, I say. Who wants alot of old labourers 
hanging about everywhere? I’m sure I don’t, for one. And then the 
fowls die sometimes when there’s too much rain about, and the 
farmers’ wives make something out of ’em as a rule, and now they 
don’t for the rain. And aigood job too for them, they don’t get pocket 
money to spend in spirits and fal-lals,so I tell you. Bah! Farmers’ 
wives, indeed | DIOGENES TUBBS, 








Truth and Fashion. 
AN ALLEGORY. 


TRUTH, one fine day, confronting Fashion, said, 
“ Why dress in finery from foot to head? 

Look upon me!—I nothing wear at all, 

And trust me, the convenience is not small.” 
“Yes,” replied Fashion, “ but your nakedness 
Involves you in some scrapes, you must confess ; 
Whoe’er you visit, be he rich or poor, 

In that scant costume, shows you to the door.” 


And no Parade About it, Hither. 


GENEROSITY and patriotism are two good qualities. The Duke of 
Westminster has displayed both by giving to the St. George’s Rifles a 
site for new head-quarters in Davies Street, Berkeley Square, for 
ninety-nine years at a peppercorn rent. Lucky corps! No head- 
quarters rent to pay! Our breast is filled with envy. Would that 
some “dukes” could be “put up” to “land” us in that fashion. 


—£ i” oN ] by 
——— > a? 17) | i ts 





NATURALLY!—THE FINISHING TOUCH. 
Lady Guide—‘ All that now remains. sir, is for me to lead you to 


St. George’s, Hanover Square.” 


‘Piorey 
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Ja-panning Out. 
{Japan has just inaugurated a new Con- 
stitution, with a Parliament, &c.] 
( With apologies to the “ Mikado" of Savoy.) 


JAPAN, you're now prepared 
To do what’s thought correct, 
You have recently declared 
That a Parliament you’ll elect. 
Now, now, @ Parliament you'll 
elect, 
But don’t, if you please. 
Mimic Britain’s M.P.s, 
In the Parliament you select. 


In all your reign (and before it) 
never 

Did such a thing exist ; 
So, Emperor, you, by all but a few, 
Will be deemed a philanthropist, | 
But let it be your chief endeavour | 
To choose all members sent 
Extremely clever | 
| 
| 





(Which they’re seldom, if ever, 
In England’s Parliament.) 


Then a Senate most sublime, 
And one that won’t waste time, 
You yet may own, as is clearly 

shown, 
In your Japaneasy clime ; 
May no M.P. you’ve sent 
On obstruction e’er be bent, 
Let them do and not drone in 
your Parliament, 
Your very new Parliament. 


THIs is a full description of an 
oyster which was dredged off 
Christchurch Head the other day. 
Length 7 in. ; breadth, 7 in. ; cir- 
cumference 16 in.; and 203 ‘in. 
round the outside edge; weight 
33 lb. The Yankees are pretty 
famous for big oysters, but one 
like this will want a lot of licking, 
in fact it is so big one can hardly | 
swallow it. A dozen of these and | 
a gallon of stout would keep one 
going comfortably till late dinner. 








COMMANDING PREMISES.—The 
Horse Guards, 





KNICKNAOKS. 
A MEDICAL contemporary informs its readers that the best thing 
to quench thirst is a thin slice of lemon. Of course, it is a matter of 


opinion, but Mr. Boozer says that a pint of ale answers his purpose 
excellently well. 





You will always find that the true gal 
Is ever neat, tidy, and frugal ; 

By all she’s applauded, 

And then she’s rewarded 
By union in bondage conjugal. 


It is said that Paisley Museum possesses the mummy of a child 
supposed to be five thousand years old. We should call that a some- 
what elderly child. 


A New American craze is to write love letters on five-dollar bills, 
We trust that this fashion will never be introduced into England, for 
what with gilt-edged paper and photograa™ and flowers, and gloves, 
things are quite bad enough, and courtship will become unsupport- 
able if a poor fellow is obliged to use a five-pound note every time 
he wants to tell his best girl how much he loves her. 





Fact.—Railway Traveller (confidentially).—‘ Allow me to give 
you my card; I’m a printer by trade. Might I inquire what you 
are ? ” 

Interesting Stranger.—“ Er—er, my profession is that of a valet, 
and I am in attendance upon Lord ——.” 


~ 4 j 
ie : 





THE SAME OLD GAME; 


OR, BOB-APPLE AT ST. STEPHEN'S, 


SLEDGING in Lapland must be rather a peculiar sport, according 
to a recent writer, for you always bave to be on your guard against 
the reindeer, and directly you perceive the amiable beast becoming 
vicious, the only thing is to jump out and creep underneath the 
sledge, until the deer bas sufficiently exhausted his temper by butting 
the vehicle, then jump in and drive on again. Pleasant, very! 


WE beg toinform our correspondent “ Blowhard ” that the following 
musical instruments are those usually considered most suitable to the 
individuals indicated :—The cornet for ostlers, castanet for fishermen, 
violin for beerhouse-keepers, guitar (get tar) for seamen, trumpet for 
whist players, and the hautboy for gardeners, 


ALL girls should have a slight knowledge of gardening to the 
extent, for instance, that they cannot obtain Boy's Love from Old 
Man, cr Heart's Lase from Marry gold, 


Oreditor.—" Good morning, sir.” 

Debtor.—“ Ah, Mr. Jones, l’'ve been trying to check your account.” 

Creditor.—“A postal-order would have done as well, sir, thank 
you.” 


THE old proverb, ‘When at Rome do as the Romans do,” would 
scarcely have been considered good advice during the late Socialistic. 


riots, 





ONE of the first things that an innocent young countryman lear 
on coming to town is that Hon. does not invariably stand for honest 


‘ ; / , j 6 case will they be returned unless 
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He.—“ Doosip ODD! SOME FELLOWS, DON’T YOU KNOW, ARE 


POLISHED OFF. 


QUITE NERVOUS ABOUT POLISHED FLOORS—I WONDEB WHY?” 


Up-hill Work. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


ON a sort of vehicle which they call 
A Safety Bicycle (1 suppose 

"* Because ite careful rider knows 

That he cannot have very far to fall)— 

On a Safety Bicycle, I repeat, | 

+ Good Mr. Smith appears astride, 

~. And does his level best to ride 

Without a mishap at the Parliament meet. 

He pounds along on his two-wheeled steed 
(Which isn't so sure as some would think), 
And now and then swerves quite close to 

the brink 

Of a chasm that might prove fatal indeed. 

The way is up-hi!l, the road it is rough, 

The ruts are shaking to every bone, 

And even to work the machine alone, 
Without carrying weight, were bad enough ; 
But since Mr. Ba'four sits behind, 
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With Mr. O'Brien's thingummy bobs, 

This must be one of the hardest jobs 
That you in a long day’s march could find, 
And we half suspect that in reality 
It will be too much for poor “ Old Morality.” 





“T NEVAH argue,” exclaimed a youthful 
Primroser the other day, “‘ because it’s vulgah, 
don’t you know; but with wefferwence to 
those Wadical fellows, have you nevah 
noticed that while you often wead of Wadi- 
cal cures, you nevah wead of Conservative 
cures, or even Liberal Union cures? That 
must show the bad state they’re in, mustn't 


>» 


it, now! 

OBVIOUS.—A great actor! not know what 
constitutes a great actor? Well, if a wide 
range and plenty of fire doesn’t make a grate 
actor, we give it up. 





ABSOLUTELY 
PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 





Cadbury's 
ocoa 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


HE DISCOVERS THE REASON. 


WE constantly read of the “ hat being sent 
round” when funds are low for charitable 
and other purposes. Now, for a whip round 
wouldn’t the best sort of hat be a ‘‘top” one? 
We simply ask you. 





It’s Snow Matter! 
WE oftentimes, alas! have felt 
(And, sad to say, it induces wrath), 
That whenever the snow begins to melt, 
Life is, indeed, a thaw-ny path. 





It is difficult to offer thanks at the con- 
clusion of a meal at a vegetarian restaurant 
because it is utterly impossible to say “ Grace 
after meat.” 





Mrs. PODMORE says when she goes on the 
“Continong” she always has all her letters 
addressed to the Poste Restaurant. 
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(1) Said the Foreign Office fogies to 3) A so-called Baldwin Pony hada fall (5) Nowthe“high”Oourt costumeisin | (7) Lo,“growing lads” are wanted to 
Archbishop Benson a on (9) while parachuting, vogue deep-thinking folk conjec- be 'prenticed to the army, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE HAYMARKET.—What a good 
thing for Shakespeare that he got 
outside the range of criticism 
before I was born! How I could 
have——but there! And how 
he would have winced! But 
why dwell upon it — why dwell 
upon it ?—let us to the perform- 
ance of The Merry Wives «/ 
Windsor—as, indeed, I did to it— 
as given at this theatre. 





SHAKESPEARE in the farcical- 
comedy mood was never altogether 
at bis best, and the Merry Wives 
is mostly coarse fare (in every 
sense), with not a little rough- 
and-tumble pantomime thrown 
in. But the plotting of it is right 
good, and there be the fair con- 
ception of the gentle Anne Page, 
THE HAYMARKET.—A GOOvLY TREK and the pretty grace of the final 

¥ROM WINDSOR PARK. MASTER OF scene, to keep it sweet and whole- 

ING POR “THE SACK,” AND GETTING S0Me. But, indeed, I am born 

‘ THE CHCCK” too late to criticise the Bard, and 

I will not do it, la, by these 
boots, I will not, though you scourge me else! 





I SHOULD think Mr. Tree's “fat knight” Jacks no merit the ab- 
sence of which cannot be traced to Nature’s default. It is not within 
the range of a thin man to impersonate a fat man without short- 
coming. To make up the face to fatness mars the power of expres- 
sion somewhat, and a man fatteneth otherwhere besides in the paunch 
—(I write in the Shakespearian spirit). But go to; these inevitable 
drawbacks notwithstanding, Mr. Tree shows a very thorough grasp 
of the character. He isa rolling mass of unctuous fun—as oily in 
his humour as such a “ gross fat man”’ should be, and as mellow, too, 
as betits a mighty toper. The part has not been better or more appre- 
ciatively played within my knowledge—albeit I remember Phelps, 
and will swear by him in comedy till all is blue. 


SCCH a strong cast has b2en mustered for the other parts as makes 
the performance a constant intellectual pleasure and puts the critic 
in the difficulty of having to praise almost the entire company, one 
by one, or make invidious selections, I naturally take the latter 
alternative. Mr. C. Brookfield at least cannot complain that nature 
bas unfitted him for the part which has fallen to his lot. Slender 
suits him all over, and he plays it for all it is worth, though the 
chances it offers are slender, too, maybe. I'm afraid Mr. Macklin is 
not altogether sincere as the jealous Ford, but as I only half think it 
I will not set it down against him, as he pleased me greatly. In dis- 
guise he looked much like a drawing by Marks—a quaint and pleasant 

discovery. Messrs. Rizhton and 
. Kemble did their clowning with 
all necessary and conscientious 
carnestness. Mr. J. 8. Blythe 
gives “full measure” of colour 
to mine host, though not objec- 
tionably so. Messrs. Allan, Mar- 
wood, and Crisp, with some de- 
fect in the second named, -vive 
character to Falstaff's attendant 
roysterers. Mr. Perceval Clark is 
a good “old man,” Mr. Fuller 
Mellish a ditto young man, and 
Mr. Dodsworth plays Simple with 
a good touch of character. Miss 
Henrietta Lindley and Miss Rose 
Leclercq are a capital pair of 
“ wives ""—Miss L. quite kittenish 
—and Mrs. Edmund Phelps an 
ideal Mrs. Quickly, comely, gar- 
rulous, and venal. For Mrs. 
Tree's Anne Page, it is as sweet 
and charming as the conception 
itself, and | know not what 
better I can say. 





THE H \YM\RKET.—SLENDER 
OPPORTUNITIES. 


To a lover of the Thames and its neighbourhood there is awarded 
delight by the charm of the beautiful scenery with which the piece is 
illustrat d, extending to the luxury of a couple of extra pictures as 





tableau curtains. The interiors have a harmonious fitness in design 
and accessories without any too-evident straining after “archeology, 

which makes them sweetly soothing in their unexacting calm. Sir 
Arthur Sullivan’s music is delightful. I notice that, among the other 
immortals The Merry Wives raise, they were able to include specimens 
of the “oof” (or “ ouphe,” as Shakespeare ignorantly spells it). This 
ability argues well for the success of this splendid revival, which is 
intended to last until Easter brings Mr. H. A. Jones’s new drama 


round to us. 


Nops AND WINKS —The matinée complaint is attacking Terry's 
pretty severely. Besides The Policeman, which, or who, will put in 
his appearance this (Tuesday) afternoon, a piece by Mr. J. W. Pigott, 
called The Bookmaker (Mr. Terry appearing as that same) will be 
produced on Tuesday week, the 19th, while Mr. Bronson Howard's 
Young Mrs, Winthrop will be played on the following Tuesday, the 
26th._Now Misters the Amateurs, now’s your chance! Richard 
Henry’s eminently successful comedy-drama, First Mate, now playing 
at the Gaiety, has just been) published at “French’s.” You know 
French’s, in the Strand, next door to the passage nearly opposite the 
Vaudeville, which leads to the Savoy—you know !—Mr. Grundy has 
written a farcical comedy, and called it Merry Margate; it will 
follow Uncles and Aunts at the Comedy, they say.—Messrs. Burnand 
and Solomon are now turning their lyrical and musical attention 
to the old farce, Domestic Economy. —Mr. Cecil Howard's excellent 
compendium, Dramatic Notes for 1889, is just published. The infor- 
mation and history in the present issue are more copious and complete 
than ever. Mr. Howard not only concerns himself with new produc- 





THE HAYMARKET.—THE LETTERS !—A FACSIMILE PAGE! MORE FORD GERIES! 


tions in London, the provinces, America, and Paris, but he gives short, 
pithy notes in chronological companionship to the rest of the work, of 
collateral occurrences connected with, or interesting to, the theatrical 
world. Whether as a reminder and record, or as a useful and accu- 
rate work of reference, “ Dramatic Notes” has very high claims.— 
Mrs. Beringer’s Zares is on the eve of a country trip, A touring 
company will, it is said, presently rehearse it at the Opera Comique 
under the direction of the authoress and Mrs, Bandmann who has 
acquired the country rights.—Zhe Weaker Sex, and Mr. and Mrs. 
Kendal, are due at the Court on the 16th inst.—I'm looking out for 
two matinées which I expect to see this month (what a month!)— 
one, in which Miss Marian Lea, the clever and charming young lady 
at the Vaudeville, is interested, of a play called The Duk+’s Boast ; 
the other, which will be found to concern Miss Amy McNeill of the 
Surrey, Grand, Britannia, Jodrell, Drury Lane, etc., etc., of another 
named Her Ladyship. No connection between Zhe Duke's Boast 
and Her Ladyship, | suppose ’—Mr. Mansfield proposes to produce 
Richard ITI, at the Globe, on Saturday the 16th inst., which clashes 
with the Court date. Will The Weaker (Sex) go to the wall? 
NESTOR, 








A Sarsaparillavant Statement. 


WHENE’ER you feel very unwell, my friends, 
And fain would feel “ weller,” not “iller,’ \* 
You should simply rush off to the famed Town's-end, 
Where you'll find if a trifle you care to expend, 
“ American Sarsaparilla.” * 
* The rhymes marked above may to rule be a treason, 
But if they're not rhyme, at least they are reason. 
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(1) 


Landgrabbin’ thafe of 4 landlord 


(Cy) 


Ana Sarva & snult of prson air wauld he breath 


Its houldiw his breath he was after 
tll Bey thought hed burrsk 





“My Son, when Politicians entice 


thee——” 


{At the recent annual meeting of the Mortlake 
Working Men’s Olub, Sir J. Whittaker Ellis remarked 
that he considered the said club specially enjoyable 
and interesting, because it ignored politics. It was, 
therefore,much more likely to be productive of good. 
— Vide Press.) 


IN the deadliest hour of the dead-long 
night, 
On the Blackfriars Bridge he stood ; 
And the death-god had looked on his face so 
white, 
And had frozen his stagnant blood. 
Squalid and scant were the rags he wore, 
And his head and his feet were bare ; 
And his heart was heavy, and bruised, and 
sore 
At the touch of the fiend despair. 
No more, for him should the bright sun 
beam, 
_ Or the merle and the mavis sing ; 
Nor the fires of hope in his orbits gleam, 
Nor her fount in his heart upspring. 
Eftsoons, at rest in yon waters deep, 
His heart should forget its gloom ; 
But sadly, ere taking the frenzied leap, 
He wrote of his piteous doom. 
“Oh, friends, take warning! My curse has 
been 
Neither gaming-room, turf, nor pub. ; 
My ruin began in that hour, I ween, 
When I joined a political club.” 


His lands are fertile, and rich, and wide, 
His palaces tall and fair ; 


Bedad ts NM Foone y that wasa creak spaker intorriy: 
Shure he advised the bhoys to blow a hole through thar 





(2) Put yae bloodthurrsty mikmons of the 
oppressor got hould of him 


) 4% Then the bhoys subscribed 
(sd 5 a shullin and senk Micky 
4s~ JNelaney to send a kle 
gram about ib.at 3 o'clock 
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Ana thrust him nto a gloomy gaol 
But hus proud Sowl was unfett ¢ rea Sel he re- 
{used his victuals and divil a stitch of clothes 
would he wear 


7) Ana begorra what cub ooney to the 


heart was 


to find when he got out 
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that there was dvvil 
a word of \t in the papers. 








And he stalks erect in his lordly pride, 
A corpulent millionaire, 
And one might not deem, from his veins of 
blue, 
Or divine, from his courtly port, 
That ever he'd toiled with the “hoodlum” 
crew, 
Or had slept in an East-end court. 
Yet only a few rapid years have fled 
Since we noted him labouring hard 
To lessen his burthen of needles and thread, 
As he stood in St. Paul’s Churchyard. 
And we asked him what marvellous chance 
had brought 
This freedom from toil and care ; 
And he laughed “ Ha, ha!” and his thighs he 
smote, 
Did that corpulent millionaire. 
“I quitted grim poverty’s dire estate, 
I escaped from the genus ‘ Scrub,’ 
In the rapturous moment when first I eate 
In an Anti-Political Club!” 





Mr. GUTHRIE, with the sitnaees 
refixes of Seton and Charles, was hal 
ress Mr. Hannay, at Marlborough Street, 
for being drunk whilst in possession of a re- 
volver. Fortunately, he did not let the 
revolver off ; and, fortunately for the com- 
fort and safety of the citizen of peace, Mr. 
Hannay emulated his example, and didn’t 
let him off, but sent him up for a month, 
during which time he will, no doubt, be a 
“revolver” on his worse than folly—a revolver 

longing for his discharge. | 


KNICKNACKS,. 


“GENTLEMEN! " exclaimed an orator from 
the Sister Isle, “Z have a few words to say 
before I begin, because I know very well that 
my opponent will want to dispute the wnan- 
swerable arguments which 1 am about to 
bring forward.” 





* SURE, and the Papal Bull is too tough en- 
toirely for us to swallow,” observed Mr. 
O'Praty, while conversing on the subject of 
the “first gem of the sea.” ‘' Especially now 
that there’s no steak for the disobadient.” 


’ He must have meant stake.—Ep. 


Reader of the Daily Gusher,—“ But, Mr, 
Irishman, are you not aware that you are 
guilty of treason?” 

Irishman,—‘' 1 have good reason for it,” 

Reader.—“ 1 cannot perceive any reason. 
I have never read of any in my morning 
paper.” 

Irishman,—“1s not the absent T (ab- 
centee) a good reason for Treason ?"’ 


A PARAGRAPH has been going round the 
apers about the Marquis of Salisbury having 

n entertained by certain membera of the 
Wesleyan Body at Tunbridge Wells, like the 
angel unawares, and a friend of ours, who 
belongs to an opposition denomination, is 
very wroth thereat. “Didn't know him, 
indeed, pshaw!” he exclaimed indignantly, 
“ They are well named We-sly-wna,” 
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There are two morals to this story : 
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“ON GRAVEL SOIL.” 


one teaches how much good a little wholesome imagination will do; while the other shows how far a very moderate quantity 
of gravel soil will go with a contented builder. 
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Bless me!” he said, “ this doesn't seem to have the texture of gravel!’ And he modelled some beautiful flower-pots out of that : 


soil, which, you know, you can’t very well do with gravel. 
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A MATTER OF CONTROVERSY. 


A SHORT time ago we had lost our way endeavouring to walk 
home in the depths of the night, and after climbing several fencee, 
and jumping a few moats 
in the ordinary course of 
traversing the streets, we 
found ourselves in a 
strange yard with no out- 
let. 

We were surrounded, as 
far as we could distin- 
guish, by dark, vague, 
gloomy forms of all kinds. 
They were cold and re- 
pellent to the touch, and 
our skin felt creepy as 
there came into our mind 
a distant resemblance be- 
tween our situation and 
that of the party witha 
tube pressed to his mouth, 
who, in entering a cave, 
suddenly comes upon a 
sort of buccaneer in strange, wild raiment, and with a blue face evi- 
dently resulting from decease. (Where did we see this awful picture, 
by-the-way? Was it in any of Skelt’s plates, or was it in another 
existence!) Then we heard a sound as of low sobbing, and, with hair 
erect, we braced ourselves and struck a light. 

At our feet lay a disused, or, at least temporarily unemployed, 
piece of ordnance, and from its muzzle the sobs obviously proceeded. 
We sat down on it and gently stroked its:coils as we inquired, 

“ Whence this unhappiness’ Ifa word of sincere sympathy from 
a pitying heart can i 

“It is very kind of you to say 80,” sobbed the gun, “ but I’m really 
ashamed for you to see me in this state—me, whose terrible voice 
ought to be striking terror into the breasts of warriors, and—but 
never mind that. Ah, I'm not the gun I once was—they've broken 
down my spirit among them, and taken all the powder out of me——” 

‘ Who's ‘ they’?” we inquired. 

“Who! Why, the party politicians, It’s all party now, and in 
spite of the boasted advance of science, the partizan is still a more 
powerful weapon than the cannon, I'll tell you all about it. It’s the 
National Defences question——” Here it broke off with a hyste- 
rical sob, and shrieked, ‘‘ Can you tell me whether I exist—whether | 
am here in this place or not—can you :” 

“Why,” we eaid, “surely that can hardly be a matter for contro- 
versy——’ 

“Oh, can’t it!" said the gun, ‘can't it—that’s all! It can, though, 
and it’s that which is undermining my constitution so dreadfully. J 
don't know whether I'm in existence or not. Before all this dreadful 
controversy | was distinctly under the impression that I was a rather 
old-fashioned ten-ton muzzle-loading gun, and that I was lying here 
unused ; but now the Let-it-Slide party declare that I am not only a 
hundred-ton breech-loader of the very latest type, but that I am not 
here at all, but mounted in a battery on the most advantageous posi- 
tion along the whole British coast! Well, I might have succeeded in 

believing this, and so 

2 se ” regained m eace of 

HY bapaahdteaa mind, but for the Touch- 
. ‘em-Up party, who de- 
clare that I am not only 
non-existent, but am a 
cracked old tin-pot of the 
most «antiquated type, 
and cannot carry an 
ounce shot ten yards; 
further than this, they 
say that I have been 
broken up and melted 
down long ago, and never 
did exist, and am filling 
the place that ought to 
be occupied by a new 
hundred-tonner on board 
HM.S. Buster. Oh, 
what am I to do?” 
“It certainly is very 








painful for you,” we said, rising in our sympathetic agitation, and 
stumbling over a lump of something heavy on the ground. We 
damaged our sacred nose severely in the fall, and arose with obiur- 
gation: “An apoplexy seize the beastly thing!” we remarked. 
“He! he ! It can't!" chuckled the gun, “'cos it is'nt there,” 
“ What isn't there?" we demanded savagely, “The apoplexy? Of 
course it isn't—not yet.” ; 








“No, not the apoplexy ; the object you stumbled over.” 

“Ign’t there? But we tell you we can feel it even now all through 
our bones,” we thundered. 

“ Doesn’t matter a bit. I'm not here,” put in the lump of iron. 
‘‘ There's no question about that, as beth parties agree about it. The 
Let-it-Slide party declare that I am a torpedo of the finest class at 
present aboard the H.M. torpedo boat Pug, while the Touch-’em-Up 
party swear that I have not yet been constructed, and will be useless 
when I have been. So you see I’m not here, in any case; and you 
can’t have stumbled over me, can you?” 

We walked on, musing how this thing could be, and came upon two 
frenzied persons gesticulating about an old hulk which lay on the 
shore. They were the Let-it-Slide party and the Touch-’em-Up party, 

“Sir,” said the former, “it is a magnificent man-of-war, and it is, 
at this moment, protecting British interests on the China station.” 

‘‘ Pooh, sir!” said the other. “It is a mere rotten tub ; and, what's 
more, it is not even built or designed yet!” 

At this moment, just as they both agreed on the one point of its 
not being there, the hulk heeled over and pounded them flat 
beneath it. And the moral of it all is that stone and bone and hard 
cast iron are simply matters of opinion to party politicians, and that 
there is nothing solid under the sun, 








A Rhyme for the Time, 


WHO forged the letters? Who lent you aid? 

“T,” said Dick Pigott ; “T,” said old Labby ; 

In morals no bigot, “The trick was so shabby 
“ TJ forged the letters.,”’ That J lent my aid.” 


Who was the victim ? 
“T,” said Parnell ; 
‘You know very well 

That Z was the victim.” 


Who traced the fraud ? 
“J,” said George Lewis ; 
“It perfectly true is 

That 7 traced the fraud.” 


Who made it plain? 
“T,” said Charles Russell ; 
“ We had a hard tussle, 
But Z made it plain.” 


Who feels a fool? 
“T,” said poor Walter ; 
“My ways I must alter, 
For J feel a fool.”’ 


An Uufunny Practical Joke. 
IT’ was too bad of her to send him a telegram to the City, “ Wife 


just dropped down dead,” and then to enter the outer office and watch 


through the window its effect. And when she saw him fling a pile of 
papers off the desk into the air and jump, she said to herself, “ Dear 
fellow, grief has turned his brain!” But when she heard him shout 
‘Hooray !” at the top of his voice, and seize the hands of the chief 
clerk and execute a wild Highland fling of unmistakable delight, she 
mentioned that she was there. The collapse of that poor man would 
have been comical if it had not been so uncompromisingly pathetic. 
Attempted explanations were useless, 





THE Debate on the Address.—Trying to explain to a policeman 
(after you've been “ dining”) where you live, 





THE LEARNED PIGOTT 
WHO! MASTERED HIS “HESITENCY” AT LAST, AND BOLTED. 
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Wilde Wisdom. 


[You have come just in time,” said a lady recently to Mr. Oscar Wilde, 
“and can arrange my screens for me.” Whereupon Mr. W. replied, “Oh, 
don t arrange them—let them occur. ’] 


Q WILDE, who wert once wont to be so zithetic 
With many an utterly utter remark, 

This new epigram strikes us in manner prophetic, 
Shedding light on affairs that were hitherto dark. 

This screen-placing fancy of thine is most precious, 
And so all our hearts it doth nobly bestir— 

Let ws say whene’er similar doubts may enmesh us, 

“Oh, let it occur!” 


For instance, suppose that some “ rough” grows insulting, 
Or say that some cad to be rude is inclined 

(For both sorts of vermin in filth are exulting, 
And want taking down, a3 you'll frequently find), 

You of course will endeavour to punish the “ beauty ” 
(For at getting a hiding such cattle demur). 

Don’t furce your best ‘‘upper-cut’’—No; ’tis your duty 

To let it “ occur’! 


When you woo (as you're sure to do sooner or later, 
Unless it should happen your wooing is done), 
You may want to kiss her (if but for her mater), 
Or she may be yearning to give you just one. 
Fellow-spooner, our Oscar's remark here may guide you 
(His advice may be used by a him or a her)— 
Don't “arrange’”’ this embrace when your dear one’s beside you— 
No; let it “occur”! 


If you're married (and some this no doubt will apply to), 
To your partner be always unselfish and kind ; 

K’en if Ma-in-law should (and some Mas-in-law try to) 
Disturb your calm domicile—be ye combined, 

And be careful (to husbands this line is directed) 
Not to linger out Jate—for some do, I infer,— 

For, though wifey mayn’t fume when your “state” she’s detected, 








m4 


She may let it “occur” ! 


For politics, also, this Wilde phrase has meaning— 

There are Tories in pow’r who—well, need I say more ? 
Suffice it to add that their bounce is o'erweening 

(Though Piggy’s pet “ plant” must have made them feel sore). 
The saw about ‘“ rope enough” doubtless applieth ; 

But still should a chance come their game to deter, 
Then, Lib’rals, don't simply intend (for time flieth), 

Bat let it occur / 


GETTING GOLD FOR NOTES.—Patti at the Albert Hall. 


THH COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
No. 9.—ON THE EXTRAORDINARY ADVANTAGES OF THE MARRIED 

STATE AS COMPARED WITH THE WRETCHEDNES3 OF CELIBACY, 

UXORI0, a Married Man, EUBILIO, a Bachelor, meeting. 

EUBILIO. Save you heartily, my once companion! Ods! you are 
greatly changed. 

Uxorio, Ay, indeed, Ithank heavenforit. Yet was I oncea goat of 
the giddiest, a masher of the mashiest, and a dandy of the dandiest. 
To-day I am an altered being. Observe these boots. 

EusB, Square-toed are they in good sooth, and of the baggiest. 

Uxo. My youngest children ride to market on them. I ama 
married man, 

I;0B. You have the air of it, i’ fakins ! 

Uxo Pray you look at this hat. 

Eun. It is brushed the wrong way. 

Uxo, See you this coat, these what-do-you-call-’ems/ | You turn 
aside, you weep—and ‘tis natural. My state awakens envy. I have 
asixty-pound villa at Peckham witha row of laurels in front, and 
another of gooseberry bushes behind it. Therein | live with my wife, 
the mother of my wife. my maid, and my six or seven children. Oh, 
be married, lose no time,—you will thank me afterwards for my good 
counsel, 

Eup. Pray you enumerate me the special joys of a married man’s 
existence. 

Uxo. Why, to begin with, he gets married. 

Evs..I hear ye. 

_ Uxo, Thenceforward, no more solitude ; for his female companion 
is ever by his side, And all his vaguer speculations vanish in the 
contemplation of an ingenious puzzle, videlicit,—how to adapt an in- 
come, which has hitherto been sufficient for the needs of One, so that 
it shall meet the requirements of Two, without undue tension of its 
elastic properties. 


He.—* Not going anywhere to-night—hang it! 

She.— It's really too awfully absurd. 
grianing at us for a Darby and Joan.” 

He,—“ 1m otf to the club.” 

She.—“l'll get Cousin Charlie to take me to the Lyric. 
good time.” 


























THE MARRIED A LA MODE. 


No more am I.” 
Everybody in the set will be 


Ta-ta, Havea 
[ Exveunt different ways. 


Kon, And this accomplished 

Uxo, A new and still more delightful mental exercise invites the 
married one. ‘Tis—how to manipulate an income which has been 
already adapted to meet the requirements of Two, so that it shall suflice 
for the support of Three. 

EvuB. Ay, indeed! and this further question solved q 

xo. The game becomes more enthralling. A kaleidoscopic vista 
of widening possibilities opens out before the enraptured vision of 

the husband and father. If he does not lose count or become be- 
wildered, the exercise may continue indefinitely, 

Eus. I begin to see that a bachelor’s lot is not after all so much 
to be—— 

Uxo. Envied, sayest thou! and truly. For what are the enjoy- 
ments of the (‘lub in comparison with those of an evening spent by 
the mutual fireside in company with an excellent woman, who has 
looked at you over the top of the same teapot for the last ten years? 
Can the feverish delights of billiards, ¢carte, or the pound-point 
rubber excel those of the calm connubial backgammon-board? Show 
me the oyster and champagne supper that is equal in flavour to the 
gorge of prehistoric cold mutton washed down with Scotch ale—old 
and mild—which has from time immemorial been the nightly refec- 
tion of the married man? 

EvuB. Spare me, O glittering-eyed being ! 

(xo, On one condition. Wed you; and that speedily. Let others 
choose their vocations. I will be the Missionary of Marriage, Marri- 
age! ‘Tis the panacea for all happiness. It thins the blood, polishes 
the scalp, loosens the teeth, touches up the temper, swells the Census, 
crowds the Divorce Court, provides pabulum for the replenishment of 
the Penny I’ress. It fattens the Cemetery and gluts the Gaol, It——! 
A murrain on him! He hath departed, the scurvy rogue! May 
he be married, and speedily! Yonder goes the Peckham omnibus, 
Hi! Li! hil 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 13. 











Here she is telling the reverend gentleman that she is sv sorry not 
to be able to contribute to the soup kitchen for the Deserving Poor 
Fund, but she really hardly knows where to turn for money just now. 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THE Opposition, in pugilistic frame of mind, put up its mawlies, 
or rather ite Morley, on Monday, and he denounced the compulsory 
shaving of Irish political prisoners as barbarous, while bis colleagues 
were loud in their assertions that the Ministerial po'icy in Ireland 
was bigoted—or was it Pigotted? Mr. Balfour made a long speech 
(he is constitutionally always long on his legs), and there was some 
very pretty countering. Sir (, Campbell drew from the First Lord 
Smith the depressing intelligence that the salt monopoly is not a 
criminal conspiracy, although to Fun it looks very like “exclusive 
dealing.” Mr. Broadhurst called attention to the defective state of 
the roofs of the Law “ourts. Perhaps he meant the one Sir Charles 
Russell has “brought down,” or has the brogue flying about the 
corridor of the “ Pigotteries"’ shaken the timbers? 

Naturally, the hobby of the Lobby on Tuesday night was Pigott. 
In fact, the question of the hour, the civilised world all over, was 
“ Where is Pigott?" And not only ho, but the Star and P.M.G. 
answered “Where!” Mr. Healy asked the same question, probably 
ironically, of the Home Secretary, since there is perhaps no man in 
Great Britain who has less idea of the whereabouts of the metro- 

litan criminal than the gentleman who at present mismanages the 

ome (Office. All sides must admit that on this phase of what is 
practically a political investigation, Mr. Parnell stands cleared from 
the gravest of the charges made against him, and entitled to the 
apok gies of all who have expressed their belief that he wrote the 
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letters in question. It is a matter of regret that the leading journal 
of the world should have been duped more easily than any green- 
horn in a racecourse ; but it is more a matter of congratulation that 
ir. Parnell escapes unscathed the shot levelled at his reputation. 











And here she is impressing upon the dressmaker that she is on no 
account to spare any expense whateverin making up the new costumes 
she has just ordered for her trip to Monte Carlo, 


COMEDIES OF EVERYDAY LIFE.—No. V. 
IS MARRIAGE A FAILURE? 


(The SISTERS DOVECOTE converse in their oun room. The younger, 
PAMELA, is engaged to be married ; the elder, GEURGINA, who has 
never had an “ offer,” has followed with warm, not to say burning, 
interest, the course of a conspicuous newspaper correspondence.) 


GEO. Some day you'll wish, I'm sure, that you had read 
At least some portion of what has been said, 
And weighed the pros and cons. 
PAM, Your mem’ry fails 
To cal] back how I've always hated “ scales,” 
GEO, I take it there’s no other reason why 
You can't play better, even when you try. 
But what | say is—were I you, you know— 
I should not worry pa for my trowsseau. 
Though standing upon wedlock’s very brink, 
J should not think it yet too late to think 
Of what perhaps my dreadful fate might be, 
When | had given up my liberty. 
PAM. Oh! yes, I daresay you'd be very wise; 
But people don't all see with others’ eyes. 
GEO. Don’t even use their own eyes when they mi ht, 
Or, if they do, don’t profit by their sight. 
Pam. Ah! if you mean that for a thrust at me, 
I can, as well as you, through millstones see. 
GeO, The fear is you may tie one round your neck. 
PAM, Pray, dear, such dreadful apprehensions check ; 
Fred’rick, I’m sure, if you are just, you'll own, 
Is not the tiniest morsel like a stone, 
GEO. You have not tried his hardness, 
PAM. Why should 1? 
GEO, Better to try it now than by-and-by, 
He seems to you, no doubt, as soft as clay, 
Which you can shape and model your own way ; 
But he may be, for all that you can tell, 
As hard and cold as iron. 
PAM. What a sell! 
A form of speech I've learn’d from Frederick, dear. 
GEO. Of which perhaps, to vow, the meaning’s clear, 
PAM, Oh, quite! What disappointment I should feel 
To find what I'd thought flesh and blood was steel ! 
Fancy one’s husband liable to rust ! 
GEO. If you will make a jest of it, you must, 
PAM. Jest? No; I'm sure 'twould be a grave mishap 
To have a husband who might some day snap, 
Or, while on simple courtesy intent, 
Might find his poor dear backbone badly bent, 
And I not strong enough to pull him straight— 
I shudder but to think of such a fate! 
But Fred'rick’s not the least like that, dear sister, 
No one could take him for an iron Mr. ; 
And I—well, I should think it no disaster 
To find that I had wed an iron master. 3 
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An Impossible Aspiration. 


By AN IDIOTIC UPSTART. 


A propos of the Recent Belle Boyd 
aid Correspondence. 


“Jy I had been grown up,” he said, 
“In Highteen-sixty-three,— 
If I'd been anything, instead 
Of a small paltry babe, and red, 
I would have chosen Belle Boyd 
to wed, i de 
And she'd have chosen me !”” 


She who upheld the Southern cause 
With all her main and might, 
Who spied upon the Federal force, 

Then put herself outside a horse, 
And galloped hostile country ‘cross 
To Jackson, in the night ! 


She who by Lincoln was exiled 
For running the blockade ; 
She who old Abram’s heart had 
wiled 
His grim determination spiled, 
Had she but looked on him, and 
smiled | — 
That beauteous freeborn maid ! 


“Full fifty years are you of age 
And longish in the tooth ; 
You’ve played your part upon 
Life’s staze 
The deeps of love you’ve learnt to 
gauge, 
Your past presents a chequered page 
To-day, sweet Belle, in sooth ! 


“And I have heard that you've 
been wed 
Some twenty times and two 
Since infant incisors I shed ; 
Some of my rival host are dead— 
The greatest number live, ’tis said 
To mourn the bliss they knew! 


“If I had but been born,” he cried, 
“In Highteen-sixty-three ! 
I would have wooed her for my 
bride ! 
I would have clasped her to my side, 
The whole wide world of Man defied 
To wrest one thought from Me!” 


; sé 
WAT A! 


_We really cannot encourage specula- 
tions of this remote description. The 
— bg will please not do it again ! 
—ED. FUN, 





AN URGENT WHIP.—A cruel 
carman’s, 


MARCH WINDS. 

OH, the winds are healthy, are they You like ‘em, do you’ Then 
all I can say is, if I could afford it, I’d pay for rooms for you ina 
private asylum, It’s the natural course of the seasons. Nature}, in- 
deed! I hate and always did hate things that are natural. It’s 
natural to have beetles in the kitchen, but it don’t follow that I love 
to see em there on that account. And north-east winds, who wants 
them, I should like to know? Why, when they blow, the very 
shrimps at Southend way burrow under the river bed to get out of 
the way. If there's any one thing I hate, detest, and loathe more than 
another, it's when people will be so confoundedly contented over 
anything. You might just as well say it’s quite natural at this time 
of the year to havea snuffly cold. As if any sane creature liked a 
cold any more on that account! I always did hate March more than 
any other month in the year. You can get the toothache then better 
than any other time—or rather a good. deal worse. Then I see in the 
flower-shop windows they're beginning to sell forced daffodils, 
making believe that it’s nice spring time when it isn't anything 
whatever of the kind. A parcel of stuff and nonsense, I say. I hate 
to see forced flowers, just as much as I do tbat pink-faced rhubarb 
with yellow leaves—beastly earth-tasting stuff without any flavour in 
it whatever, 

And where am I going to spend my spring? Well, that’s my busi- 
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GONE WRONG. 


Parnell as Hamlet.—‘THE TIMES 1s OvT OF JOINT WITH CUSSED SPITE, 
AND I, BEDAD, WAS BORN TO SET IT RIGHT.”—Act J, Scene V. 


ness, and of course I should like to get out of the way of the winds 
if I hate ’emso. That's my business, and not yours, anyhow. I'm 
not going to Brighton to please you or anyone else, 89 I can tell you. 
Make your mind easy about that, aod if you don’t like to make it 
easy, make it uneasy. Brighton was all very well when J was a 
youngster. The draughts didn’t come down the streets on to the 
King’s Road nearly so much then, but they donow. There wasn't a 
clock tower then, wasn’t there? Well, who wants one, I should like 
to know? If you're out enjoying yourself you don’t want to be 
always knowing the time, do you? If you do you're a lunatic, Cer- 
tainly I like a Brill’s bath, and I can eat a good lunch afterwards, 
and have a good glass of sherry, too, at the What's that to 
ou, though, whether I take a glass of sherry or whether I don't? I 
te people’s impudent inquisitiveness, and always did, so I tell you. 
Besides, when I go to Brighton I always meet a mile of people that I 
know—editors, actresses, and racing and all that sort of 
I heartily detest. As if Z wanted to know celebrities at my time of 
life. I’d much sooner know decent people who can pay, and then 
give you a bit of plain cod and a joint, and a good glass of claret 
when you go to see’em. I'd as soon have my own portrait in the 
paper as be obliged to know celebrities, 1 can tell you. And I'd 
sooner hang myself than have that. Bah! I tell you. 
DioGENgEs TOBBS. 
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Miss Firstflight.— “So sorey, 1T’s MY LAST MEET. 
HE SHA'N'T LET ME RIDE TO HOUNDS ANY MORE, 


WHICH OBJECTION? 


j 
You KNOW I'M GOING TO GET MARBIED IN MAY, AND MY FIANCE SAYS 
Says I’M SO RECKLESS, AND HE’S AFRAID OF MY BREAKING MY NECK. 


The Captain.—“Ou, BUT YOU'LL HAVE BEEN MABRIED SIX MONTHS BEFORE NEXT SEASON, AND HE'S SURE TO WAIVE 


THAT OBJECTION.” 











Tossing the Pancake. 
(See CARTOON.) 


You'L. remember (that is, if you wish 
To remain with long usage content) 
That a pancake’s the regular dish 
To be fed upon just before Lent : 
Other sweets one, of course, can digest, 
Many puddings mayn't stick on the chest, 
But a pancake at present’s the best— 
It's the proper thing just before Lent, 


If you're making a pancake, and care 
To go through the whole business, you may 
Toss that article up in the air 
In traditional, old-fashioned way ; 
An you please, you undoubtedly can 
Follow out that original plan, 
And can toss the cake high from the pan 
In a thoroughly old-fashion'd way. 


Benger: 


For INFANTS, 
INVALIDS, 
and 
DYSPEPTIOCS. O O 


BENGER’S FOOD Is Sold In Tins at te. 6d 
28. 6d., and 58. by Chemists, &c., Everywhere. 
or Free by Parcels Post, from 
MOTTERSHEAD & co., 


(S. Paine & F.B. Bewoer,) 7 ExcHance STREET, MANCHESTER. 


ABSOLUTELY 
PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


And I cannot help thinking that now 
Messrs, Gladstone and Morley must aim 
At enabling us all to see how 
They can treat Mr. Balfour the same. 
Like a couple of cooks who may vie 
At a-tossing a pancake up high 
When that morsel is well on the fry,— 
Don't they treat Mr. Balfour the same ? 





ONE of the principal features in the House 
of Commons is the Speaker's eye —he has 
two, but he keeps one for business. That it is 
so frequently “caught” is not to be ex- 
plained by the hypothesis that it is always 
ruoning—that won't hold water—but rather 
from the Speaker's habit of “ throwing it up.” 


WHAT no actor or actress can pursue their 
94 


calling without.—Turning on the “gas”! 








of 4 
[It is computed that, in his recent Glasgow speech, 
Mr. Chamberlain used the pronoun “I” one hundred 
and seventy-four times!] 
THE jovial Joseph of Brum 
Has more Js than most in his head ; 
And someone has reckoned the sum . 
Of the Js that at Glasgow he saic, 
One hundred and seventy-four Js 
Did Joe to Glaswegians pronoun.e ; 
But let it not cause you surprise, 
For, like rubber balls, he’s all “ t ounce.” _ 
Still, after this proof of non-shyne‘s, : 
Joe ought to be called “ His Royal ‘1’-ness!”’ 





Quite So! _ 

Ys, there is no doubt of it, “women areé 

—riddles.” Just so; but they are the sort 
of riddles men aren't likely to give up. 





SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 


i 


CRCULAR 
POINTED 


Write as smoothly asa lead pencil, and neither scratch 
nor spurt, the points being rounded by a new proces® 
Ask your Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sampie 
Boz, or send = stamps to C. Branpavex and Co.§ 
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(1) The poor old 7imes is far from gay : 


(2) Some gallant Glasgow firemen, while 
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(3) Carl Rosa’s leading Oo. can find no 
London habitation ; 
So to English Opera-tives be kind 
—they’ll need some consolation. 


(4) Sea-gulls at Blackfriars Bridge were 
: seen—so say the daily papers 
with ladies gaily dancing, But papers, alas! you can see- 
Through false alarms sped many 4 “gulled”"—to judge by recent 
mile, with fiery horses prancing. capers. 


VOL, XLIX.—wNO. 1244. 


it still extremely sore is, 
Because contemporaries say, “O, 
Tempora, O Mores!” 
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(5) Some Zulus came to see the Queen, 
and seemed to have no screw loose, 


But at the Zoo they weren't serene, | 


they almost set the Zoo-loose. 


(6) The G. O. M. and Brummagem Joe | 


in deep confabulation ; 
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(7) An unsuspecting burglar met a fire- 
iron-ical greeting, 
And then, poor chap, to bis regret, 
went booty-lese retreating. 


(8) At chess the Pope contrives to beat 
volcanic papa Giella, 

And meanwhile lectures in manner 

eweet that non-Chess-terfieldian 


fella! 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE PRINCESS’S (morning). In 
spite of a good deal of crudity 
and some absurdities there is a 
vein of freshness, and, to some 
extent, originality in Mr. Wilson 
Barrett’s play Nowadays. I 
should not be surprised if it 
gained a good deal of popularity, 

=, and I am not at all prepared to 

“ig say that it would be wholly un- 

deserved. Perhaps there is some- 

thing of the turf tipster in this 
non-committal way of writing ; if 
so, association of ideas must be 
blamed, for Nowadays is an- 
nounced as “a tale of the turf.” 

I don’t, by-the-way, count among 

absurdities a few turf solecisms. 

These one naturally expects in a 

racing play. We got them and 

we were happy—our sagacity 
was vindicated. But they don't 








= {| ; | | | ’ \\ 
oy! ; ’ — 
— 2 j 1) ” A we we 


THE PRINCESS'S.—FPROM BOOKIE TO 
BART.: THE BOOK MAKER’S 
DAUGHTER WHO MARRIED A 


matter a cent one way or the 
other as far as the story is con- 
cerned, 


* BARROW-KNIGHT.” 


THE play is very strongly cast, and (which is not always the same 
thing, you know) excellently played. Mr. Barrett himself appears 
under a very different aspect to what we are accustomed to. It'sa 
rum character he has conceived. Life is full enough of inconsis- 
tencies I know, and the stage even more so, perhaps, but when the 
John Saxton of the first act—rich, rough, |p Yewoers and as hard as 
nails, became suddenly, and without a word of warning, poor, gentle, 
easily led, and as soft as putty for the remainder of the pay, I own I 
gasped as though I had been plunged into cold water. However, the 
outward semblance and the accent of the old Yorkshireman were 
admirably studied, and the whole , which has many engaging 
qualities, played with real finish. For the rest, I suppose no leading 
actor, unless he has something of the genius about him, can be ex- 
pected to play against the sympathies of his audience for more than 
one act, 


I was rather rere with Mr. George Barrett's Bookmaker. 
When you see “ Dick Dowling (a bookmaker) Mr. George Barrett” on 
& programme, you naturally look for something funny from both 
personages—you expect to be screaming and Dowling with laughter 
all the time, in fact. But a bookmaker—and Mr. George Barrett—in 
the sentimental and benevolent vein !—well, when | come to think of 
it, perbaps there is something comical in it after all. I can’t say that 
Mr. Barrett impressed me with the reality of the character, though he 
tried hard. Mr. Lewis Waller made an admirable hero, and the three 
villainse—who meet and loudly discuss their most private wickednesses 
—by-the-by, in a nice, likely, leafy 
arbour in “the Exhibition,” next 
to other leafy arbours, and in close 
proximity to a refreshment bar— 
are cleverly played by Messrs. 
Cooper-Cliffe, Austin Melford, and 
W. A. Elliott. Mr. Julian Cross 
gave his firm touch to the portrait 
of an elderly gentleman, and Miss 
Webster ‘“‘awakened pleasurable 
emotions” as his daughter. Miss 
Norreys was once more delightful 
as that deliciously innocent young 
person we are in the habit of see- 
ing her represent, Mr. W. Hodges 
proving a very excellent and amus- 
ing companion, more or less of her 
own species. I find I have gone 
through nearly the whole of the 
cast, but even that consideration 
is not sufficient to make me pall 

up without first giving Mr. J. A. 

elch his meed of praise for a 
nS FS ' psalag" a ono gosta: life-like bit of 
5. AMY HARPER, AN character as Juniper, the stable- 
TEE MUS TERSON WHOWILL boy, It was redolent of loose- 
box and harness-room, Mr. 8. M. 
Carson, too, was very successful in indicating the shiftiness of a 
double-dealing jockey, though he appeared for one short scene only. 





I Notice, by-the-way, that the programme describes Mr. Wilson 









Barrett as “ the most popular actor of the age.” This is very 
for he has given me many a pleasant hour in his time. 


Nops AND WINKS.—I looked in at the Empire the other night, to. 





THE PRINCESS’S.—_THE BEST OF FRIENDS—UNTIL ONE OF THEM DECLINES TO 
“ PART.” 


see that Duel in the Snow. It’s really very funny and very in- 
ventive and well sustained in its fun, too. I also saw that remark- 


able creature Don Juan Somebody-or-other—l’ve lost my programme. 


and haven’t time to look at the advertising columns—who does several 
successive miracles on the wire—four back somersaults in riding- 
boots and spurs for instance. It’s a wonderful performance, and 
done with such assurance that all idea of danger is removed. Mr. 
Charles Godfrey next appeared and dispersed me with great slaughter. 


THAT plump and merry young lady, Miss Patti Rosa, has made a 
deep score and a large mark during her short campaign at the Strand. 
She is all I said she was at first, and sings that Hannah song with 
greater Hannah-mation than ever. A lot of people who wouldn't 
trouble to go to the Novelty have been delighted to make her 
acquaintance at the Strand. Let them be happy; she is coming 
back again some day. 


THE humours of Pickwick, at the Comedy, have now full justice 
done to them. Mr. Cecil knows his part, and the whole thing is 
worked off with the necessary briskness which was so conspicuous by 
its absence at the first performance. 


THE Victoria Hall and Coffee Tavern this month pursues‘the even 
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THE PRINCESS'S.—MISS NORREYS AND MR. HODGES WITH THE SPIRIT OF 
REVELRY UPON THEM. 


tenor of its way with a variety show each night, except Science Lec- 
ture Tuesdays and Concert Thursdays, 


NESTOR. 


——_. 


useful 
I’ve often wanted to know who it was, and I'm glad it’s Mr. Barrett. 
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A STORY OF THE MERRY MARCH WINDS. 























“TI wish that nice girl’s hat would blow 
off for me to pick up and give her.” 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THE political atmosphere still reeks with Pigott, and the purchase 
of him in a poke, and by general consent Zhe Thunderer is now 
spoken of as The Blunderer. The following are samples of Lobby- 
isms (not Labbyisms) : 

“So far the Times case has not made a Web-stir.” 

“No; but Parnell’s case has made a Rustle,” 

Lord Sidmouth, on Monday, expressed his anxiety for the speedy 
construction of a Naval Dock at Gibraltar. Lord Carnarvon was 
equally anxious there should be no dock there at all. When 
Doc(k)tors disagree, etc. 

Sir James Fergusson somewhat disappointed Mr. Howard Vincent, 
who believes in the annexation 
of Samoa, by stating that Govern- 
ment contend that Great Britain 
having already got some colonies 
don’t intend to annex Some more. 

The Socialists and the police 
are still at loggerheads over merry 
meetings, and Mr. Graham has 
been calling 
attention to 
the rumpus 
around Cleo- 

atra’s Needle. 

hen Socialist 
meets Bobby 
the afternoon 
is, as a rule, 
the reverse of 
social, and 
wherever they 
be, one side or 
,other gener- 
ally gets the 
Needle. 

Naturally the 
member for St. 
Rollox was the 


Tight man to steer the Crofters’ bark in Parliamentary waters, but 
his request, by way of amendment to the address, for relief for the 
inhabitants of the "Ighlands and Hislands of Scotland, met with but 
poor support ; perhaps if this peasantry could return 80 members to 

House parties would begin to flirt with it, and discuss the impor- 
tance of its wrongs. Mr, Chamberlain, however, has already taken 
up their cause, and on Monday voted with Mr. Caldwell against the 
Government. So far the little private member mice bave uninter- 











“Whew! there’s my own gone!” 








“ Does this belang to you, sir ?”’ 


ruptedly nibbled at the cheese of the House’s time, The Smithian 
owl has, however, given signs of swooping, and ere long they will 
probably have to “ cheese it.” 

Two Parliamentary traditions have been of recent years established, 
viz., the discussion whether the House shall sit late on Ash Wednes- 
day, or at all on 
St. Derby Day. On 
both occasions the 
House takes up in 
the discussion 
about just as much 
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time as it talks 7. sf ED) A 
about saving. » F 
Lord Milltown is ptt?) yp? Se 


taking up in the 
Lords the same 
subject which oc- 
cupies the atten- 
tion of Mr. Milvain 
in the Commons— 
the corporal 
punishment of 
Maerpowertolee AFTER THE yf Ne a ype BETWEEN Two 
Ww PING EASU 

elbows and those ees 
of the warders who may wield the lash at the proper time. Tra- 
falgar Square was on Tuesday night an open question as well as an 
open space. In the division the Ministry took the pancake. On 
Wednesday Mr. Cuninghame Graham took up a subject in which he 
has Fun’s sympathy—the social condition of the working classes. 
All work and no play, &c., &c. Our toilers want shorter hours and 
higher wages, human lives instead of poverty-blighted work and 
weary existences. A House of Capitalists, however, was not a con- 
genial place for the growth of Mr. Cuninghame Graham's doctrines, 
and his motion was incontinently crush 

Then the owl whooped and swooped. The Closure was brought in 
and the Address taken out, Another important event of the week 
was the overhauling on Thursday by Lord George Hamilton of the 
Queen’s Navee, which showed that seventy ships and £21,500,000 are 
wanted for naval defences. The First Lord told the Commons, what 
the Government wants to do, they want the ships, they’ll want the 
men, and they want the money too, The Commons then began to 
talk the matter o’er, but soon adjourned, because they want to talk a 


good lot more. 

















HE was asked if he'd had much shooting that season, and he 
replied, “No; the moon bas been very shy.” 
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THE FLIPPANCE OF FAIR BRAVAY. 


AT eve (or du soir), in her own boudoir, 
With luxuries all around— 

Her Japanese screens, her new magazines, 
Her poetry nicely bound, 

Her hanging brocades, her Jamps with pink shades, 
Her general “art” display ; 

With her slippers of tan, and her elegant fan, 
There nestled the Fair Bravay. 
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A rather uncouth description of youth 
Was planted beside her chair, 

He'd an eye of fire (which many admire), 
And plenty of pale, fair hair. 


He eye’d bric-a-brac, vertu and knick-knack 
In a very disdainful way, 

While with folded arms, he noted her charms, 
And glared at the Fair Bravay. 


“O Fair Bravay !” he proceeded to say, 
“ You're dainty enough and sweet ; 

But from top to toe, wherever you go, 
You're steeped in a mad conceit. 

You're proud of your looks, your footmen and cooks, 
You're proud of your dress so gay, 

You're — of your health, you're proud of your wealth— 
You know you are, Fair Bravay ! 


“The gathering tide of your beastly pride 
Has risen to such a pitch, 
You cock up your nose, and appear to suppose 
It’s a virtue to be so rich ; 
In good looks to excel, to be bodily well 
Is goodness (you think), to display ; 
Such nonsense won't wash, for it’s nothing but) bosh 
And balderdash, Fair Bravay ! 


“Why, there’s many a soul whose pitiful dole 
Scarce serves him for clothes and meat, 

Who'd take all your gold were it twenty-fold, 
Ay, truly—and think it a treat. 

A many unwell in garret and cell 
Would gladly bave health to-day : 

And many with glee would bust could they be 
As fair as the Fair Bravay, 


“ But for all thy health, and for all thy wealth, 
And for all thy soaring pride, 
I'd count it a sin for to let thee win 
My heart from my promised bride. 
I'll take no sips from those cherry lips, 
Nor gaze in those eyes of gray ; 
I will not seize the hand, or squeeze 
The waist of the Fair Bravay. 


“T never will yield unto thee the field, 
Or be false to my love so true ; 

Whatever you say I will never betray "— 
Which he'd never been asked to do. 

‘No thing in the girth of revolving earth,” 
He said, “should assert such sway ; 








You may argue your fill, but I swear I will 
Not marry the Fair Bravay.” 
L’ENVOY. 
When the youth had ceased, not disturbed in the least, 
The Jady she glanced his way, 


Then smothered a gape,—“ What a narrow escape 
I’ve had!” said the Fair Bravay. 








New Leaves. 


HE portraits in Men and Women of the Day, which are of the 
iam roltngih character, are His Grace the Duke of Devonshire, K.G., 
Madame Normann-Neruda, and her husband, Sir Charles Hallé, the 
short sketches of their careers being very interesting and concise.— 
In Art and Literature there is a fine portrait of Lord Tennyson, a 
picturesque view of “St. Andrew’s,” by Sam Bough, and a charming 
picture of “The Happy Family,” by J. Israels.—The chief illustrated 
papers in Scribner's are “The Railway Mail Service,’ “A German 
Rome,” and “Some of Wagner's Heroes and Heroines,” all instruc- 
tive.—The portrait of R. F. Horton, M.A., in The Young Man will be 
welcome to his numerous admirers. — The best artistic work in 
The English Illustrated will be found in “ Kensington Palace,” but 
we miss from this number the master hands of Mr. Hugh Thomson 
and Mr. Herbert Railton.—There is some specially good reading in 
Longman’s, including the beginning of “ Lady Car,” a story by Mrs, 
Oliphant.—The prominent papers in Babyhood are “ Pneumonia in 
Children,” “ Around the Table,” and “ A Medical View of Discipline.” 
—The Religious Tract Society’s Serials need no commendation to 
those who know them—those who don’t may gain the knowledge 
advantageously. 

“The Eyes of the Thames,” by Arthur T. Pask—one of our con- 
tributors (Ward and Downey). Mr. Pask possesses the gift of graphic 
description, with a keen insight into nature's varying moods ; and 
that he also possesses powers that should lift him above ephemeral 
work may be clearly seen, both in and through “The Eyes of the 
Thames.” 
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OVERHEARD AT A RESTAURANT. 


Diner, “It seems to me, waiter, that they have cut all the heads 
off this asparagus.” 

Waiter (with gushing candour).—“No sir, no; but when has- 
St ‘as been two years in the tin, it’s hapt to lose its ’eads in 
the bilin’,” 
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THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
No. 10.—ON THE PHILOSOPHY OF DIRT, AND THE DISADVAN- 
TAGES CONNECTED WITH THE ABUSE OF SOAP AND WATER. 


STRABISMUS, the Sage, SpRUCUS, a Scholar, encountering. 


SPRuUCcUS. Doth your worship not remember me? 

STRABISMUS. Why, the world knows you, and so should I. But 
Wisdom bears a tailor likeness to Folly, nowadays, and ’tis hard to tell 
a scholar by the gravity of his attire in an age when the undertaker's 
mute sets the fashion for all men. But the soapmakers are the most 
to be condemned, to my mind; for, thanks to the cheapness of their 
wares, a philosopher may no longer be distinguished from a fool by 
the hue and savour. 

SPRU. In this lies your argument, namely, that Dirt and Wisdom 
go hand in hand? Oh, if the finer mental qualities be proved only to 
exist in cenjunction with a clogged epidermis, what a shallow-pated 
noodle am 1! for, I confess it with shame, ‘tis my weakness to be 
aiways washing. 

STRA. A scurvy habit! And yet you are a man of parts, though 
spoilt with soap and water. But you shall be plucked as a brand 
from the wash tub, and that speedily. 

SPRU. Sweet sir, I thank you! Beit henceforth my task to seek 
out the learned and frowsy, and with them commingle. And for the 
future I will bow down before the bluchera of a sweep, saying, 
“O thou Solon!” and grovel at the leggings of a dustman, crying, 
“ Hail, Diogenes |” 

STRA. Herein you would be mistaken, for there are degrees in all 
things. ’Twas an inimitable thing, the grime of the philosopher. The 
smoke of the midnight oil-wick, the dust of ancient folios, the fine 
ashes of the alchemic furnace went to make up its composition. In 
bygone ages the learned man was held in reverence. His cognisance 
—a nail shield, barred with heraldic fesse of sable—stood on an 
equality with insignia of the noblest, and may be found on the most 
ancient Charters and Rolls of Arms. Princes asked him to sup at their 
tables as though he were no dirtier than themselves. Noble ladies 
Sought him as a guest, and never thought to question whether he 
brought a change of linen. Nowadays they cry, “ Out on the sordid 
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ANOTHER OUTRAGE. 


fellow !” and turn up their noses. I have been pumped on in my time 
if you will believe me. 

Sprv. I take your good word for it, worshipful sir. 

STRA. Since the Flood, how much evil has been brought on man- 
kind by water ?—even without soap! And, had not Noah, like most 
Patriarchs, been averse to washing, ‘tis question whether he would 
have escaped, and the Voyage of the Ark ever been written. Were 
not the Pompeians inordinately given to bathing? Have not the 
Greeks scraped and lathered themselves, as a nation, off the face of 
the earth? ‘Twas the fatal predilection of Pythagoras for a clean 
boiled rag that led his enemies on the track of his washerwoman to 
the Temple of the Muses at Metrapontum. The end of Merlin was 
hastened by his taking of a bath at the instance of that female am- 
phibian, the Lady of the Lake. Thomas 4 Becket slept amongst the 
cinders. Roger Bacon discovered everything—except the use of soap. 
Had the wife of Macbeth not washed her hand, her behaviour would 
never have aroused the suspicions of the medical man. Had—— 

Spruvu. I cry you mercy, venerable sir ! 

STRA, Was not the age of Queen Anne a dirty one wherein wise 
men flourished abundantly? For why ?—there was plenty of soil for 
them to grow in. And is not the Victorian era an effete, a flabby, a 
washed-out epoch? Put atax upon the bath-tub and the national 
energy will revive. The Socialist will no longer triumph; England 
will cease to writhe beneath the heel of the Irish Nationalist, and 
Wisdom once more may be greeted on the highways by voices crying, 
“ Hail, Thou Great Unwashed!” 

[ The Sage and the Scholar go their several ways, 








Not a Rook(e)awry. 
A PIECE oF DOCTOB-AMENTARY EVIDENCE. 


A RooK(£) that hath very good caws 
To expect our support and applause, 

Ig the Rooke who at Scarborough dwells, 
For with “ Crosby's” Elixir and Pills, 
’E-licks, sir, all manner of ills, 

And straightway they all turn to “ wells.” 
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AT THE WRONG END, AS USUAL. 


Several juries have lately recommended the infliction of the lash upon burglars armed with revolvers and other deadly weapons. . . . The Solicitor-General 
says that the general carrying of revolvers by citizens must be put down. 
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“Eh? been half-killed by a burglar-murderer?” said Our Authorities. “Want me to give the burglar the cat, and put down burglary with violence? Oh, 
well, that’s a question requiring much deliberation. Call again this day next year.” 
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“Hullo!” murmured the householder, “there's a burglar in the house again. Well, I've bought a revolver now, so I can protect myself a bit this time, and——” 
“Ah!” said Our Authorities, suddenly coming on the scene, “carrying a revolver? That must be put down, so give it up.” 


sil 





Seq uel— Resignation. 





vg a ee Se - aahteet ste Ne bon tenes: cation 
Sg ae a Se 
’ 1 ES Rie ante pine tm 


Ae HO we cone ee _ — 
ee Pes paar an 
ae Rapeeaea-Ynte 


auaneniaane 


iit is NRG Bs 





eataneimea einen 





EN age CRN Poke mh <a 


[See Cartoon Verses, p. 118, 


OF THE IRISH QUESTION. 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 14. 





Here he is failing to remember a friend of his youth who has not got 
on well in life. 


A Royal Renegade. 


H.R.H. will not dance. No, nothing will make him; although Lady Goldsmid, 
Mrs. Halford, and other entertaining ladies bave piped, he has not danced.’— 
f 74) Geniieman, 

ALAS! for the heart-rending sorrow 

That now in high circles prevails ; 
The Haut ton no joy now can borrow, 

For ‘tis weeping because of its “ Wales.” 
H.R.H. who is ever most pleasant, 

On Terpsichore now looks askance ; 
At all events, he, for the present, 

Cannot be persuaded to dance ; 

No chance 
Will he give devotees of the dance, 


>. 


Those who worship the gay “light fantastic, 
All grieve at our now demure Prince ; 
In the ball-room he erst was elastic, 
Sut at waltzing he now seems to wince. 
K’en cotillions, quadrilles, polkas, lancers,— 
Can melt not his serious glance ; 
And to all invitations he answers, 
He has made up his mind not to dance |— 
Perchance 
Twill be years ere again he will dance. 


Thus His Royal Nibs putteth on nightly 
A somewhat wet-blanket-like air ; 

And, although winsome damsels smile brightly, 
He'll not in the “ mazy” now share. 

Has some Corn dared to vex the Royal “ Tootsies,” 
Forbidding our Prince now to prance? 

Or why (e’en for wealth a la Coutts’s), 
Won't our own Heir Apparent now dance 

'Twould enhance 

The ball, were our Bertie to dance. 








Waiting, Waiting, Waiting! 


THE end comes to those who know how to wait, and the end that 
apparently awaits the English “waiter” is starvation, crowded out 
as he is on his own native heath by Germans, French, Italians, and 
Johnnies of every other nationality. Why doesn't he put his good 
old English back up and his beetle-crusher down? Heaven, who is 
pane | supposed to help those who help themselves, evidently 
eaves those whose business it is to “help” others to their own 
resources. In these days of domestic legislation and “sweating” 
inquiries, why don’t they petition Parliament to bring in a bill 
dealing with their grievances’ It is the waiter'’s opportunity when 
“the bill is brought in.” 





ONLY three ladies availed themselves of the high-necked dresses at 
the recent drawing-room at Buckingham Palace. The rest of the 
high-born damsels went “just in the old, sweet way "—they didn’t 
freeze to the “ high necks "—the:dare idea was quite enough for them. 


And here you have him readily recognising an acquaintance who has 
made his pile. 


THE storm in a tea-cup anent the Honourable Artil’ery Company is 
fortunately blowing over, and the action of the gallant Finsbury 
warriors in the matter has proved them right worthy of their first 
distinguishing adjective. Now that reorganization has set in let us 
hope that with the restoration of their small arms the big guns will 
rejoin their standard. There is reason for congratulation and hand 
shaking all round. The disbandment of the time-honoured corps 
would have been a mistake, for should we not always endeavour to 
keep good company ? 





Is a fishmonger’s most prominent characteristic sell-fishneas, and 
is his favourite poet Crabbe or Shelley ? 





























GIVE AND TAKE. 


Mamma.— My dear Maudie, I really could not think of taking 
you out a day like this ; it might give you cold.” 

Maudie.— But, ma, dear, 1 thought you eaid I ought to always 
take what is given to me.” | Which slightly takes it out of mamma. 
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TRUE, MR. BACONSPEARE; BUT LIST TO THE SAD STORY OF A MASHER! 


The Wooing of the Future. 


[Some remarkable cases have transpired recently of 
women wearing men’s clothing with impunity, notably 
that of a Parisian lady, who, for ten years past, dressed 
in male attire, has conducted the business of a large 
establishment in such a manner that her muliebrity 
has been unsuspected.] 

SIDE by side, in their youthful pride, 
Two forms slow strayed through a moonlit 
glade, 
One of the twain was superbly drest 
In “ Tullamore” trousers and coat and vest, 
And one in a shimmering silk arrayed. 


Anxiously beamed the eyes that gleamed 
"Neath the Leghorn’s shade in that moonlit 
glade 
And the voice of the form that brightly shone 
With its shimmering silk, had a trembling 
tone, 
And these were the passionate words it 
said :— 


“Oh, Mary, dear! it is full a year 

Since first we strayed in this moonlit glade, 
And my bursting heart can no longer wait, 
This night, this hour, I must learn my fate 


From thy red-rose lips, oh, my beauteous 
maid!” 


O’er the features small ‘neath that topper 
tall, 

A smile there played in the moonlit glade, 
Yet the tweed-clad lady was all too ‘cute 
And clever to favour her lover's suit, 

Until further assurance had first been 

made, 
“My gallant beau, it were well to know,” 

She wisely said in that moonlit glade, 
“Ere I make reply, if thou well hast thought 
Of the dire expenses by marriage brought, 

Of the legion of bills that must then be 

paid. 
“Can'st thou ay provide for thy loving 
bride ?”’ 

So the damsel said, in the moonlit glade, 

“ The tall silk tile and the milk-white vest, 
Trousers the latest, cigars the best, 
And the snuff-box rare, with the gilt in- 
laid?” 
Then the form bedight in the “silk sae 
bright,” 
With rapture swayed in that moonlit glade. 


“Oh! fear not, love, for when once thou’rt 
mine, 
Such modish and masherly togs as thine 
Shall by emulous beauties be ne’er dis- 
played!” 


By the tweed-clad belle on his knees he fell, 
And a vow he made in that moonlit glade, 
“Though I banish these satins and silks of 
mine, 
Though in calico dresses I, stayless, pine, 
No fustian shall ever thy limbs degrade! ”’ 


His wife had eloped—made tracks with 
the lodger; and when a sympathizing friend 
eaid unto him that she was a “ Beauty,” he 
remarked with a four-horse sigh, “ That she 
used to be, but that she had ‘ gone off’ lately,” 


A Cons and not a Pro. 


Miss ALDERMAN, or Alderwoman Cons, 
Is to be “dined” at very great expense, 
Which seems to show, that in this age of 
Bronze, 
This worthy lady is of Cons-equence, 







ee rs 
i <i ee = 




























At Ae 


ra | “ 
Teg ae pci Tin aed 
° ot Te 


~ 
tee oe 


x 


~ - 
etn ar ees 
- aa eo 





i - ase it 


damages nme 


ST we 


pr enees ete 
oe AT ie EO 


ae 
en 


oe 


pilin lo 


me alae 


oo 


5 oe z 
eR RR ge | ph, So Hem mn 
> eS oe 
“ = 


— 


qu hecoanenty: tb 
: _ 


ee 


























POG De 8 ae 


—— satis staeaanele 








See ee ee 
a ee 


Pn 








oe 


CM GCE Ra ile A 
Le % pals a 


ey, FR hie leenaciam 











116 FUN. 






(MARCH 13, 1889, 














QUITE A REFORMED CHARACTER. 


WE were lately on our rounds in search of some new thing when 
we observed a small and indefinite figure stealing along as if bent 
upon some engrossing 
errand, We followed it, 
keeping in the shadows to 
avoid attracting its atten- 
tion, but it observed us, and 
suddenly facing round, 
came upon us with a sudden 
“ Bo!” 

Then it paused to note 
the effect upon our nerves ; 
there was none, and its poor 
little features worked as if 
with deep grief as it said, 

“You don’t appear terri- 
fied—you don’t seem to be 
quite unmanned—altoge- 
ther unstrung, ready to sink 
into your shoes with 
fright!” 

We replied that such was 
indeed the case, and then 
the poor little thing gave a long, sad wail, and tore what may be 
described as its hair. 

“We are very sorry not to be frightened,” we said, “ but the fact is 
you are not at all what we should describe as terrible or fear-provok- 
ing—in fact, you strike us as—well, if you'll allow us to say so— 
rather a nice, amiable sort of little chap.” 

It gasped, and stamped its foot with rage, it positively danced with 
grief. 

“That's it,” it sobbed, “hang it! ‘A nice, amiable sort of little 
chap!’ J—J, who used to be the terror of the community—whose 
mere name was enough to appal the stoutest water-consumer with 
chill suggestions of epidemic !’ 

“ Dear me!” we said, “ who are you, then, if you please | 

“lam the THAMES GERM! Ah, now you turn pale, and essay 
to turn and flee. Yetstay! I am the Danger—the Contamination 
Terror ; it is I who lurk in dark corners of the London Water Supply 
reservoirs, and li¢é in ambush in the Companies’ mains, and jump 
upon my victim, the Consumer, through the service pipe and the tap, 
and seize him by the hair when he peers into the domestic cistern— 
that is who Jam, or rather was, For it is all over now, my dream of 
greatness and empire—all, all over, and I am a mere nobody, a ‘nice 
amiable sort of little chap’! Oh, look here—read this.” 

Then, grinding his teeth the while, he tugged from his pocket a 
newspaper, and pointed toa paragraph. It ran thus :— 

“THE LONDON WATER SuppLy.—An article on this subject has 
been contributed by Dr. Robson Roose to the Fortnightly Review. 
The author finds that the inhabitants of the metropolis have been 
drinking Thames water for many years, and that London is the 
healthiest large city in the civilized world, that attempts to connect 
excessive rates of mortality with impurity of Thames water have alto- 
gether failed ; and, in fact, that when the latter condition has existed, 
it has been noticed that the health of London was excellent, and the 
deaths far below the average——" 

“There!” groaned the Thames Germ, “ where are my terrors now! 
jut I will be avenged! I am now on my way to the residence of 
Dr, Robson Roose, there to fling myself into his glass of gin and 
water, and—but ” 

“But you will pro- 
bably prove quite inno- 
cuous, eh!’ we put in, 
‘just so, not worth while 
to try, as you sug- 
gest. 

The Thames Germ hid 
his face in his hands, 
and gave vent to a loud 
and prolonged howl, 
then he suddenly looked 
up and pointed, “ There’s 
the Consumer—there he 
is, going home to his 
Zz, semi-detached villa. 
GIR GP OI, Perhaps — perhaps he 

eGbeus tvaa bas not read this 

; wretched contribution 
of Roose’s. He used to tremble at the sight of me, and send 
wildly round to the chemist’s for all the disinfectants he had 
about him ; it may be that my power is not yet gone! See, I will 





» 9 








We followed the Thames Germ. At the first corner, where a spring 





of water was welling up from the road-cock, he came surging up with 
the stream, and landed suddenly at the Consumer's feet. — 

“ Hullo, old chap! hope you haven’t hurt yourself,” said the Con- 
sumer. 

A twinge of wretchedness twisted up the features of the Thames 
Germ, but he tried again. As the Consumer turned into the garden 
of his villa, down came the Thames Germ upon him with the water 
from the company’s regulation self-evident overflow from a pipe high 
in the house wall. 

“ Oh, is that you?” remarked the Consumer, “I’m afraid you've had 
a bad fall!” 

Again the poor Thames Germ tried it. When the Consumer sat 
down to dinner there sat the Germ on the edge of the water-jug. Mrs. 
Consumer gave a little scream. 

“ It’s all right—don’t be alarmed, my dear,” said the Consumer ; 
“there’s no harm in him. Dr. Robson Roose says he isn’t anything 
like the terrible party we’ve always taken him for.” 

With one wild shriek of despair the Thames Germ sprang to.us and 
laid its miserable head on our sympathetic bosom. “It’s no use!” 
he wailed, “I can’t deceive myself any longer—Roose has done for 
me. I’m a nobody now; but, as sure as I’m a Germ I'll make it hot 
for him. An action for libel—that’s the thing. Oh, I’ll get some 
damages out of him for loss of reputation! Why, how am | going to 
earn a livelihood now, I should like to know? Re-venge! Re——” 

‘Oh, hush!” we said, and then we read him several of Dr. Watts’s 
little songs, and some pages of Tupper. “ Why,” we said, “a new 
career is open to you—a new career as the Beneficent Germ—the 
Consumer’s Friend. Try to make yourself beloved and courted—try 
to be invited out to tea. How much better will that be than to desire 
to be a terror to——” 

The Thames Germ looked up and smiled sweetly, and folded its 
little hands in meditation. 

* os ” 7 * . 

We happened to drop in at the Consumer’s last evening, and whom 
should we see but the Thames Germ. He was nestled cosily in the 
big armchair by the Consumer’s side. “I never imagined he was 
such a nice little chap,” said the Consumer, “and to think I should 
once have been quite frightened of him!” 








THE OLDEST “NATIONAL DEFENCE.”—The British Fist ! 
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A PANEFUL SUBJECT. 
Mr. Pamby Noodle.—“ Great baw! Believe it's going to rain— 
loathe rain. (ilass has been falling quite rapidly.” 
Miss Prettypert.—‘ I've noticed it—you’ve ro tar it seven times 


in the last two minutes, Aren't you afraid of dis ocating your eyelid 
or something?” 
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Eheu Fugaces. 


My careless youth has fled, 
My enthusiasm’s dead ; 
Yet whene’er I take a glance at 
charming Maud 
I regret to find myself 
Such a fixture on the shelf, 
And begin to think that grey hairs 
are a fraud. 





Though time hasclipped my wing, 
I feel young as anything 
When I see her graceful movements 
in the dance ; 
But if my arm is placed 
Round her supple little waist, 
The wall-flowers change a meaning 
side-long glance. 


And I must confess that if 
I try waltzing, I feel stiff 
When rising with belated larks 
next day ; 
Plain soda seems to be 
Much more pleasant than Bohea ; 
Untasted does my breakfast go 
away. 


Yes, I wasted lots of time 
When I still was in my prime, 
When my lungs were sound, my 
hair and whiskers thick ; 
I’ve grown rheumatic now, 
And no hair adorns my brow ; 
When walking I am conscious of a 
stick. 


If only Maud had been 
Her present sweet seventeen 
In the days when I was twenty- 
three or four, 
I might by now have had 
Youngsters calling me grand-dad,__| 
Instead of finding life an awful 
bore. 








THE London General Omnibus | 
Co.’s general meeting, under the | 
presidency of Mr. John Pound, was_ | 
congratulated upon the increased 
takings, notwithstanding the penny 
fares. In for a penny, in for a 
(John) Pound. 


KNICKNAOKS. 
: Second- Class Swell.—* Well, Iam surprised, Brown! Fancy you, 
= Up as a gentleman, actually going into trade!” 
rown.—“ Yes, old man, that is just the difference between us; 


you were brought up in trade and are trying to become a gentleman, 


and I was brought : , 
man, Ta, ta! sama gentleman and am trying to become a trades 


Schoolmaster.— Why does V stand for five ?” 


Scholar,‘ Because it’ - . = “49 
middle,” it’s half of the X, sir, when it’s cut across the 


Py A Third-C lass Carriage on the London, Smash’em and-Turn-the 

me ver Railway. Male Passenger to Friend.—“1 quite agree 
you there. I invariably make it a rule to stand up for a woman 

under any circumstances.” 

wie ee Passenger (strong-minded).— You might stand up for me 

aa ve been standing ever since I got in, and I think it’s time I 
Own. [And even then he did not offer her his seat. 


eae Ragged Unemployed.—“I say, Bill, wot d’yer think "bout 

worth |" burgl’ry at the "Merican Minister's? Seven thousan’ poun’s 

aceon ditto.—“It's a nice scoop for somebody. But it’s shockin’ 
= for ’em to ave left all them things about.” 

at’ trat ditto.—‘‘ Oh, I don’t know. I orfen leave my things about 
ome just in the same way.” 


4a” To CORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowle 
by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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“MIND YOUR OWN BUZZINESS!’” 
THE Busy-BoDy BEE INTERFERING WITH OTHER PEOPLE'S HONEY. 


Mr. FARNHAM, who has had to pay £3 and costs for firing a loaded 
revolver (by-the-by, would it not have been sather a difficult job if it 
had not been loaded?) at his domestic servant, Elizabeth Starling, 
considers that it is very hard he may not try and shoot a noisy starling 
who disturbs his rest at night, but the judge evidently considered 
that it was the close time for that kind of bird. 








A March Ajir. 
TUNE: Boulanger. 


Now you, March, again are here, 
Pray don’t be too severe, 
Please draw it a trifle mild— 
Don’t let Boreas be too wild. 
O be careful soon to bring 
All the sweet young flowers of Spring. 
And we will say, “ Hip, hip, hooray!” and joyfully we'll sing, 
And O make it convenient (if you can) to be lenient, 
And don’t cause us to flutter for our hats along the gutter. 
Set the leaves all a-blowing, and the buds all a-growing. 
And your petitioners will pray (as certain documents say). 
Then, March, we'll praise, 
Yeur one-and-thirty days, 
And skip about, and gaily shout a lot of rollicking lays. 
O March, March, March, 
Please don’t be as stiff as starch. 
And thee to meet, with nimble feet, we'll march, march, march, 
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"ARF A CROWN! 
YOUR FOOT ON THE STEP, 


SAR I Mle Mp ee 8 


AND MY 'ANDS 


j 1 St. Patrick’s Day. 
i. (See CARTOON.) 


WHEN old St. Pat, in Erin’s isle, 

' Found varmin going “ busters,” 

i There down he put his heavy foot 

; And murdered them in clusters ; 

The toads went pop, the frogs went hop, 
Slap-dash into the water, 

And the snakes committed suicide 
To save themselves from slaughter. 

So success crowned old St. Patriek’s fist, 
Who was a saint so clever 

That he gave the snakes and toads a twist 
Which bothered them for ever. 





When : Parnell, like a new St. Pat, 
Found reptiles on him crawling, 

He dealt them such a facer that 
They soon were sent a-sprawling ; 


The Latest Novelty for House-Furnishing. 


mLANCASTER 


LINOLEUM. 


THE CHEAPEST IM THE WORLD. ALL NEW DESICHS. 











e: . : , 

, i Warm to the Feet. Cheerful in Appearance. 
rau Easily Laid. Eastly Cleaned. 

% Gearanteed equal in durability to any Lisoleum in the Trade, 

: j and to have the advantages of that sold at more than double 
' 4 the The words “ LANCASTER LINOLEUM” are ¢ 

5 back of each piece, at intervals of about two yards. 

7 .3 


OF DRAPERS, UPHOLSTERE’S, AND OABINETMAKERS 


FARE PLAYING. 


Artful Cabby (who has spotted a more paying looking fare on the other side of the road) to portly Dowager. —‘ ALL RIGHT, M’M ; 


PLEASE N/P IN, AS SHE’S THAT 
IS THA’ 


LIVELY THROUGH THE COLD A-PINCHIN’ 
COLD AS | CAN'T ’ARDLY FEEL 


And when their slanders on his fame 
Excited all the nation, 

He gave a surprise which opened their eyes 
To a sense of their situation. 

Then bless the new St. Patrick’s fiat, 
For he is mighty clever, 

And has given the reptiles such a twist— 
They'll remember him for ever ! 


we want to know—whao is Mr. 

What's 
’Atching 
We 


THIS is what 
Atchinoff ? What's he gota band for ? 
he doing in Africa? And, if he's 
a plot, what’s the plot he’s Atchinoff? 
pause for a reply. 


OUR own stock broker is a puzzler—all 
his capital is invested in Foreign Stocks, yet 
strange to say, happy man, all his interest is 
in Home Ties. 


Cadbury’ 
Coco 


PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


tHE REINS, 


SAY 
"ER 'T SHE'LL BE ORF WENEVER You GITS 
MUCH LESS ’OLD ’ER?” 


A Bit Against Him. 
(Mr. P. Beresford-Hope, the candidate for Kenniny- 
ton, was introduced as—but see below.] 
Lo, young Mr. Beresford- Hope, 
Who hangs on to the Tories’ frayed rope, 
And who'd fain in the Commons find scope, 
Would like to get Kennington's votes by the 
dozen. 
And one of the reasons that he 
Is put up as that suburb’s M.P., 
Is (pray don’t explode with great glee) 
That he’s “ Salisbury’s nephew, and Balfour's 
first cousin.” 
Young B.-H.is, apart from his politics, sound; 
His relationship, though, will not gain him 
much ground. 


THE guns that may be expected to be 
fashionable presently are Spring guns. 
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TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 


| “) HAVE. fa 
||} ORDERED A S a 


IVEW DRESS 
















IS CONFINED Fo HIS House BY A CoLo. 






/IGAN-CHoly NEWS? 
» 1G 
(KING MILAN) EXCUSE YE 
-VERY BUSY Bey 70 
INFOR/4 YOU THAT 
/ HAVE RESOLVED 
70 ABO/CATE.” 
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TERRIERBLE ALPUCTION 
OAN UNPRITES EO 
LYTLE BOW Woy. 
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JVUNGS ARE GOING YW 
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i 1 | (3) Ohildren dictate the Fashions now, quite jolly : | (6) On the Exe (now Exe-tra flooded), live stock 
o ‘eicles oe peop tye —_ os Another instance of im-mode-rate Follet! floateth— ‘ 
(4) Milan, who's now sub-Servia-nt to his nation, An “ unknown quantity” Exe e’er denoteth. 
Can't (abdi)cater, ‘cause of abdication. 
| (5) A Somerset eagle steals a dog—beshrew him ! 
And some-are-set on to eagle-ly pursue him. 


(2 “Tom” Smith's big Crackeries on fire! — good 
gracious ! = —e 
This tale seems (5)mith-ical, but ‘tie veracious. 


VOL, XLIX.—NO. 1245. 


7) The Olerkenwell Vestry's dust-heap amelieth badly, 
“ Dost-beap this shame on us? ' cry many, sadly, 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
“ Now is the winter of our dismal Lent.” 
As Mr. Mansfield will already have remarked (or something very 


like it) ere these lines get into print, and nothing in the way of 
novelty calls for recognition at the moment of writing. Much there 


YOU CAN TAKE THOSE AWAY, WAITER. GIVE ‘er 


TO THE CAT & BRING ME ANOTHER Bort. 


TLE F . 
q => 
THiS. ; ~/ 
_ 
j + ; 





THE Coun!t.—* THE WEAKER Svs.” 

is on hand that is anything but lenten fare, but nothing for the 
moment new. Yet two first nights of first importance loom on the 
theatrical horizon ; and, to make them the more striking, the powers 
have carefully arranged that they shall occur on the same evening. 
The moving spirits of each show are no doubt certain of their 
own superior importance (in which | thoroughly agree with them), 
and would probably receive any suggestion of retiring in favour of 
the other with some such expression as “ the idea!” 


WHEREBY I am reminded of the anecdote which sets forth how two 
persons met in a narrow way where there was no room for one to pass 
the other—no way out of the difficulty but that one should retrace 
his steps. Remarked person number one, “I'm not going back for a 
fool.” To which person number two replied, “ Well, I will,” and turning 
about, left the passage clear, History does not record what happened 
when number two turned his back to the then, no doubt, irate number 
one; but the moral is the same. 


THE productions I refer to are, of course, Mr. and Mrs, Kendal and 
The Weaker Ser at the Court, and Richard JIT, at the Globe, and 
critics do most tantalisingly “see a divided duty.” The return of Mrs. 
Kendal to town is an event in iteelf, and a new play by Mr. Pinero 
is—well, not to be despised, at any rate. Still Richard JII, with 
that wonderful English company of Mr, Mansfield’s with the American 


Ati s 'wict BACK ZE RED FOR You 
TAI FOR ALL NIGHT 





ro" 





Hout” 
e > 
Luk LYRIC (presently).—“ WIN-1P-RED,” 


accent, and all the glories of archwology and brilliant scenery (to 
fay nothing of the new drain pipes under the theatre), has almost, if 
not quite, ¢qual weight in the scales, It is very hard indeed to say 
which kicks the beam, and | own to cherishirg a secret hope (which 





nothing shall induce me to divulge) that among the elaborations at 
the Globe something may go wrong enough, or get behindhand 
enough, to cause a postponement. Unfortunately for this hope, 
everything seems to be pretty nearly, if not quite, ready, 





The Bookmaker, which (as I have told you before) is to be played 
at Terry's this (Tuesday) afternoon, with Mr. Terry in the title rdle, 
will also be the means of introducing a young lady, Miss Watt- 
Tanner, who is announced as a great favourite in Australia, where 
she has been ayy “leading business” for more than six years, | 
shall be pleased to have it in my power to chronicle her complete 
Bix-Cess, ee ae 

Nops AND WINKS.—Mr. W. A. Ellis, Editor of the Meister, lectured 
on “the Wagner Liszt Correspondence,” at Trinity College, Mandeville 
Place, W., on Friday evening last.—On the first of next month (em- 
phatically referred to as “ All Fool’s Day”) Mr. K. J. Lonnen will 
take his first benefit at the Gaiety—in the afternoon, The combined 
efforts of Mr. H. T, Brickwell and Mr. F. J. Potter are now concen- 
trated upon the task of concocting a “stupendous bill,” and full 
particulars, they remark, will be duly announced. Meantime they 
tenderly refer to the circumstance that ‘the box plan for the sale of 
tickets is now open.” i 

THE Westminster Orchestral Society gave their twelfth concert on 
Wednesday last at the local Town Hall. Miss Kate Norman, Miss 
Winifred Robinson (violin), and Mr, Ernest Birch were the soloists ; 
and the main effort of the evening was the orchestral rendering of a 

| se aaecariti a OTHER FELLOWS’ 


BOOKS 





TERRY'S (Morniny).—* THE BOOK-MAKER.” 


MS. symphony in C by Mr. C, 8. Macpherson. Sullivan's incidental 
music to Henry VIII. and a march in E, by Miss E. M. Boyce, were 
also in the programme, 2 

I EAR, as I yo to press, many things of the final arrangements for 
the “Great Ice Carnival,” which will have reached fruition before 
these lines are in the reader's hands, H.R.H. The Duchess of Teck was 
to open the proceedings, and hold herself ready to accept any “ purses” 
that might be forthcoming on behalf of the West End Hospital—the 
raison @etre of the whole affair. The snow-shoers were in training 
to become the “s'now-shoers of neighbouring eyes.” The Interlaken 
Tyrolese singers gave no ‘int o’ lackin’, and were ready to trill easily 
on the high C glacier, while the band of the cold-streams was to be 
(appropriately) on thescene, Electric light was to be thrown on the 
whole by the Thomson-Houston system (a very different thing from 
the Pigott-Houston system). Mr. Whitely was to show Mr. Edison’s 
graphophone (at 1s, 11}d, the yard), and everybody was requested to 
appear in furs, on pain of being debarred from making purchases at 
the stalls, The master of the revels having determined to rigidly 
adhere to the system of furs come furs served. 


NEXT Thursday it is that Zhe Duke's Boast, produced and acted 
in by Miss Marion Lea, is due at the Avenue. The Duke's Boast is 
another name for our old friend Mdlle. de Belle-isle, | understand, and 
is, altogether, rather cheery fare—Mr. Penley, after the run of 
Uncles and Aunts, will not be found in Merry Margate, as expected, 
but in Piccadilly, Mr. Wyndham having engaged him for the 
Criterion.—The new play at the Lyric will be called Winifred, 
wccording to latest advices, and not Dorcas, NESTOR, 
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EQUALITY AND FRATERNITY. 


Aunt Mary.—“ Eva, here’s an apple for Johnnie and you, Mind 
you divide it generously with him.” 

Eva,—“ How do you mean ‘ generously,’ auntie?” 

Aunt Mary.—“ Why, give him the largest half.” 

Eva,—“ I think I will let Johnnie divide it generously, auntie.” 


THH COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 


No. 11..—ADVICE TO A WORKING MAN. WITH AN INGENIOUS 
DISSERTATION ON THE ART OF MAKING BOTH ENDS MEET, BY 
COTTING A SLICE OUT OF THE MIDDLE, AS ADVOCATED BY 
MODERN ECONOMISTS. 


STRABISMDUS, the Syuint-EHyed, LABORIO, a Working Man, 


LABORIO. O, the good day! Are you not the learned Strabismus? 

STRABISMUS. I cannot well deny it. 

LAB, I would have some good counsel of you. Know that lama 
Working Man, and live penuriously, seeking both high and low 
for solution of the question which plagues me—namely : How to live 
upon an income that is next door to not being one at all? And, 
seeing that three courses of conduct are advised me, I have come to 
ask your honour which I am to choose. 

StTRA, Choose that which likes you best. 

LAB, Alack, they are all the same—born in one hour, and equally 
ill-favoured ; for only the rich may have their drugs disguised with 
syrups, the poor man must bolt his bolus naked and unashamed, and 
jibber after his jalap without jam. 

STRA, Let me hear. What said Adviser Number One? 

LAR, Why, his advice is very pertinent to the question. He seems 
a mild creature and a tender-hearted ; but a rabid temperance dog 
hath bitten him in the summer season, and he barks and foams at the 
very smell of liquor and tobacco, calling the one vile stimulant, and 
the other accursed drug—— 

Stra. And pointing out that the only way to happiness is to live 
miserably without either? 

Las. Ay—and quotes the Aboriginal Briton for’t, who drank of 
the sparkling rill, and had no word in his vocabulary that might 
stand for the stomach-ache. “But there are no rills that sparkle 
nowadays,” I cried. Upon which he answered that sewer-germs were 
good enough for the likes of me. 

STRA. And went back to his after-dinner-port bottle, But what 
said your second Know-all ? 

LAB, That Vegetarianism was the universal panacea for all ills of 




























the pocket, and that a dyspeptic man who had once properly expanded 
himself with a warm bran mash, topped up with a green apple or two, 
would be like to want for nothing thereafter. And quoted me the 
Ancient Briton, who ate grass and garbage. Ere he bade me from his 
presence, he rang bell for dinner. I meta noble haunch in the hall 
as I was going out—— 

STRA. Proving the truth of the proverb that the leech knows better 
than to swallow his own nostrums. But on what text preached your 
last adviser? 

LAB. He was a female Reformer. “The love of dress,” quoth she, 
“hath been the ruin of the Working Classes. Take away the dress, 
and you take away the cause of evil.” And she showed me the pat- 
tern of a blanket garment of her own devising, with a hole in the 
middle, through which the head of the proletarian ought to be thrust, 
after the manner of the Ancient Briton; while the ends were belted 
round him for decency—saving your presence. But come, give me 
aid, for I seek knowledge, in order that I may learn to ameliorate my 
wretched state, and I am advised how to deprive it of all comfort, 
When I give up my sup o’ beer for puddle water, my scrag o’ mutton 
for horse-provender, and my honest bags for a scurvy blanket, then 
shall I be indeed like the Ancient Briton—in that I shall be dead 
and buried. May the Ancient Briton be— 

STRA. ’'Twere waste of good swearing to say so, for damned he 
doubtless is already. But I cannot stay to help you, I have a 
mission to the Chinese. Vale, vale, Fare ye well ! 











The Marlowe Memorial. 
(BEING TWO SUGGESTIONS, IN SONG, FOR ITS PROMOTERS), 
C1.) Atin— Billy Barlow,” 


OH, ladies and gentlemen, how do you do? 
A poetic proposal we'd fain bring to view 
To add to the glory of England, we owe 
A sort of a statue to Mr. Marlowe / 
Oh, dear, Racketty, O! 
At poesy, a thick 'un was young Kit Marlowe / 


(11.) Ain—" Hey, Ricketty Barlow /" 
THREE hundred years ago there lived a wondrous “ mighty liner,” * 
One Christopher Marlowe! Cock-a-doodle-do |! 
As poet and as playwright we believe there's no one finer 
Than Mr. Christopher Marlowe—although a trifle “ blue "— 
And thinking that, behold, the “hat” we now around are sending 
For good old Christopher Marlowe, who knew a thing or two, 
And we trust that your kind patronage you straightway will be 
lending, 
Tomemorialize young Marlowe,who taught Shakespeare all he knew ! 


' “Marlowe's mighty line."—BEN JONSON, 





OUR POPULAR SONGS ILLUSTRATED. 
No, 6.— Let Me Dream Again.” 
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Fond Wife.—" Why don't you get up, dear /—you ll be 60 late at 
, 9 


business ! 
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MUCH LESS BARBAROUS. 
(See Articles in Newspapers.) 
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“What a dreadfally brutal thing a prize fight must have been in the old times!” exclaimed the Contemporary Student of Manners ; “ why, this description in Zell's 
Life of the way they knocked each other about is perfectly revolting! What a blessing we are civilized enough to use gloves now i“ 


























And he went to see the Battersea Blisterer, who had just been challenged by the Mile Ead Mauler, and with his own eyes he inspected the gloves, which weighed 
quite two ounces, 

















“ , ore | : , . , 
Hew very much better!" he said, contemplating the Blisterer when the affair was over, “now the gloves have done away with the shocking punishment that ured to 
be inflicted!” 
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THE GREAT LIBERAL GROWTH; 
OR, THE MODERN JACK AND THE BEANSTALK, 
JACK (which }is name is William) SHOWING MOTHER BRITANNIA HOW MANY BEANS MAKE FIVE. 


[See Cartoon Verses, p, 128. 
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NEVER NEGLECT PRECAUTIONS. 


A TRAGEDY OF POSTAL POSSIBILITIES, 


(See recent letter to a daily yy about a registered letter to 


MEMBER OF PUBLIC. Now, let me see, I have to send this note— 
This fair, crisp Bank of England five-pound note 





M, or P. 


VOICE oF 
M, oF P. 


P, M, G. 


M. or P. 





Votcg or P. M. G. 


To such address, Oh! 
"twill be safe enough 
If placed within a 


sturdy ee 

And dropped in any 

pillar—— 

VoIcge OF POSTMASTER 
GENERAL. ( From out 
the mystic depths of 
St. Martin’s le 
Grand.) Hold! O 
rash one, 

Have ye not marked 
the notice in the 
pages 

Of our great postal 
guide, which doth 
enjoin, 

Exhort, admonish, warn and inculcate 

That envelopes containing valuables 

Shall not be posted in a pillar-box, 

But shall be carried to the nearest office, 

And there delivered to our officers? 

And doth the book not solemnly declare 

That for the sake of more security 

'Twere better that ye register the packet, 
And better still that ye should place it in 
Our special blue-crossed safety envelope ; 
And best of all that ye insure the thing, 

In which last case, the packet being lost, 

Ye shall receive ten golden sovereigns ? 

Why, ye do fill this brain with new-found notions, 
And I, erewhile content to drop such notes 
Into the nearest pillar, all confiding 

In treacherous chance and chequered accident 

To bear it safely through, do now bey ae 

To shudder at mine ancient reckless fashion 

In the great light of this new revelation 

pd pawn pg security! How great 

prized a luxury of safety this, 

And purchased for so puny a disbursement | 

P, M. G. Ye mark my words, “ The packet being lost" ? 

Indeed I do; they are most just and lucid, 

And frankly clench a most straightforward bargain | 

~~ oh I od ss a of all 

splendid privileges. I do register 

And place within your special envelope, 

And then insure for ten good sterling pounds, 

Nay, go not rae so hastily away, 

But tarry while we write a falt receipt 

To hand to thee, and place the pinnacle 

On this great strugture of security. 

0, too complete and overwhelming safet y— 

Too full and perfect for us 
things of earth | 

| Bursts into tears of over- 
wrought thankfulness and 
departs, after hissing the 
post-office door-step. 

din interval, then re-enter 
MEMBER OF PUBLIC. 

M. oF P. Most strange! Most 
strange and most incred- 
ible ! 

That packet—hemmed 
about with so great care, 

And guarded so infallibly 
—is lost ; 

That is to say, the note it 
did contain 

Hath been abstracted, 
though the envelope 


. Who is this 
Vile malcontent that makes this lamentation ? 


Hath duly reached its billet, 


i, or P. I do bewail me that my packet's lost, 





And ask thee now to make that compensation 
Thou did’st contract to make. 
Voice or P. M. G. How, vile deceiver ! 
Thy packet is not lost. Thou holdest it 
Within thy shameless hand ! 
M., or P. Nay, nay. I hold 
The envelope alone—— 
Votcg or P. M. G. The envelope 
Doth constitute the packet in our eyes. 
M. or P. But the contents—— 
Voice oF P. M. G. We know of no contents, 
And our agreement spoke of no contents. 
Its words were these—‘ The packet being lost——” 
M. or P. (Beginning to grasp the bearings of the situation). 
Why then, forsooth, ye have, by this agreement, 
The privilege of quietly abstracting 
The whole contents of all the envelopes 
Committed to your care, and yielding up 
The empty husks to glad the addressee? 
Voice or P. M. G. Thy native acumen hath put it rightly. 
But come, be calm, and greet with admiration 
Superior astuteness such as ours ; 
Confess thy puny craft no match for ours, 
And praise the genius of our great department. 
M, or P. But this—why, bless us all !—this little plan 
Is that which rugged tongues do call a “swindle.” 
Voice or P. M.G. Oh, hush, we pray ! Such coarse and brutal parlance 
Finds not a place in our official tongue, 
Nor can be found in our official guide. 
We pray you call it by another name 
More fitted to a Government Department. 
(But the Member «f the Public declines.) 








The Latest Bullet-in. 


ANOTHER revolver outrage! This time the scene was Bermondsey, 
and the cause a dispute between master and man. The outrage was 
@ gross one, and the perpetrator a grosser—we should say grocer. 
London is fast getting the unenviable reputation for the free use of 
these murderous weapons which the wild Western States of America 
used to have the sole right of. It is now time that:something should 
be done to put a stop to this sort of thing. A bill to suppress the 
indiscriminate sale of revolvers, under heavy “shooting pains” and 
penalties, might give us a chance of taking our walks at home in safety. 
Now, Mr. Matthews, wake up, please ! 





= 4 = & a , 
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“BARK-US IS WILLIN’.” 
Old Gent.—“ Surely a remarkably fine creature! Will he—may I 
— r—stroke him?” 
A ffable Owner of Dog.—“ Lor bless yer, sir! yer may kick him, for 


all I cares!” 
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What Next? 


[It is reported that Mr. Henry Chaplin is about to become Minister of Agriculture.] 


AH, me! this rumour, I’m afraid, | Chaplin understands a horse, 


Gnaws some bosoms likeavul- | Has some knowledge, too, of 


ture— | Racing, 
"Tis that Chaplin's to be made | On the Turf he carries force ; 
Minister of Agriculture, | But his politics are debasing. 
Tories make some big mistakes, § He has weight amid the crowd 
Andarepronetofadsfallaciour; | Who exude the “turfy” lingo, 
But this lastourpatienceshakes— | And of this, perhaps, he’s proud ; 
Fancy oe ! Oh, good gra- | But in politics—oh, Jingo! 
cious | 
| One relief, though, you must own, 


For he’s “whales” upon pro- | ointment ; 


He (H. C.) evokes our scorn, | Soothes our feelings like to 


tection ; That much helplessness is shown 
He would put a tax on corn, By the Tories’ new appoint- 
(That's especially his selection). | ment. 


The price of bread he'd gladly | Their affairs are now, you'll find, 


raise, [faddist; | All at sixes and at sevens; 


Would this Anti-Free-Trade | Now they've cast all sense behind 
And chosen Chaplin—oh, good 


Tories act in some mad ways, 
But this latest is the maddest. | Heavens ! 


—_- sae 
eee ae ee 








OPINIONS in favour of, and opinions counter to, the shutting-up- 


shop bill of Sir John Lubbock, are, of course, freely expressed on all 
sides. Kveryone naturally sympathizes with the hardly-worked 
assistants, except some old curmudgeons of tradesmen who can't see 
beyond their money-grubbing noses when a few shillings profit is in 
question. But are we not governed too much? Wouldn't combina- 
tion of employées and enlightenment of employers manage the busi- 
ness better than any amount of restrictive “ buy-laws” ? 





A Singa-pore-ous Plaster. 


Sik CHARLES WARREN is going to far Singapore, 
To take a command 
In that curious Jand, 

But although we have grumbled at Warren before, 
All here must agree 
That fitted he’ll be, 

And they cannot there Sing-“a-pore soldier is he” ! 





For “ Kennington” read “ Disappointed Hope.” 











THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Conscious perhaps of the clamour for their mending or ending 
from without, the Lords seem to be anxious to anticipate the demand 
of the wow populi by initiating measures of reform within. Lord 
Carnarvon on Monday presented a Bill disqualifying black sheep 
from serving in the House. The Board of Perks 
dies hard. Earl Fortescue elicited from Lord 
Magheramorne that the M.B.W., in the face of 
unanimous opposition of the Marylebone Vestry, 
had given the Samaritan Hospital permission to 

extend its frontage twelve feet on 
, the Marylebone Road. FUN is not 
\. \ the party to quarrel with the good 
Samaritans, but there was some- 
thing sublimely tickling in the 
Chairman of the M.B.W.’s declara- 
tion that “as long as 
the Metropolitan 
Board had a duty to 
perform, that duty 
would be performed 
in a thorough and 
efficient manner.” 
Would his lordship 
prefer the cake or the 
twopence ? 
hen is the war 
LORD RANDOLPH 8 “ ATTITUD&.” boom going to burst 
onus? The “deep sound,” striking “like a rising knell,” seems 
to be fast coming “nearer, clearer, deadlier than before ;” at least, 
80 thought many who listened to Mr. Stanhope’s proposals for the 
defence of London. Randy condescendingly patted the War Secretary 
on the back for taking his tip. By-the-by, the attitude of the modern 
political sphinx is evoking considerable comment just now, some hint- 
ing that he is coming back to the fold, others declaring that he is 
even going to be elbowed out of the Carlton. Taere were great 





























NOT THE WAY HE MEANT. 
Bob Bobadil.—" Yes, don'tcherknow, all our people are in the 
Services—in fact, you won't find many names mentioned oftener in 
the Gazette than ours, dear boy.” 
Sam Snackham.—“ I know that, old chap—seen it myself, Receiv- 
ing orders, bills of sale, half a crown in the pound—all that sort of 
thing, don’tcherknow.” 


Gladstonian rejoicings in the Lobby, on Tuesday, anent the Barnsley 
result, Lord Compton is recognized as an acquisition to the House 
by all parties, independently of faction, 

On Tuesday, naval 
and military operations 
were again to the fore, 
Lord Sudeley being 
anxious, in the Lorde, 
that Esquimault should 
be fortified, whereupon 
Colonial Office straight- 
way set in motion to 
find it on one of Lord 
Salisbury’s largest 
maps. The Commons 
were still engaged on 
Army Estimates, and 
Sir Wilfrid denounced 
Mars with the same 
vehemence he displays 
against Bacchus. Sir 
Wilfrid’s béte noire, 
next to a publican, is a 
soldier, and the scarlet . 
has the same effect upon s 
him as ona bull. Sir 
E. Lechmere evinced 

t anxiety that the office of “Lord High Executioner” should 
ocean a branch of the Civil Service. Now, the British public often 
says, “ Hang the Civil Service,” bat Sir E. varixs the expression, and 
says, “ Let the Civil Service go hang.” 

Wednesday afternoon was occupied by Mr, J, O'Connor's Bill 
dealing with the treatmeut of Irish political prisoners, Parnellites, 
of course, bad something to say regarding the shave and hair cut 
department of irish prisons, also the ontfitting ns of the estab- 
lishments, as 60 many of them have been there before, many a time. 





Sin WILFRID'’s “ BaTEeE Nong. 
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Here she is weeping salt tears over ithe trials and woes of the 
injured heroine of a novel. 


‘6 Bogey !” 


[Lord Randolph Churchill is again, to judge from his recent speeches and letters, 
giving the Government grounds for great uneasiness, not to say alarm. 


LO, scarcely have Tories awaked from the blow 
Which the good old Times dealt them a week or two back, 
When, behold, they again are weighed down by much woe, 
Because the gay Randy's once more on their track ; 
He crumbles Conservatives all of a heap, 
Because their we schemes he will somehow deride ; 
And, when even he’s mentioned, they whimper and weep, 
Crying, “Horror! Heres Randolph! O, where shall we hide?” 
Each Conservative fogey 
Exclaims, “ O, here's soney ! 
O, over us roughshod rude Randolph ride!” 


“ Alas!" they remark, “he was once one of ws, 
But he now to the Liberal heresy leans ; 
He mocks at our mountain's ridiculus mus, 
And ‘tis plain that to Salisbury mischief he means! 
He rebels 'gainst our rules, all our plans he pooh-poohs, 
Yea, a mutinous manner he daily doth show ; 
What he writes in the 7imes we with terror peruse— 
Here's Randolph approaching! 0, where shall we go?” 
Thus, as if you'd cried “ Bogey!"” 
Each poor Tory fogey 
In mournfulness murmurs, ‘ O, where shall we go?” 


“ We have ay ay oye the Tories, “had doubts of his faith, 
For months he shown a desire to rebel, 
He haunts us just now like some horrible wraith, 
And we fear that he even bold Balfour will quell, 
He shows such a passion for ‘ progress,’ alack | 
(A spony Ben true Tory can ever reveal), 
We know he'll yet cause us to all get the sack— 
O, look, he is near us, ourselves let's conceal |!” 
Thus fleeth each fogey, 
From Randolph the bogey, 
And when he makes faces much anguish they feel. 


And thus terror-stricken Conservatives shrink 
From him who regards all their moaning mirth, 
When his name is but whispered they shiver and slink, 
And wish they could sink (for a while) through the earth. 
Thus the C ble Churchill (now Li in hue), 
Doth scatter dismay in their ranks day by day, 
And makes them a!l cry in a terrible stew,— 
“ Here's Churchill a-chasing us !—shield us, we pray!” 
Thus Randy the Roguey 
Behaves like a bogey, 
And makes all the Tories cry “ Drive him away ! " 
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And here she is struck with amazement at the audacity of her 
housemaid in asking if she can have a blanket on her bed during the 
cold weather. 





KNICKNAOKS. 


CaPTAIN 81R J. CoLomsB attended a meeting of his constituents 
recently at which Mr. E. H. Byas was chairman, but in consequence 
of the gallant gentleman’s action in Parliament on the Irish question, 
the majority of those present seemed to be byassed against him, and 
they decided that he was not the sort of column or Colomb they 
wanted to be erected for them. 


It is said by some people who are in its favour that the coal tax is 
a light tax. Now, as there is no doubt that it causes an increase in 
the price of gas, it isa light tax in one sense, though it is really a heavy 
tax for the large consumer. 


JOHN HENSLEY, of Missouri, was shot at by a fellow named Mann, 
but was saved by the bullet lodging in his cheque-book. John 
Hensley is not the only man who has been saved by his cheque-book, 
especially in America. 


Pothouse Statistician (reading paper).—“ I see as how they reckons 
that the poperlation of the country increases at the rate of nigh upon 
fifteen h souls a day.” 

ene Shoemaker,—“ That means nigh upon three thousand 
80 es,” 
= . after a pause during which the meaning dawns upon him).— 
‘No, n't.” 

A. 8.—“ Yes, it do, for if——” 

P. 8. (interrupting).—“ Ay ; but some of’em might be born with 
wooden legs.” 


AT a recent inquest in Suffolk upon the body of a newly-born 
infant, the able and intelligent jury returned a verdict that the child 
was alive at the time of its death | 


— eee 


Art Note. 

THE Royal Institute of Painters in Water-Colours have done wisely 
in opening their Gallery so much earlier in the year, thus avoiding 
the crowd of exhibitions in the month of May. The present collec- 
tion is of a fair average. Out of eight hundred works it stands to 
reason that a large proportion must be common-place, but of these 
many may be called good common-place. Of the figure subjects, 
amongst the first stands “Mr. Mantalini and the Brokers— 
‘What's the Dem'd Total?’” C. Green; “Cornered,” Frank Dadd ; 
“The Health of the Bride,” J. C. Dollman; “ Disaster,” W. Langley ; 
and “Weary Waiting,” G.G. Kilburne. Of the landscapes, “ Corfe 
Castle,” H. G. Hine, is a fine example of the master, w clever 
son Harry emulates the father in his charming drawing, “ Durham” ; 
“A Pastoral,” Claude Hayes; “A Cornfield,” E. M. Whim ; 
clever little picture is, At the Top of the Load,” Helen O'Hara ; 
“The Sound of Oars,” KE, J. Gregory, is pretty, but falls far short of 
what one looks for from this highly-gifted artist. One of the 
cleverest, brightest, and daintiest bits of colour in the entire Gallery, 
is “The School for Scandal,” by L. Raven-Hill. In general interest 
the Gallery will well repay a visit. 
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An Angel Unawares. 


(A considerable distance after 
Longfellow.) 


ComEs a tale from the Lake of Como 
(And to rhyme it I am fain), 

Of a German diamond-merchant 
Who was smilingly insane. 


By the side of the blue waters 
Ever fed with Alpine snow,* 

With his pockets bulged with jewels, 
He would wander to and fro, 





| 
Babbling of flaws and feathers, | 
And of carats rich and fine, 
Of the brilliant’s lovely polish, 
Of the fair rose-diamond’s shine. 
’, Sy “My 
his) Ney 
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Murmuring, ‘‘I live by jewels, 
Therefore jewels are my meat ! ” 
And to simple, country people 
He would offer them to eat. 
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But they hitched their foreign 
noses, 
Saying “‘ Bogusso !” nothing more. 
And the shining stones they scat- 
tered 
By the Lake of Como’s shore. 


Then he on a Como steamer 
Went the weary time to kill, 

And of diamonds a packet 
Gave to pay the waiter’s bill. 


Gave them gently, saying, “Kellner, 
Common coin J/ch habe not,” 

But the waiter, chuckle-headed, 
Called the polis on the spot. 


Well, in a Berlin asylum 
Rests the merchant at this day, 
While in vain the folk of Como 
Seek the stones they threw away ; 


In the streets or by the shore, 
Wailing, “ Lost, both gift and giver.” 
Would that we had loved him 
more ! 
* * ¥ % 


In my dreams I sometimes see that 
Lunatic serene and bland, 

And I kindly smile upon him 
And I take his fevered hand. 


And in fancy he presents me 
With a thumping Koh-i-Noor ! 

And I always end by waking 
Ere I reach mine Uncle's door ! 


* This sentence is culled from the Guide 
Book, 


By the walks in public gardens, | 
| 
| 








Poor dear Walter sings— 
“© where, O where is my Peerage gone, 
Which I hoped my Pigott would bring? | 
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THE LOST PEERAGE. 


| I've been done in the eye, and had upon toast, 
For I am such an artless thing!" 


Chorus of Pigotted Tories— For he is such an artless thing |" 








THH FASTING SHASON. 

As if I were going to fast. You're likely to catch me at it. When 
I was a boy I used to bave an old aunt who fasted. She said that it 
humiliated her body and spirit properly. All that I know is it used 
to make her so ill-tempered that she was boxing my ears from morn- 
ing till night; that’s about all the good that came of that. One thing 
is you do get decent fish nowadays; but I’d as soon eat salted cod as 
old braces kept in a brine barrel. Egg sauce, too. You'd catch a 
man at my time of life upsetting his liver with that, would you? 
You're likely to see me, you are. The other day there was some 
about getting up a subscription for the fishermen on the Dogger Bank. 
What's it to me whether they’re out for a month fishing in the bitter 
cold? Let em dancetabout in the boat, to keep their toes warm that 
way, instead of eating piles of herrings done in butter ; that’s what 
they’re always wolfing down, so I’m told. 

People say it’s proper Lent weather. Do they! well, I doubt it. 
Pancakes, did you say? I hadn't any, of course | hadn't! My land- 
lady’s little boy made himself ill with stuffing ‘em in the kitchen, 
and had to be put to bed and doctored for a bilious attack. I'd have 
doctored him with a good stout cane. That would have stirred his 





liver up right enough if it had been laid on pretty briskly. They're 
already colouring the Easter Eggs in the confectioners. Are they! 
Well, as they begin making valentines in the summer for the year 
after, there’s nothing very wonderful in that. And who, in the name 
of common sense, can want an Easter Egg present, I should like to 
know. J don't want any inside conglomeration of needlecases and 
scissors that won’t cut. l’d much sooner have half-a-dozen bundles 
of firewood. Or have a nice 7 stick to drive my landlady's boy 
to school with. I should like all over-stuffed schoolboys to be sent to 
the Continent for their Lent. They’d be fed on nice sour rye bread 
and soupe muigre, and bits of bad fish, That would pull the young 
gentlemen together, and get them in good condition for their summer 
cricket. I never went in much for fasting myself. 1 don’t look 

! 

I 


nF 


it, don’t 1? I don't want any of your confounded impudence, 
If I'm a trifle red in the face it’s dyspepsia, sir; that’s what that 
I’m no over-feeder, sir. I don’t want to pay any visite to Smediley's 
Sanatorium, or Carlsbad. I can live as frugally asa Highlander. I 
don’t do it, sir, because it’s my business and not yours, sir. I'm going 
to dine with the Stationers to-night. Perhaps I shall fast! No 

Diogenes TUBBS, 


= 


sha’n't, sir. That's my business, sir. 








4” TO CORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not 


hind himself to acknowledge, return. or pay for Contributions, In no case will they be returned unless 
panied by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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THESE THINGS. 


[ Ae Mrs. SQUASHINGTON, who prided herself upon her “ manners,” used to say, “ Welcome a quest as coldly as you like, but always dismiss him 


with an air of warm personal interest, and regre 


he has only just “ dropped in” at the Squashington's Evening at Home. | 
The Squashington.—“ AND 80 YOU MUST POSITIVELY LEAVE U8? WELL, WE MUST NOT BE OVER EXACTING, AND YOU HAVE GIVEN US 
Young Heaviswell.—"‘NOT AT ALL. ER—IN FACT, I HAVE ONLY JUST ARRIVED.” 


The Squashington.—“ Au, 1 KNEW YOU WOULD SAY THAT! BUT YOU HAVE A REPUTATION FOR SAYING DELIGHTFUL THINGS. GOOD-NIGHT!” 


Too Mucu or rourn TIME ALREADY!” 


( He said some delightful things when he got outside, But Mrs, SQUASHINGTON'S manner is still the envy of all 


The Great Liberal Growth. 
(Sue CARTOON.) 


You know the story, I suppose, 
Of Jack and the Beanstalk high, 
Which, much to his astonishment, 
And that of his ma, from their garden arose, 
And grew to a wonderful extent, 
Till it seem'd to reach the sky ? 


Of course, you also recollect 
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How he climb'd the Beanstalk then, 
And arrived at some region up in the air, 
Where he met with adventures one wouldn't 

expect, 
And perform’d great feats of daring there, 
And slew gigantic men? 
Now we possess a second Jack— 
As William otherwise known— 
Who can point with pride to his Liberal 
plant 
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t that he is going.” But on this occasion YOUNG HEAVISWELL is not taking leave—in fact, 


her female acquaintances. 


— 





| That has follow’d the Beanstalk’s lofty track, 
And, as every candid mind must giant, 
Prodigiously has grown. 


Its top twigs touch the realm above, 
And the Tory giants must quake, 
For they see he is going to climb the stem, 
As a labour of dutyias well as of love, 
And directly that he bas got at them— 
What fine mincemeat they'll make! 
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Proprietors), by W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, EO. 
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(1) Two singers of Carl Rosa’s combi- | (3) This youth has been some forty | (5) Th’ Institute's Private View(there’s | 


nations 


) times in prison, 
Have discord, also fighting opera- And yet "twould seem much forty- | 
tions. tude is hisn. | 


42) The Queen now drives a donkey, (4) Our artist lately dreamt he could | (6) “Mark,” a beggar, getea month for 


who doth “star” its see looming, 
Assiduousness to swell folk in Biar- The “ Biues’” race being fought by 
ritz. adies blue-ming. 
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no disguising) 


Seemed to include much public 
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(*) A rowdy riot at the Trocadero, 
Makes comic Collette something of 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THE Court.—The return of Mr. and Mrs. Kendal to town—or, 
rather, the return of Mrs. Kendal, bringing Mr. Kendal with her—is the 
biggest splash we have had in the theatrical world since the produc- 


e meeting | fi i“ 
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THE OOUKT.—THE WOMAN'S RIGHTON, 


tion of Macbeth. The house put on gala looks accordingly, and the 
critic settled dewn to the congenial occupation of comfortable enjoy- 
ment, rather than to the condition of alertness for details of excel- 
lence and defect, which is his more constant and (to himself) painful 
state. Your critic, according to the law of nature, hates to criticise ! 


It is a curious piece of work Mr. Pinero has given us in Zhe Weaker 
Sex. It has the remarkable quality of commencing many things and 
leaving them unfinished, ‘Women's Rights” at the start appears 
to be the basis of the whole thing, but it scarce lives beyond the first 
act, Mrs. Kendal is provided with a faithful lover of long standing, 
but he reaches no climax. Miss Olga Brandon bas a sort of tepid 
love affair, but it comes to nothing—her young man (or, perhaps I 
should say, her middle-aged man) gets himself into a muddle with 
her mother, and, though he gets out of the scrape eventually, he 
quietly drops his original plan, and so he ends his part—without end- 
ing an oft-commenced speech, by-the-way. 


THE three principals are in much the same box—I would carefally 
avoid any suggestion of ite being the wrong one, though. The heroine 
C ee rs. Kendal is the ne) teases a youthful lover (Mr. 

al—otherwise Philip Lister) into flight, then marries someone 
else in pique. Someone else, with daring originality, comes to an 
end, leaving Mrs. Kendal free to continue loving Mr. Kendal; but the 
latter returning after twenty years, no lon ies her, so her love is 
all for naught. Her daughter, Miss Annie Hughes, now loves Mr. 
Kendal, but, finding Mrs. Kendal also loves him, gives him up, and 
so Aer love is all for naught. Mr. Kendal himself. discovering the 
relationship of his inamorati, pursues his love affairs no further— 
executing a simple but effective movement, he goes away. Obviously 
the matter couldn't have ended here, though I don't blame the hero 
for taking to flight—(he is a poet, and accustomed to flights)—for, 
although, as one of the characters remarks, “it lies in a nutshell,” 
it’s rather a hard one to crack. 
It's not a mere case of Deceased Wife's Sister, 
Mister 
Lister, 
In point of fact it’s a regular twister, 
Mister 
Lister. 

Nor should we blame Mr. Pinero much. After carrying his play 
through three, on the whole light-hearted, acts, he (probably) saw 
the inevitably tragic ending looming before him (for the lovers could 
only be united by the mother's death, and not altogether pleasantly 
then), so he most commendably took example from his hero's masterly 
strategy, and—went away ! 


Or course the dialogue is “ bright to brilliant” (as a re age 
might say) all through, and the character sketches delightful. The 
play is hardly likely to be popular though, I should say. It’s not a 
mere question of “ending” one way or the other ; it is an awkward 
subject for comedy (if Mr. Pinero will allow me to use that term), 
and must end unsatisfactorily. It is not impossible, however, but 
what Mrs. Kendal's personal popularity, in conjunction with her delight- 
ful performance of a most difficult part, may ensure a sufficiently satis- 





factory result. Certainly the lady never showed her power, truth, 
instinctive perception, and delicacy of expression more triumphantly, 





THERE is no lack of good support either. Mr. Kendal was more- 
wholly satisfactory than I generally find him, and an actor of Mr. 
W. H. Vernon’s ability strengthens any cast. Mr. Righton is tho- 
roughly and legitimately funny. Miss Olga Brandon gave a very 
clear cut picture of handsome discontent, and Miss Fanny Coleman 
is sufficiently experienced to make the most of a conventional elderly 
lady. Miss Violet Vanbrugh would do better if she would look at 
the people she is to, and not at the audience. Numberless. 
sma rts are filled with the finished ability which is, happily, 
becoming the rule of our stage. 


THE STRAND.—A very commendable performance of The Marriage 
of Figaro was given here the other afternoon, under the direction of 
Mr. Arthur Rousbey, who sang the leading part. Mr. Rousbey and 
his company are well and favourably known, I believe, in the 
provinces, where they have been a roving institution for some few 
years. If Mr. Rousbey is wise, he will continue in the same field— 
not only because London audiences require sumptuous production 
with their English operas, and artistes with something more than a 
rudimentary knowledge of acting as well as singing, but they even 
then do not take to it so kindly asour country cousins. I don’t know 
that Mr. Rousbey has any idea of attacking the Metropolitan fortress, 
but in such a case, the circumstance that the combined forces of such 
clever and experienced persons as Messrs. Augustus Harris and Carl 
Rosa, with all their resources, could not achieve any particularly 
brilliant results, should give him pause. 


Mr. RovussBey hasan agreeable voice and style, and sang and acted 
Figaro with a good deal of the necessary spirit; and Madame Julia 
Lennox, who has a melodious voice, sang with some expression as 
Cherubino. There was a cheery crudity about the efforts of the rest, 
which, at any rate, prevented dulness, though Mr. Gilbert King is 
probably the prize Almaviva for woodeness! The scenery provided by 
the Strand management was disgraceful. 


ON Tuesday last The Bookmaker was produced as a matinée at 
Terry's. It is a bright, laugh-provoking little comedy, in which Mr. 
Terry has a part admirably suited to his peculiar talents, and he 
completely carries his audience with him in every word he utters. 
Miss Watt Tanner, an Australian actress, made her first appearance 
before a London audience. She is a tall, handsome lady, well accus- 
tomed to the stage, and acted her part with great spirit and intelli- 
gence. The graceful acting of ‘Miss Marie Linden also contributed 
much to the success of the piece. Limited space prevents our going 
into any lengthened detail on the merits of all who took part in this 
very creditable performance, further than to mention the excellent 
acting of Mr. Alfred Bishop, Mr. Reeves Smith, Mr. Sant Matthews, 
and Mr. George Dalziel, whose embodiment of the Marquis of Bud- 
leigh, a ilanguid, monosyllabic swell, was a most admirable bit of 
character acting. We hope to see the piece at no distant date put in 
the evening bills, 
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THE COURT.— Mrs. K.—* Your friends will all be glad to welcome you back again.” 
The Public (to itself).—“ Right you are, mum, the game to you, too. 


Hooray!” 


Nop AND WINK.—Mr. W. H. Griffiths, most courteous of acting- 
managers, takes his annual benefit at the Shaftesbury on April 4th. 
NESTOR. 





















ruth, HOW TASTES DIFFER. 
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As one of the University oars, flushed with his exertions, returned on foot from the winning-post, that strange form fell upon his neck, and exclaimed, weeping, 
“And have they indeed set you free?” 
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ih Then, as Z100,000 was in the act of walking the mysterious stranger off to charge him at the station with being drank, he was unhinged by observing bis charge melt 


gently into thin air. It was the ghost of a galley-slave, and the mora! is—What different opinions people have as to what constitutes enjoyment ! 
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Sure, but Uncertain. 
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[We need not fight hard to win Enfield; yet it is unnecessary to 
remind Conservatives that, however safe the seat may be, we cannot 
afford to take things too easily.—Conserratire Paper.) 


WITH pleasure close allied to pain, 
And bliss that seemed one-half dejection, 
A Tory sang, in solemn strain, 














This Lay of Enfield Lock Election. 


‘“‘ Before the jousts begin, you know, 
We’re sure that we shall win, you know : 
Though Lib. and Rad. 
Should work like mad, 

We're just as good as IN, you know! 
There’s not a grain of doubt, you know ; 
Sut still, with tact and tout, you know, 
We'll do our best 
To conquer, lest 
We should be landed OUT, you know ! 


‘Though dark the storm-cloud lowers, you know 
Yet, spite of Liberal powers, you know, 
While ages roll, 
At every pell, 
The Enfield seat is OURS, you know! 
And yet we’re full of cares, you know— 
The loss of //upe us scares, you know. 
So doughty blows 
We'll give our foes, 
For fear the seat be THEIRS, you know !” 


And thus, with joy akin to pain, 

And bliss that bordered on dejection, 
A Tory sang, in senseless strain, 

His Lay of Enfield Lock Election ! 








A Hairpin-daric Ode. 
{Hairpins of considerable value are now in vogue among the ladies,, 
HvuRRAH! for the hairpin—and long may it wave 


’Mid our sweethearts’ and wives’ lovely locks ; 
Though for it we masculine martyrs must save, 
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DELICATELY PUT. 
(At the Bumpus's Fancy Dress Ball.) 





Miss Shinnington (insinuatingly).— Do you know, Mr. Plumpington, that 
you exactly come up to my ideal of Lord Rochester? I can quite imagine 


your being banished from Court, and ull that.” 


Little Plumpington ( flattered).—* Really, now! And do you know that 
you in every way correspond with my notion of what Lady Teazle must really 
have been like—only with that little business of the screen left out ’” 


Miss Skinnington.—“ Left out) And why?” 


Little Plumpingto» — Because in your case, Miss Skinnington, there would 


have been nothing to conceal.” 


| Did the man really nean to be complimenta ry? i\ghe wondered atterwards. 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


==. oN Monday 
N the (;ladi- 
\ cals were 
crying 
é Oye: 
Oyez 
Y/ Oyez! 
4 Lost, 
stolen, or, 
strayed 
from 
Kenning - 
ton—a 
writ. 
Anybody 
restoring 
sameshall 
be writchly rewarded!"’ “Someone had blundered” over the return 
of the writ, and for some hours Gladicals were in a fever of anxiety, 
and Beaufoy, like Bradlaugh in the old days, and the Peri at the 
Gate, had to wait outside; but, like a three-volume novel, it all 
ended happily. And when, at last, Mr. Beaufoy entered, the Gladi- 
cals were brimming over with glee; Hartington's hat was brimmed 
farther over with disguise ; and Mr. Chamberlain looked as “ orchid” 
as his favourite flower 
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For the cost of some hairpins now shocks. 

Some damsels flaunt pins with jewels bedecked, 
While some are content with pure gold— 

Yea, the pins are most precious that girls now affect, 
And “killing,” indeed, to behold. 


Ah, ladies! make pets of these pins while ye may, 
Let them glisten in every tress ; 

With these glittering gew-gaws be glorious, 
For they give you some point, we confess. 

Go stick them all over your frocks and your frills ; 
High (hair) pinnacles then you'll attain. 

It’s all very well while poor men pay the bills— 
Such a chance may not hairpin again. 


Lord Denman thinks that speeches in Parliament, like rounds in 
a boxing match, should be of prescribed duration and cease at the 
call of “Time”; and naturally both this measure and one by the 
same noble Lord for the extension of the suffrage to suffering widows 
and spinsters were incontinently sat upon by his peers. 

Last week a question was raised in the Commons as to the repre- 
sentation, or rather non-representation, of Rochester, it being urged 
by the Gladstonians that the present member is not a Hughesful one ; 
perhaps they would like somebody a Steady representative. 

The Ministerial policy was attacked in two places —Mr. Bradlaugh 
moving to disallow the Government to take any further time from 
private members on the alleged ground that they had done no good 
with what they had taken, and the Parnellites endeavoured to score 
further off the Attorney-General. ‘ 

So Northampton’s senior elect lays down as a line of Radical policy 
“ guerilla warfare—obstruction till dissolution.” Government, how- 
ever, though suspected of being “rocky,” declines to dissolve. The 
Gladicals say Ministers are losing their heads; perhaps that’s why 
Lerd Salisbury went last week to Herts, though the Knights of the 
League say he went to Watford to give the other side ‘“‘ What for 
don'tcher know.” Tories having failed to score at Kennington Oval, 
at Enfield are trying their luck with Bowles. Gladicals, though 
opposed to increased armaments, are trying to produce a “con- 
verted Enfield.” Gladdy writes of the Gortonians, “ Mather efforts 
be successful.” Enter the London County Council, exit Metropoli- 
tan Board of Works, “unwept, unhonoured and unsung.” Epitaph: 
—‘ Neither faith nor works!” 
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A MAN of the name of Will Williams lately ccmmitted suicide at 
Alprabam in Cheshire, and at the inquest there was some little diffi- 
culty in ascertaining the cause of his committing the rash act, until 
it came out in evidence that he had just married a widow with six- 
teen children, and then the coroner and jary arrived at the unanimors 


en 


pinion that be must have been irrecoverably mad. 


= A DEEP-LAID PLOT. 
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Mr. Blunderby.—“ Did you read atout that Atchinoff expedition 
from Russia that landed cn the thore: of the Red Sea on their way to 
Abyssinia?” 

Mrs, Blunderby.—" Yes. an’ you may be gure as it’s on'y another 
plot. That there Rusher's always a-‘atchin' of some mischief or 
another.” 
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THE COMING RACE-A DUCKING | 
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PREMIER STOOPS TO FOLLY, 
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‘KING FOR THE PIGOTTY CREW. 


WHAT CHARMS CAN SOOTHE HIS MELANCHOLY, 
WHAT TEARS (AN FLOAT HIS BOAT AWAY 


[ See Cart OT 





Verses, p. 140. 
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AS TO BOAT RACES. 


(S:tting forth the Progressice views of Tommy Brown—afterwards 
Thomas Brown, £7.) 


L—AGE 10, 
rr IVE BEEN to the Boat Race. 
‘= > Yah!— You baven’t! 







I played the wag, and | 
don’t care if I co geta 
licking for it, and all my 
half-holidays stopped for 
the next year—now then. 
I've been to the Boat 
Race, and I don’t care. 
Tell you what—when I’m 
bigger I mean to row in 
the Boat Race, I don’t 
care what the pater and 
lir, Dowmstroke’ says. 
You feel my arm—this 
one. I was feeling it all 
last evening, and I'm 
sure there’s a muscle 
coming — here — ust 
there. Garn, it isn't 
bone! I tell yer it’s a muscle just beginning, like your teeth do. 

I tell you I did see the race. No, I didn't pay, yah! I got overa 
fence when the ticket man wasn't looking, and stood in the water so 
as the policeman couldn’t get at me, and saw it fine; and I tell you 
what, after it was over I found a pond with a plank in it, and I got 
on to the plank and shoved myself along with a stick ; and I’m sure 
I could row. Besides, I picked up a bootlace on the tow-path outside 
the boat-houses, and I’m sure it must have belonged to the Cambridge 
stroke, and I’m going to keep it in the box with my white mouse and 
marbles, 

As soon as I leave school I sha'n't read anything. I shall stash all 
that, and do nothing but hire beats. 

. * * * - * 
l].—AGE 16, 

I WENT to the Boat Race with the governor to-day. I haven't said 
a word to the governor, because |)r. Tonnick would stop it like a 
shot, but I’ve bought a pair of fifty-pound dumb-bells. I can’t lift 
one of them with both hands yet, but of course I shall be able to do 
anything with 'em in a week or so. Tell you what; I'm to leave 
school and go to Worthing for three months to get stronger ; and I’ve 
arranged with Jim Pugg, the man 1 bought my terrier of, to come 
down and train me for a university stroke. 

Jim says he’s been champion of the Thames—not to speak of the 
New River and the Wandle—hundreds of times, and won the Diamond 
and Wingfield Sculls, and all sorts of coats and badges (he showed me 
one of the coats, a very big check with a fur collar) and things; and 
that he’s trained both the university crews for the last twenty years, 
though the printer's man has always left his name out of the paper. 
I don't believe the cod liver oil and beef tea Dr. Tonnick has ordered 
me is any use to train on, so | shall take raw steaks instead and not 
let on. I've been studying the weights of the crews, to see how 
much heavier I shall have to vet; and there's one of the bow men 
who only weighs eleven stone, so I've only got to put on another six 
stone to be the same weight, and Jim Pugg says we'll jolly soon put 

that bit on. « . * I've 
got fine apartments at Worthing, 
ir - lim says that I must get up 
at four every morning, and run 
ten times round a field in my 
jersey and trousers, and then 
have all sorts of things for break- 
fast—seteaks and onions, and lots 
of beer, and fried soles, and tripe, 
and port wine. Jim doesn't turn 
up to see me run round, as he says 
he must devote the early hours of 
the morning to planning out my 
course of training. But he comes 
in to breakfast and eats heartily 
to encourage me, because, he says, 
example does such a lot. 

It comes rather expensive, and 
the pocket-money the governor 
Slows me won't do it at all; but Jim says I must write home to say 
that the chemists down here charge such a lot for medicines on 
account of the carriage by sea beiny so expensive, often as much 
a shillings a bottle, besides the heavy duty on cod liver 
oi 

I've coaxed Mrs. Scrapsneaker, the landlady, to keep it all dark. 
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She says it won't do to keep any of the things that go down from 
table about the place for fear the governor might come down unex- 
pectedly and pry about ; and she has undertaken to dispose of every- 
thing without giving me any trouble, and to keep the wine and 
everything of that sort downstairs, as the governor might see them 
on my sidebcard. I fancied once that you had to go to a university 
before you could stroke the eight; but Jim Pugg says that don't 
signify a bit, and that ail you’ve got to do when you have trained 
is to write to the captain of the university club and say that you 
can row well enough, and then he will write back by return to tell 
you to meet the crew at the London boat-house and take your seat 
in the boat. 

Jim has hired me a nice boat, of a fisherman, here—of course it 
isn’t a racing boat, as you always begin your traininginatub. It's 
rather heavy, and I can’t do more than a dozen strokes in it without a 
rest. 

Jim always takes fishing-lines with him, as he says he can judge 
of the pace I put on the boat, better, when there’s a line hanging 
over—a sort of a log, you know. . * * 

The governor came down, suddenly, to-day. Jim’s gone back to 
town, and is going to take out asummons. There wasarow between 
the governor and Mrs, Scrapsneaker. 

I am packing my bag, and the governor has given the dumb-bells to 
the man I hired the boat of, for ballast. 

* * * * * 
III.—AGE 40. 

WHAT,mydear? Boat Race? ! nevercan make out what attraction, 
on earth, there is in a Boat Race! I really don’t think I shall be able 
to get away from the office. What! might go in a row-boat, and row 
up to Richmond, afterthe race? My dearchild—pretty figure 7should 
cut in a row-boat; besides, those cockle-shells always capsize. No, 
thank you ; I have work enough in the city, without toiling at a pair 
of oars—or sculls,do they call’em: I prefer a comfortable steamer. 

* * + _ - *% 
IV.—AGE 70, 

WHAT? Boat Lace’ Tomfoolery, sir! How a set of young men, 
who ought to be doing something useful, can be such idiots as to get 
into a cranky paper- bag of a boat, and strain themselves black in the 
face to——ugh ! 

Besides there's no rowing, nowadays ; now I remember when J was 
a young man we knew hvw to row. I was considered a crack oar 
then, sir—when rowing was rowing. There weren’t many who could 
beat me! Many’s the silver cup—eh? Ch, bless you; I gave ’em 
all away, long ago—long ago. Bcat Race? Bah! Get my Bath-chair 
ready. 


* 





OBITOARY.—On the 15th inst, of accidental poisoning, Ernest G. 
Reynolds, aged 22. A gifted youth who has for some time been one 
of the artists on Fun, 


Here, where his talents were so oft displayed, 
With sad regrets onr mournful wreaths are laid. 

















DISCRIMINATE PHILANTROPHY. 
Generous-Minded One.—* Yee, I always like to keep a five-pound 
note at the service of my friends."’ 
Impecunious One —* My dear fellow, 1 ama friend! lend it tome!” 
G.-M. O—‘ Certainly not! It would no longer be at the service 
of my frends!” 
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SHOWING HOW ALL ROADS MAY BE MADE TO LEAD TO ROME. 


Paterfamilias, Auriferous, and Something in the (ity, who has brought Maud, Ethel, and Eulalie down to ace the Boat Race,—“ LOOK AT 'EM, 
(;IRLS—THAT’S WHAT YOU MAY CALL THE PRIDE AND FLOWER OF ENGLAND, THAT I8, THERE'S BONE FOR YOU !—THERBE'sS BLOOD! 
CLEAN-LIMBED, STRONG-CHESTED, SOUND-WINDED YOUNG FELLOWS AS ANYBODY NEED WISH TO SEE! THAT'S THE SORT OF THING 
THAT BULWARKS UP BRITANNIA: THAT'S THE SORT OF THING AS GOES INTO THE 'OUSE, AND MAKES ITS MARK ; THAT'S THE SORT 
OF THING AS GOES INTO THE CITY AND MAKES ITS PILE; THAT'S THE SORT OF THING AS FOUGHT AT HAGINCOURT, AND WATERLOO, 
AND HASHANTI, AND THE SEDAN! THAT'S 7HI SORT OF THING THAT YOUR MOTHER FELL IN LO\ EF WITH—AND 


DON’T YOU FORGET IT!” 


THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. | STRA. ‘Tis an obliging creature, Oh, if it had been mine to select 
No. 12. THE ANATOMY OF WAITERS. a lot in life, I would have chosen that of a Waiter. But Waiters are 
| born, not made, and my opinion is that the nourishing steam of the 


STRABISMUS, the Syuint-eyed ; GIDDIGOATIO, 2 Boon Companion ; 
' Suvccus, a Waiter. | dishes over which they continually brood and hover tends to render 
STRABISMUS. Greet you heartily, Mister GrppiGoaTIo. Whither | themimmortal. For who ever saw or heard of a dead Waiter? Me- 
thinks at attainment of a ripened age they glide out of existence 


are you bound? ' ' 
GIDDIGOATIO. To mine Ordinary, honoured sir. For 'tis some time imperceptibly and greasily, as is their wont, and become guardian 
: angels attendant upon the younger generation of Waiters, looking 


since my waistcoat-timepiece clanged the hour for luncheon. 2] 
STRA. Why, now you speak of it, I remember that my worship is over their shoulders as they tot up bills, and seeing that mistakes are 
mightily saw-toothed, and would be at snatching a snack or two. made o’ the proper side, or hovering at their elbows when they break 
Come, I will go with you at your desire. We will sit at the same crockery, and teaching them goodly lies to account for it, And when 
table, and if your hospitality insists on standing Sam, I will not deny they see a young Waiter very apt at his business, and knowing in the 
you. nipping away of bottles half emptied, and dishes that are scarcely 
- SmuGGUs. O the fortunate hour that sent your honours hither! touched, they are fain to chuckle ghostily, and smite their soundless 

Heaven itself hath kept this table vacant. Odds, staves, cloaks and palms together. But what have we here! 
Sauc. ‘Tis an Olympian dish, as your honour says, and the very 


caps! ‘tis a pure joy to wait upon your worships. ) 
best venison that ever came off an old ram’s haunch; and a slab of 


SMUG. Billofare? Yessir. Drecklisir. 
pastry I have to follow it, as good as ever gave dyspepsia to a Dean ; 


STRA, Truly, of all the wonderful works of Providence your true xd 
Waiter is to me the most to be admired. See how he dives, he swoops, and cheese and salad at your liking. ‘Tis a special cheese, and the 
noblest that ever walked, and the worms i’ the green stuff are lively 


he skims hither and thither, scattering dishes by sleight of fist. If he ! é 
spills gravy tis done with a grace ; and his way of breathing on your and tender, I take oath to it ; and to crown the list of my beneficences, 
tumbler and polishing it o’ the napkin is as inimitable as the glossy you shall have the bill afterwards, and God gi’ you grace to remember 
persuasiveness of his manner. ds graveyards! an’ he were to tell the Waiter. 
me these oysters were fresh I should believe him. STRA. And this same bill? 

Grp. Yet they have a parlous odour and an execrable taste. Gib. Is a whizzer, by the horns of Moses! 


STRA. Odds Entomology! what have we here’? A blackbeetle! STRA. Oh, disburse! let there be no grudging. 
and in the soup | Gip. But I have forgotten my purse. 


SMUG. The Lord forbid! ‘Tis but a piece of burnt onion, savoury Stra. AndI my appointment. 'Tis my very good friend Walkerius 
to taste. Bat now that your honour has eaten it, I remember ‘twas a who waits for me in Lincolns Inn Fields, I would not disappoint him 
portion specially seasoned for the Russian gentleman who here fre- for the world. Heaven bring you speedily out of your difficulty. 


quents. will go bid John Cook catch another. Ta, ta, worthy Master Giddigoatio, Ta, ta! 
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While Fullerton might serve 
Of one who'd like some cash to earn— 
Just bet against him for a place. 
For Sweetheart, though I do not sigh, 
I would not say “ Sweetheart, good-bye!” 
Nor is Kingfisher quite a mule, 


But—bless you !—Gallinule? 

There—dash it!—jast my precious luck! A little girl (she va 
duck) has just dropped in and, in a voice which doesn’t leave me any 
choice, asks me aside my work to place and take her to that blessed 
race! In vain I say it can’t be done, she eays | say it “just for fun.” 
In vain Ieay my boots are tight, and tell her that it won't be right ; 
and that my tailor hasn't sent my trousers home; my money's spent, 
my linen lingers at the wash. Her sole reply to this is “ Bosh! Leave 
off these poor excuses, friend; you've got to come, and there’sian 
end!” . . . Let's think of something else, old pal—a 


TIP FOR THE GRAND NATIONAL, 
SOMETHING'S pretty sure to win it, I should say, 
Why Not? 
And to back the merry Coronet should pay, 
Why Not? 
Bat you'll have to be more wary 
Ere you touch Voluptu-ary, 
Or you'll be in a quandary, 
I should say ; Why Not? 
1 would take a ran with Glentherpe, if you please, 
Why Not? 
And Roquefort should be something of “ the cheese,” 


Why Not? 
But if no suggestion inner 
Makes you wish to be a pinner 
Of your faith tot or winner, 
You should seize Why Not. 


Oss) 





























Bir, why should who plague and vex be called the weaker, 


_gentiersex? Although you scarcely will believe, that girl will give 


pprieve ; she wants to take me down, and so—that's all t 













































































A »~POT” HEAVY. 


Friend (to Stout Party).— Have a beer, old fellow?” 
S. P.—* No, thanks, old boy. I find it makes me so fat.” 
Friend.—" Fat, eh? I’ve seen it make you lean!” 





A Writ-orical Flourish. 


THE Kennington writ had not at the House arrived 
When Beaufoy went to take the seat he'd earned, 
It had been delayed in post, but it contrived 
To turn up later on ; when he writ-turned. 
If other writs refused to come to hand, 
There would be joy ‘mid many in this Jand ! 





Married Daughter.—“ Give me some money, please, pa; I want 
to send a sovereign to poor Fred, who has been locked up in Wands- 
worth Prison for a nasty tailor’s bill.” 

Papa.—“ Humph! I see, you want a quid pro gued,eh! Ho, ho, 
ho! Here it is.” | Forks out. 





OuR American cousins have now instituted a Hugging Bee, in 
which people are blindfolded and go about kissing one another. It is 
im great request at fancy bazaars and church benefits, though how it 
is likely to benefit the church it is difficult to see, unless by the 
increase of marriages, christenings, and similar profitable ceremonies. 





~ 
Battering Ram-part. 
(General Boulanger admits that “there are some ranged under his flag who 
regard him as the battering-ram with which to break down the Republic.”) 
Says Boulanger, “Some think me a battering ram, 
To work for their ends, but more artful I am— 
I’m Gen'ral Boulanger, and / am the nation’s ! "— 
Which is all very well (if it isn’t a flam). 
But we don't so much gird at his battering ram 
So much as his pelicy's ram-ifications. 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 16. 
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Here you have him asking his better half if she ever saw such a 
hat in her life before, and expressing his determination to blow that 
hatter up, for all he’s worth. 


MISS PRETTYPERT ON THE BOAT RACE. 


Few people think it, but I have a fit of the blues—once a year. It 
commences when the ’Varsity crews arrive at Putney, and it lasts till 
Boat Race day has ended. Mamma says the race doesn’t draw such 
crowds or take up so much space in the newspapers as it did just 
about the time I was born, when Cambridge had been defeated nine 
times running, or rather rowing, and she says that Dion Boucicault’s 
play Formosa had a good deal to do with popularising it, but I say 
that as long as the English race inhabits this tight little island, the 
Boat Race will be one of its red-letter ones (or oughtn't it to bea blue- 
letter one?) because it’s fair and square, and in backing your fancy you 
don’t have to consider which way the money is. I sup I'm 
on the subject because my Charlie stroked the Camb boat a few 
years ago; now he only strokes my cheek. Nice boy, Charlie! He has 
been taking me out in the launches for the last fortnight, and the 
only difficulty has been that the gentlemen who have happened to be 
coaching the crews have once or twice forgotten all about them in 
flirting (ever so mildly, of course) with me. I don’t quite understand, 
though, why they are called coaches, seeing they have more to do 
with the rowers than the road, but then they carry so many things 
one can’t see. Charlie talks of the swing on the stroke, and thescrew 
on some of the oars, and the low feather, when they've all seemed to 
me in high feather. 

By-the-by, the coach said he supposed I stood to win my gloves on 
Oxford because I had got their colour in my eyes. 

But the other day I was dreadfully shocked by Charlie asking me 
if I'd like to go and see Nos. 5 and 6 tubbing. “ You know,” he said, 
“in tubs—not outrigged.” “Good gracious! sir,” I asked him, with 
asperity, “do you mean to invite me to see these gentlemen taking their 
bath before they are rigged out?” And then Charlie explained. Men 
are so stupid. I asked Charlie if there was any danger of the boats 
ee and he said even if one did there would be very little risk 
of drowning, and I asked why, then, did they carry stretchers in each 
boat? and suggested life-belts would be more useful. 

I have never seen any of the crews catch a crab, though I have 
often watched them passing the Crab Tree, but of course, at this time 
of year crabs are out of season, beastly sour things. ; 

Very often the Thames and London clubs have what they call trials 
with the crews, but I've never seen the Chiswick Eight that they 
speak of out with them—I suppose it’s one of the scratched eights. 

I used to think the nova ted some connection with the carrier- 
pigeons that are sent up when the race is over, but Charlie says the 
“ Doves” is a quaint old tavern, in the back-parlour of which Thomson, 
who lived next door, wrote a good deal of The Seasons, and that Mr. 
Saunders, the genial host, has shown him the table Thomson wrote on. 

This afternoon I was ing ashore from the launch leaning on 
Charlie’s arm, and one of Oxford crew who was standing on the 
Leander balcony said to his friend, “ Nice little craft, isn’t she? 
and the other replied, “ Yes ; she’s a stunning little Clasper!" and the 
wretches pretended they were looking at a boat out in mid-stream, 
while all the time they were referring to me. Rowing men are rather 
nice, though naturally a rowlocking lot. 


gar To Corn 












And here you have him changing his mind, and telling that hatter 
to send him half-a-dozen more hats exactly like it. 


The Way to Treat 'Em. 
CHASE, chase the smiles from off | Most Beaks his pleasing features 


thy face, know ; 
And bend thy brows with gra- Most workhouses are his hotels. 
vity ; 
Stern Justice, at this triple Case | These Two, I own, have greatly 
venil ity ! erred, 
a Bos — Their consciences are tough and’ 
In London town three youths tanned, 
abide But Edward Swinyard is the Third’ 
(Not ragged boysor — Who needs poetic reprimand, 
The names their parents own with 
pride, Although his age is barely ten, 
Are Swinyard, Wood, and Pud- —«-_ (His +. ey almost top the 
foot Dock 
— _ He apes the wickedness of men, 
Wood bleeds the fond parental till sweets and other 
With sinful ney, ce, ! “ sock, 
And tru up tales to c 
the a P By night, weird halfpenny cigars” 
Of terrible tenuity. | se sinner smokes in 
And Puddifoot in tuck and toys, By day with fierce | wars 
of ill-got gains a a The nursery is ted red. 
Another view De owes. y'®  « Whatshall wedo with them?” 's: 
A vagrant and a wanderer. the’ ery 
Shunning the Board School, | From parents and from public 
wicked lad! Cah Fantail anatomy 
Cae) ched the rule and mus- Have changed so much since I 
He never is 80 calmly glad, ee eee 
As when he's clapped in cus- Why drag your babes to Courtsof 
tody.* Law! 
| ourselves to better 
Wetuiester, Walthen, Seal | “aaeothst 
ford, Bow- “ Alas, we've tried too oft before!” 
Street Stations, ope’ to him, , ps " pa 
their cells? Go buy a birch and try Behind! 


© The exigencies of the rhyme may exouse this. But we trust it will not occur 
again.—EpD. FUR. 











whet ia toque tas econ da nace nin oe 
is j hat is a an 
secew” undies the imagpeenion Sad was “s decent bit of horseflesh.” 
It is said that “ When doctors patients do well!” If this. 
is so there ought to bea good chanes invalids of the Metropolis. 
in consequence of the quarrel among the members of the College of 
Surgeons. 
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have been so occupied with the thoughts of the roast goose awaiting re al hore! 
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The Coming Race. 
(Sze CARTOON.) 

1 ‘Tue Political, just like the 'Varsity, Race 
Still encourages feats of endurance and pace ; 
With ardour keen 
Both sides are seen 

To vie in outdoing the past ; 
And in rowing their heat with what vigour 











they may, 
One side must feel something akin to dismay, 
For the glories 
ag Will apparently soon have totally fied, 
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A STORY OF A GOOSE. 


THE MORAL OF WHICH 18S—BE Not SELr-Consciovs. 


As the Liberal boat is going ahead 
Fast, fast, fast. 


The parties composing the (iovernment crew 
Are finding themselves in a terrible stew, 
For, though they s:rain 
With might and main, 

Their hopes will be all “done brown ;” 
The course, over which they formerly romped, 
Is too much for them now, as their craft's 

nigh swamped— 
It is sinking 
Like winking— 
And, since they can’t put into port to refit, 





ABSOLUTELY 
PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 





Cadbury's 
Cocoa 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 








They must share in its work and accompany it 
Down, down, down. 





A CONTEMPORARY states that a young girl 
in Ughely, Hungary, bad an attack of sneez- 
ing the other day which lasted for twenty- 
four hours. We need scarcely say that when 
we read it we were 'Ughely amused, 


CAN an engagement ring be properly called 
a Diamond Syndicate or Trust? un 
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) A Lucky sweep. 
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(1) Nail-dressing by nice ladics, is a | 
daily spreading fad, 
Nought cheaper than a “tenpenny 
nail,” cf course, is to be bad. 
(2) The G. O, M. here “cannons off the 
cush,” as you'll agree, 
Por a.(n)an-expected one is brought 
by nuns across the sea. 
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(3) An enterprising barglar reconnolt- | (5) A balf-a-guinea ninny here, on All 
Is a martyr to much suffering—ia | 


4) A sweep amid bis late wife's props | 
(4) cep | 
So soot-ably and fine-ently bis glad- 


x 


Pools’ Day, is decked ; 
Yet he teoaioa he is beauti-fool for 
ever, we suspect. 
(6) A cabby sued a swell who calhd « 
cab he didn't use; 
But the caller pleaded “ Infancy ”— 
@ waroicg to Jebus. 
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favour boxing, but 
ei a 
we pray you (diojcense.” 
(8) Two Japanese young ladies for a 
sweetheart 


fight ; 
Bat their duel’s much too sword-ed 
to give anyone delight. 
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APRIL 3, 1889. 





HE GLOBE.—In white-washinz 
our old friend “ Hump-backed 
Dick,” Mr. Mansfield has per- 
haps reduced to absurdity the 
modern rage for new readings, 
which have nothing to re- 
commend ‘them but their new- 
ness and the fact that they 
bring the characters within the 
range of the actor or the actress 
desirous of impersonating them. 
There is a good deal that is 
picturesque and attractive about 
this impersopation ; it is unequal, 
of course, pitched on no very 
high level, goes a bit wild, too, at 
times, but it bas points of in- 
spiration, and the finish is a 
really thrilling piece of work. 











THERE is some good individual 
acting in the play, though asa 
wien Genie ites Gees ext ee artes: 66 whole, it is rather of the irri- 
, iH hea tating order. Miss Cameron's 

Lady Anne makes the heart sink 
terribly. Miss Mary Rorke is ome of my weaknesses—I'm always 
pleased with whatever she does, (which is very weak but not altogether 
unjustified) Bat, oh dear! They've found out that she can cry ever 
#) natura'ly, and how they are making herdoit! She cries al] the 
afternoon in Lord Fauntleroy, and all the evening in Richard ///—if 
someone would only institute real morning performances (commencing 
at 9am., say) and find her another nice crying part, what a time of 
reckless jollity she would have! And to think how she used to make 
us scream with laughter in the good old Criterion times! 





Mk. FeRNANDEZ is in his element, and his Buckingham is a 
thoroughly sound and interesting performance. All things considered, 
1 think he and the two clever little girls, Miss Isa Bowman and Miss 
Bessie Hatton, who play the young Dake of York and Prince of Wales, 
respectively, have it all their own way, from an artistic point of view. 
Though I should be sorry to sit upon Mr. Luigi Lablache (particularly if 
he were likely to return the compliment), who plays the Earl of Rich- 
mond, or Mr, Norman Forbes, whose Catesby gives distinct pleasare. 


But, | think, if the production receives the support I am inclined 
to believe it will, that it will be more for its spectacular qualities and 
the wonderful things which have been done under serious drawbacks in 
the respect of space, than for any excellence in the representation of 
the characters. It is certainly a particularly beautifal show, and of 
sustained interest from the illustrative point of view, while its wild, 
rough-and-tumble tights are uncommonly picturesque, and look nice 
aod dangerous, so that they have all the attraction of a sensa‘ional 
acrobatic performance—and that alone should make it pay. 





Tak GLOBE.—THE DISCARDED Dixe. 


Tue Duke of Clarence, by-the-way, does not appear on the scene at 
the Globe. 


ON Thursday, March 21st, too late for last week's notice we had 





produced at the Avenue a new version of the elder Dumas’ Malle. de 
Belle-Isle, under the cy Oe of The Duke’s Boast, for the purpose 
of giving Miss Marion clever and highly intelligent young 
actress—an opportunity of testing her capabilities in the character of 








how ao} 2 2c of there t’ 
hougoti—iet - toEcre | 


1st Matinéer.—“ Hallo! They've passed a law against tall hats in San Prancisco.” 
iM ! Happy t I 


, “ap 7 ' 
fatinéer.—* By Jove! 


Gabrielle de Belle-Isle, made so famous some fifty years ago by the 
still living Mrs. Stirling, who came on that stormy afternoon to tee 
the young sister actress essay this very arduous part. Miss Lea's 
triumph was in a gradual upward movement, though evidently 
extremely nervous in the earlier ecenes, she steadily gained strength 
as the piece proceeded, until, in the last scene of all, where she dis- 
closes the truth to her lover, who is on the verge of committing 
suicide, her real strength was displayed, and this very charming 
young actress let us see what sterling stuff she is made of. With 
careful study we predict a brilliant future in store for Miss Marion Lea. 





Nops AND WINKS.—Merry Margate, at the Comedy, and 7he 
Panel Picture, at the Opera Comiq1e, will both have started on their 
course by the time “this meets your eye.” Next week yon shall 
know what I think of them.—Calumay, Mr. Malcolm Watson's adap- 
tation from the Spanish, which is to be played at the Shaftesbary 
for Mr. W. H. Griffiths’ benefit to-morrow (Thursday) will have a 
capital cast. Misses Wallis, Robertha, Erskine and Dairolles, Messrs. 
William Farren, Arthur Elwood and Mr. Fred Terry being the prin- 
cipal members of it.—Richard Henry’s new Arthurian burlesque is 
timed to appear at the Avenue on Easter Saturday, but Nadgy 
may not be so ready to resign as all that comes to, and Lancelot 
and the rest may have to wait a while longer. Some of the 
jocularities of it have come to my knowledge, and I think 
there's something really funny 
in store for us. When you think 
of Mr. Arthur Roberts as—but 
stay, we anticipate; or the 
sprightly Mdlle. Vanoni and 
pretty Mies Halford as — but 
soft, we are observed. — Mr. 
H. T. Johnson has sold a one-act 
play to Mr. Henry Irving. He 
calls it The Jester King. As Mr. 
Johnson is on the staff of this 
paper, we feel that this title 
must refer to Mr. Fon. No 
scandal against Queen Elizabeth, 
I hope!—Not Dorvas, or even 
Winifred, nor Jane, or Maria, || 
or Susan,or Elizerann, but Doris =E~ 
is tho name now belongingtothe ~; 
new piece at the Lyric, which 
is dated to arrive on the 20th 
inst.— They are having a rum 
time at the Princess's just now. 7 a 
For the first three Sass of the THE a PRINCESS'S 
week, with a matinée on the last KM 
of them, Now-a-days holds the stage ; while for the last three, with a 
matinée on the last of those, The Good Old Times is the pabulum, so 
that Mr. Barrett looks forward for one half of the week and back- 
ward for the other, sometbing after the fashion of our dear old friend 
Janus, NESTOR, 
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On the Loco (with a) motive. 


[M. Zola has a story of railway life on the fapis. So he is riding on 
locomotives, with a view to learning something of the habits of drivers 
and firemen.— Press.] 

IF you would write, in frenzied strain, 

Some dread romance of rail and train, 

‘Twere all in vain, with burning brain, 
The Muses to invoke, 0! 

For all the nine—told nine times o'er — 

Could ne'er supply such boundless store 

Of railway craft and railway lore, 
As——iding on a loco, ! 


If you would cause your cogs and cranks 

To perpetrate unheard-of pranks, 

If you'd get “ mixed” with taps and tanks, 
Then sit at home and smoke, O! 

But if you wish your yarn to be 

From senseless solecisms free, 

Go, learn the railway A B C, 
By riding on a loco. ! 


The b’atant monster's snorts yon’)! hear, 
You'll learn to name her polished gear, 
You'll see how doughty drivers “steer,” 
And swarthy stokers stoke, O! 
And if from them you can but ccax 
Their wonted chat, sans éqguiceques, 
You'll glean some “ realistic” jokes, 
By riding on the loco. ! 


And, if you're anxious to essay 

Some dire collision, and portray 

The battered cars, the shattered clay, 
And Azraél's fetters broke, O !— 

Then nightly pray to Heaven that when 

Such peesy, next occurs, you then 

May with your note-book, ink, and pen, 
Be riding on the loco. ! !! 


The Fretful Pork-pie-in. 
THE ¢ma'l pork pie hat of some thirty years back 
Is coming again into fashion, alack ; 
Let us hope to big hoops girls will not (crino) lean, 
If even this old time pork pie-ty’s seen. 








ot” As. 
A ROUGH GUESS. 
Small Newsvendor (to Fitzmasher) —“'Ere y are, sir! Matterimonial Noc;, 
sir ?—Sare to find sutthia’ to suit yer, sir!” 





THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 

No. 13.—PROVING THAT CHIVALRY STILL EXISTS IN THESE 
MoDERN Days; FURTHER SHOWING THE STUDENT OF 
MODERN MANNERS WHERE TO LOOK FOB IT, AND How TO 
KNOW IT WHEN HE SEES IT. 

MASTER ROBERTUS BUCHANANIUS, a Poet and Play-writer ; 

SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, the Philosopher and Sage. 

STRABISMUS, Worthy sir, I would know of you What is Chivalry? 

BucuH. Why, you shall have it in a parable, thus :—A certain knight 
pricking for adventures before the days of Pendragon, rescued a fair 
lady from the hands of certain ruffians, and taking her behind him 
upon his war-steed, continued the journey. Now they came to a 
hostel where was to be had, for love or money—which is dearest of the 
two ?—but three things: one flask of wine, one mutton chop or sheep's 
cantle, and one poor pallet to lie on. Whereupon the good knight 
yielded the lady the wine and the mutton, sucking the empty bottle 
and gnawing the bare bone for all his sustenance, and giving up to 
her the pallet, slept on the roof-tree in his armour, which bruised him 
very grievously. But this hardship he counted joy for the sake of the 
lady. And as his name was Chivall, so deferring and gallant deeds 
toward feminine fairness came to be known as Chivalry. 

STRA. Why, ‘tis clearly put, and 1 praise you for it. But those 
days are gone, and men have left off wearing armour o’ their bodies. 

BucH. Because their consciences are fenced about with triple plate, 
the ruffians! They wore steel of old because their bosoms were 
tender. 

Stra. And their courteous manners outside, forsooth ! because their 
souls were the souls of barbarians. 

Bucu. I saw a man out with his wife yesterday. They parted at 
the street corner. “Farewell!” she said. “(God go wi’ you!” said 
he, and kept his hat upon his head,the Jubber! _ 

STRA. That he might reverence her the better with his heart. 

Bucu. I rode in a jingling tramcar the other day, between Peck- 
ham and Westminster. ‘Twas full of men, and well-to-do citizens 
mainly. Presently a woman comes in, one young and comely also, 
Did anyone offer her a seat? 


Stra. No; they all sat still upon their lower surfaces, and I honour 
‘em for it. I know a man who now and then is put to it to jump 
upon his mother-in-law out of pure worship and reverence for the 
female sex. And I have met another who, out of extreme love and a:- 
miration for his wife, gives her a black eye, or maybe two, regularly 
o’ Saturdays. Oh, believe me, Chivalry will never die as long as 
there are men who put their boots upon the sofa, and wipe their 
razors on their better halves’ lace handkerchiefs. There is one noble 
creature and knightly, who is a friend of mine. ‘Tis rare sport to 
dine with him and hear him curse the joint; wishing a murrain on 
the cook that cooked it, and the batcher that butchered it, and the 
fool who bought it for young calf, knowing it to b3 old cow! while 
all the while in his heart he is pluming himself upon his household, 
and the she who orders it; and looking at me out of the corner of 
his eye to see whether Iam envious or no. Then after dinner he goes 
out in the garden to squat under his own measly vine and scrubby 
fig-tree ; and his womankind must follow him with pillows and rugs 
lest he should catch the lumbago. Or if it be winter, he must lie on 
the drawing-room sofa and smoke like the Great Bashaw ; while she 
sings her little songs, or would, poor soul, were it not that the vile 
cloud he blows provokes her to agonies of sneezing. And if they are 
going a journey, ‘tis odd but she must rise wi’ the Jark and pack his 
portmanteau for him. And puunge first within the sheets at foreign 
hotels, to test whether they be damp orno. Ob, the man isa very 
knight errant! For the more he runs down, slights, abuses, an1 
maltreats his wife, the more (by my reasoning) be values her. Hear 
him “pish!" and “psbaw!” at the very name of Woman, odds, 
trash, and trumpery! Whilst his heart cries within him. Odea 
certe! 

Bocu. A Goddess, truly! These are the real days of chivalry, 
and your worship bas convinced me. I will go home straightway 
and snub my sister-in-law, if she will allow me, May Heaven smile 


on ye. Farewell! 








CAN a man be said to be tried by his peers only when there are 
several ceunts in the indictment! 























ART PREVAILS. 
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ile was a great lover of nature; his great delight was in the fresh sweet priurose of the bedger: w, and ail the simple baauties of the bursting Spring I will 


‘tep up well, and go into the fields to se2 the snowdrop sprout,” he taid joyfully, about the tine commonly known as Spring. 
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Being fairly tough, he survived the genial weather of the joyous Spring-time ; but (as far as he could see for the sleet) the snowdrop wouldn't come up. Heduga 








bit with his umbrella to stir it up. 























Next day he went not forth; he sat in his comfortable conservatory with his toes on the hot-water pipes,and nursed a pot of snowdrops which had come up. And 
Mother Nature, passing by, looked in, “ Bless me!" she murmured, “how very much pleasanter than my arrangements outside! Why, it is something like Spring in 
bere!" and she stayed awhile to dry herself, and take a lesson. 
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—Latest Edition of “ Sindbad the Sziler.” 


( Ses Cartoon Verecs, p. l 50. 
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SUMMARY JURISDICTION ; 
Orn, LAW FOR THE LOWLIEST. 


(Being whet we may look for next, after the recent exploits of the 
genial and discriminating Mr. Paget !) 


JANE Smitu (described on the charge sheet as Mrs. Smith, wife of 
the Right Rev. John Smith, Bishop) was charged tefore Mr. —— with 
hating with felon- 
jong intent, robbed 
Miss Sarah Snatcher, 
alias Area Sal, of 
a sack of diamonds 
vained at one million 
sterling. Owing to 
the respectable posi- 
tion held by the 
prisoner’s husband 
—an influential! 
bishop of the Church 
of Eogland—and to 
her having hitherto 
borne an exemplary 
character, great in- 
terest was mani- 
fested in the pro- 
ceedings, and the 

was cexsely 
crowded, 

The  prosecutrix 
was accompanied by numerous friends, among whom were observable 
Mr. William Sikes, Mr. Jerry Cruncher, the Artful Dodger, Old 
Bailey Fan, acd other prominent personages. 

MAGISTRATE (to prisoner). Here you! Ca'l yourself a lady, I sup- 
pose,eh? How dare yousitdown! Getup! Here, jailer, take that 
chair away, and give her one over the mouth with it. 

THE PRISONER'S HUsBAND. Your worship—I must beg—really I 
must object to your quite killing my wife—at any rate, before any- 
thing is proved-——— 

THE MAGISTRATE. What!—proof! Whatdo J care abcut proof! 
Hang proof! Ji take you downa peg or two, ma'am. I commit 
you for six months. 

CLERK (aside to megistrote). No, no, no! You can't do that— 
nothing proved yet, you know. Pray wait a moment until—— 

MAGISTRATE. Et! Oh, well, what's the charge? 

PROSECUTBIX. Wy, Icok 'ere—I was a-goin’ along with a eack o' 
dimonds quite quiet—a-takin’ em to my bank, w’en she rushes out of 
4 ‘ouse and trips me up, and ‘arf murders me ; and afore | could pick 
myself hup, she jomps into a keb with my eack o’ dimonds, and I ain't 
sin one on ‘em since—blimey ! 

PRISONER'S HUSBAND. | need hardly point out to your worship 
the absurdity of this charge. Is it likely that this woman—a person 
selling wool mats and hairpins—would be in possession of a sack of 
diamonds ! 

MAGISTRATE, What! Do you dare to throw discredit on the 
prosecutrix's word—and to speak to me’ I suppose yew call yourself 
a respectable bishop, don't you? J'l/ teach you how I treat respect- 
able pereons—I commit you for two years—— 

THE USHER (cside to magistrate). No, no, myidear worship, you 
really can’t, don't you see /—quite irregular ! 

pOvciuw “if yoj2ae MAGISTRATE, Well, I can 
commit the prisoner now, any- 
how—seven years with the cat. 
The most disgraceful case of 
assault and robbery that ever 
came under my notice! Jailer, 
tear off her bonnet and cut off 
her hair, and ketch her a 
smarmer over the jore. What! 
not proved yet? But I tell 
you I shall take the prose- 
catrix’s word, 

PRISONER'S SOLICITOR. But, 
your worship, I can prove 
absolutely that at the time the 
prosecutrix mentions, my client 
was three hundred miles away. 

MAGISTRATE, Pooh! I don't 
believe a word of it! 

PRISONER'S SOLICITOR. But 
I have two archbishops and 
the Prime Minister, and the 
Lord Chancellor, andthe Pre- 
bident of the Royal: Academy to prove the a/idi. oi 
MAGISTRATE, I don’t care abcut that—it's a trumped-up defence. 














(To prosecutriz). She did rob you of the sack of diamonds, didn't 
she? Yes! That'senough! (70 jailer). The prosecutrix bears an 
unimyeachable character, doesn't she?! 

JAILER. Oh, yes, your worship. She's been locked be here for 
begging and petty larceny, and drunkenness, and violence and 
setterer, fifty-seven times, besides having served seven years for re- 
ceiving stolen goods, and three years for kidnapping, and five years 
for 

MAGISTRATE. Be quiet, can't you? I won't hear anything against 
the prosecutrix. I sentence the prisoner to be hanged—— 

CLERK (aside). No, no! You really can't—— 

MAGISTRATE. Well, then, I sentence the prisorer to twenty-one 
years penal, with the cat, and bard Jabour, and solitary conti 

UsHER (aside). No,no! Really, your worshi 

MAGISTRATE. Well, I won't be baulked—I wi// make her smart 
somehow. I commit her for trial. Jailer, put on the handcuffs and 
give herakick. Here, c’ear out, all you respectable people, or 1'll 
make it hot for you. Kick ‘em out, usher. Tread on their toes ard 
emash their hatsin! (With awink at the Prosccutriz). We'll let 
these nobs know—we'll work ’em. I'm your sort. Yor come to me 
when you want the job done. 

CHORUS OF CRIMINALS, Right you are, Guvnor—won't we, that’s 
all! | They hastily club together, and present an illuminated 

testimonial to his worship. 














THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


ALTHOUGH Lord Stratheden and Campbell (not a firm, though 
resolute) had his motion in favour of Imperial Federation negatived 
without a division on Monday night, he received the satisfaction of 
assurances from Lord Knutsford (not a calico lord, though lately 
Holland) that the Government contemplated joining John Bull's sons’ 
‘hands all round” ina comprehensive measure at'a future date. The 
Opposition, on same afteraoon, cheered a statement of Mr. W. H. 
Smith that the Government did not propose to renew the Coal and 
Wine Dues, these being naturslly, as regards the Wine Dues, subjects 
appertaining to the Pert of London. During the past week, the 
Gereral 'Tournay between the 
Attorney-General and his 
attackers has waged briskly. 
Enter the Member for Gorton 
amid Gladical cheers and cries 
of “We've Gort an-other!”’ 
Upon the consideza‘ion of Lord 
George Hamilton’s modest 
request for a trifling twenty- 
one millions, there was another 
brisk dis:uesion, and the House 
was regaled by la créme de ls 
Cremer replying to the gloomy 
Goschen, It was a cheerful 
announcement, made beforethe 
Lords’ Committee 01 Sweating, 
that soldiers’ belts were made 
at twopence each. So far from 
thinking this 2d.ear, FUN 
doesn't think it dear enough for the sweated to live by honest Jabour 
in this direction. Lord Beauchamp advocates cosier waiting-rooms at 
railway stations—heaps of room waiting for improvement at present, 
while passengers at Mugby Junction exclaim, “’Iis weary wailing 
here!" 

\ ednesday.—“ The Angel of Death is abrcad ; we can almost hear 
the beating of his wings.” He who spoke these words has himselt 
answered the inexorable call. 





GONE from our midst the honoured silvered head, 

And hushed the silver voice that Freedon claimed. 
Honoured and loved not less by those who strove 
Against thee, than by comrades—factions din 

Is hushed awhile, and friends and foes across 

Thine open grave, join hand and heart and voice, 

Yea, while thy soul goes out into the night 

All Britain sighs “ Farewell, well done! John Bright.” 


Death has indeed been meddling in politics, for besides John Bright, 
the Duke of Buckingham and the Hon. Guy Dawnay have, in the 
great division, sided with the “ great majority.” 

The Commons voted the second reading of Mr. Stevenson's Welsh 
Sunday Closing Bill. All very well to shut up the pubs, but why 
don't they start by first closing the clubs? 

On Thursday Lords Salisbury and Granville paid just tribute to the 
memories of the Peer and the Commoner whom Death (who is no 
partisan) bas taken. On Friday the House of Commons listened to 
him who is its greatest orator on him who was its greatest orator. 
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But some of the bhoys took his part, and swore by this and that he should go free, But ai her all Mick Cas 
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AN IRRESISTIBLE ARGUMENT. 


Dubicus E.derly Party.— But 1 see that twopence for the waiter 
is included as an item of the bill.” 

Proud-spirited Menial—“ Twopence for the waiter, sir, yessir. 
tut forthe MAN! ’ [The Man got it! 


April Fooling. 


THE day before yesterday, which was the Oneth 
(As reference soon will show) 

Of this Springy and somewhat showery month, 
I forth through the town did go. 

And I heard from the talk of the passers-by 
That, according to usval rule, 

They hurled at each other the frequent cry, 
“Oh, what an April Fool!” 


Said one to another, “ Brave Balfour's beloved 
In Erin, that I'll engage— 

Ard no one desireth the Government ‘shoved ' 
Irom its place on St. Stephen's stage. 

Lord Randolph,” he added, “ is tound to shed 
Calm peace on the Tory School——,” 

But his friend interrupted him here, and said, 
“ Dye think l'm an April Fool?” 


Behold these pros; ectuses,” next one exclaimed,— 
(“ Prospecti,” perhaps 7 should say,) 

Here's a number of Companies soon-to-be-famed 
Aud all of ‘em bound to pay!" 

Then all of a sudden the mighty crowd, 
Who had bitherto been so cool. 

At the feet of this charlatan meekly bowed— 
Yea, each one was an April Fool ! 


Ja Chivalry possible?" murmured one 
* Deth Virtue D. T.-eriorate? 
Will the screeds that in certain papers run, 
Make the Human Race good and great!” 
* we OH responded his friend, ‘though Buchanan the 
( 
Has genius (when he's cool), 
He whothinks that Mankind is much worse than of old 
Is a decided April Fool!" 


IRISH FLOWERS OF ORATORY.—Healy-o-tropes, 











THH METROPOLIS MORN BY MORN. 


[EDITORIAL NOTE :—We beg to say that we have, after considerable expense, 


and still more considerable bad language (on the part of our contributor), secured 
the sole London and Provincial, Continental, and Planetary rights of the above- 
named matutinal maunderiogs. Readers are, therefore, reqaested to note that 


none others are genuine ; or, at least, not much.) 


Goop old Metropolis! What sights are seen in thee morn by morn, 
if, haply, one is awake to see them ; and, not like the last new sleep- 
ing girl in America——| Omitted a3 having no connection with 
Metropolitan affairs. | hich reminds me that this very Monday 
morning when the Sun (the Phcebus Apollo, likewise the Sol, of the 
ancients, and the Dan Phoebus of brave old Chaucer and other early 
bards, who have—but no matter). As Sol, I say, was beginning to 
gild the turrets of the Royal Courts of Justice (which edifice 
strangely resembles the Jate lamented Doré’s quaint illustrations to 
Les Contes Driélatiques, which Balzac 'Tush, tush.—Ep.}] While 
the Sun, I say again, was glinting the silent but sweeping waters of old 
Pater Thamesis (as classical scholars have it), and while the early 
omniboat was riding proudly at anchor like a thing of life, large 
masses of the populace might have been observed darting here and 
there, and raving and gesticulating, as though under the influence of 
D. T.! 

Horror! they wre / even like Coupeau (whom Zola, who lives in 
“Paris Day by Day,” hath laid bare with quivering quill) and—— 
' Bosh.—ED. | 

The next scene is Bow Street—scene of so many historic and histri- 
onic adventures, especially before the lower “orders” (that is to say, 
those for pit and gallery) were admitted. Here it was that pretty 
Peggy Woffington (methinks I see her now!) poured out the Pekoe of 
the Period for Great Little Davy until——-but I retrogress. Well, 
here we are at the Bow Street Bastille) Many—nay, most of you— 
have, I doubt not, been there, “many a time, many a time,” as our 
gamins merrily gurgle along the gutters. See, outside, in majestic 
calm, stands the Marie Noir (or “ Black Maria”’). 

What is this? I find myself hauled before le biqgue (or magistrate), 
and charged with being drunk and disorderly! Also with having 
assaulted the editor and entire staff of some paper called The Taily 
Delegraph, because it had published a series of articles similar to 
these. I have no knowledge of the assault, and I am just about to be 
carried off in the B.M. to the Chiteau D’ Holloway, when a kindly, 
comical-looking old gentleman, with something of an angelic strain, 
comes forward and pays my fine. It is the far-famed Mr, F——, 
whose City offices are at 153 Fleet Street, and whose rural residence 
in the far Noith West hath considerable Camden : ress-tige. 
Saved! 

Tuesday.—I rise early, like a giant refreshed—(speaking of giants, 
those two on show just now in New York——[ Now then.—Ep.] I 
look around, and find that, in the words of our serio-comic chan- 
sonnettists (who are much more serio than comic), “ The world is guy 
to duy!” I note a glow of gladness over all—yea, even over the 
housetops. ‘ What is this?” I ask of the by-passers ; “can this reful- 
gence be duc to the rising of the Sun’” “It can,” answer several ; 
“but it isn't. Don't you know, you Juggings, that this is publishing 
day at 153 Fleet Street, when the lively Lay is heard all around? 
This joy and jubilance is due to the rising of the Fun!” 














A CLINCHER. 


Mrs. Perksits (the young man seemed to like the rooms, and looked 
like taking them).—“ An’ there's another thing, sir; I’ve no young 
darters or nieces to be a-bringing breach o’ promises or actions for 
asejult agin my lodgers,” 
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The Latest Discovery. 


FRoM fartherest Ind this tale. (I wist 
In Truth’s own mintage it was coint.) 

How Campbell, Archzologist, 

By strength of will and force of fist, 
Found Buddha's little finger-joint! 


In ancient days a king of Cutch 
(His name would British jaws disjoint, 
And doesn’t matter overmuch) 
Detained within his reverent clutch 
Great Buddha's little finger-joint, 


He put it in a box of gold 
( With costlier essences anoint), 
A silver casket’s shining fold, 
A copper urn’s metallic hold, 
Guarded Great Buddha's finger-joint. 


He sealed it in an earthen bowl 

(With charms from Dervishes purloint) ; 
He burrowed in a stone a hole 
And hid, unknown to any soul, 

Great Buddha's little finger-joint. 


And o’er the hole he reared a pile, 

A stately tower well conned and quoint, 
Then died—it may be with a smile, 
Centuries passed, ere trod the sile 

The Finder of the finger-joint. 


The artless natives, fearing Djins 
In those unsweetened shades, did point 
And gibber, with uplifted chins, 
“ For spooks I do not care two pins!" 
Quoth he who found the finger-joint. 


The tower fell down—the dust flew up, 
He bade the bricks and blocks aroint. 
The cobra and the jungle-pup 
Might not disturb his lofty gup. 
“Found! found!” he shrieked, “ the finger- 
joint!” 
* om * * * 


O fretful England! turn I pray 
From foolish things that disappoint ! 
Let CONSTITUTIONS fade away |! 
Let NATIONAL PRESTIGE decay ! 
What matter; we’ve THE FINGER-JOINT |! 


Our Navy’s but a Paper Fleet ; 
Our Army’s not our strongest point, 
Our Government's a thing effete. 
“What does it matter?” I repeat, 
We've got Great Buddha's finger-joint ! 





Smith. — “See that they're boring for water at 
Hastings for the workhouse?” 

Jones.—“ That’s not the only place. They’ve been 
boring for water at home. The collector has called 
three times, and swears he'll cut it off if the rate 
isn’t paid this week, and what with that and the 
taxes and gas, 1’m nearly bored to death.” 


TURF CUTTINGS. 


HUN. 149 
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AN APRIL FOOL. 
Sir Wretched Fibster sings: 
‘‘ Who ran to catch me when I fell, Beca.se I did a cracker tell ? 
And punched my head and smacked me well My learned brother.” 











felt the merest addlepate—and if you want my tip to bet, why Donovan 
is all you'll get! He's in the Derby—mark it thus—I’m yours, you 





To THE EDITOR OF “FUN. haow, Pl ng 
S1Rz,—I suppose you wouldn't be exactly satisfied with me if I were 3 sa 
not to send for print at least a1 unpretending hist about the new im- GRouND RENTS —Landslips, 
portant race which is intended to take place, with interest’s extreme 
display, on Leicester Course on Saturday. You will of course,asI En s€lemoriam. 


conclude, know well to what I thus allude, but I will say, for 


dullards’ sakes, it is the Prince of Wales's Stakes. 


For this I had it in my nob to give my vote for Chitabob, but 


THE RIGHT HON. JOHN BRIGHT. 


Bora Nov. 16th, 1811. Died March 271, 1889, 


Chitabob, the stupid, went and had a little accident. This muchin- | MILD-MANNERED man, serene and great of mind, 
censed a man who called, and thumped and swore and stamped and | Whose heart held room for all thy brother-kind. 
bawled, and flung the things about the place, and said it was a huge Tay tide of life, sprang from an humble source, 
disgrace, and asked my views (with frequent “dim.”)—I said I quite | Like some broad river sped its stainless course 
agreed with him. And then he told me, “like a man,” to give my tip Between green banks, from rocks and briars free, 
for Donovan, and shook his stick and ramped and tore, and like an Straight to the bosom of the Eternal Sea! 


earthquake sought the door. He left my nerves in such a state, | 
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vat. In no case will they be returned unless 


unied by a stamped and directed envelope. 
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(1) “H'm! looks like rain; mustn't spoil my new hat.” 
4) “Strong smell of burning; must be achimney on fire somewhere.” 
No, all right (6) “ Hullo!—hil I say }~—what the d 


“The Young Man of the Sea.” 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
THERE are surely few people who haven't 
heard te!! 
About Sindbad the Sailor, and all that befell 
That adventurous wight in earth, water, and 
air— 
More especial! «, p'r'aps, his performances rare 
With the horrid Old Man of the Sea 
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Gold Medal Awarded, Health Exhibition, Lendon. 
For INFANTS, N 
INVALIDS, 4 
DYSPEPTIOS. QO O 
BENGER’'S FOOD Ie Sold In Tins at Is. 6d 
or Free by Parcels Post, from 
MOTTEBERSEHEAD 4&4 CO., 


B en@vers 
and 

26. 6d., and 5s.. by Chemists, &c., Everywhere, 

(S. Paine & F.B. Bewoer,) 7 Exonance Sraeet, MANONESTER. 


1 Brothers, 

















“WHERE THERES SMOKE THERES FIRE. 


(2) “Hang it! I want one. Yes, I'll buy a new umbrella.” (3) “Only a shower. Try a cigar.” 
(5) “Stronger than ever—eh! confound it! it can’t be my lights gone off in my pockets. 
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ice——" *) He drowas his umbrella in the drinking-trough. 


And, respecting the Naval Defence of our 


shore, 
Poor John Bull seems to suffer like Sindbad 
of yore, 


For he's sj 1eezed very hard till his money 


rops out, 


And he's made to keep painfully trotting 


about 
By a wily Young Man of the Sea. 


Cocoa 


Cadbury s 


PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


lished (for the Proprietors), by W. Lay, at 153 Fleet Street, E.O. 


New, the Old Man wes finally ouste?, I 
think, 

By the sailor’s supplying him freely with 
drink ; 


And if Number Two Sindbai would ’scape 


from the weight 


Cn his back, he’ll—but, no! Con’t let’s hint 


a‘ the fate 
Of the artful Young Man of the Sea. 





SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED 


tll, til tn allan, ll, le ee 


C.BRANDAUER &C°s 


CPointeo PENS 





Write as smoothly asa lead pencil, and neither scratch 
nor spurt, the points being rounded by a new process 
Ask your Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample 
Boz, or send + stamps to C. Branpavuer and Co.'s 
Pen Works, BirMINGHAK: or to their Wholesale 


Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street Loadon, E.C. 
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‘Such larks’ on the Governess . 0") 


(1) As vegetable bouquets now 
thrown by cl: ssses. upper, 

The rec ipients can take ’em home 
and cook 'em for their supper. 


are (3) A lordling 


Pleaded “infancy” to cred 


coy =, - 7 
(2) Two Buccaneers of tender 
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whe owed largely for 
cigars he had been puffing, 


tors, and 


tried to pay ‘em “ nuffing.” 


years (4) Lawn tennis now mmences—don't 
went out intent on booty— _ leclare it makes you “nervis’ 
The, were (Bu ‘ca )-near to burglary. Wit “volley ’ nir is liatri’» 
but I y did his “ ty!” rding : 
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The Chucker whe 


(5) With New York dudes th m ashe rs) 
splendid night-shirteare in fashion, 
Which shirt'nly should ake 


(7) Some grown-up girls (mere brain- 
less chits) attempt asphyxiation 


is / & governess, for whom they had 
view their crania with cc In pa on. no govern-es-timation. 
Two rather “sprung” Ar (*) A noble lord, who ’mid the “gods” 
held revolvers at a ; at music-halis bad revelled, 
But the harge” that oor AF Lnocked a “goddess” ‘neath the 
ed at ‘/v at Bow t soon wae made a bit 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THEATRE-GOEBRS of the first night species, and they whose duty ’tis 
to speak their mind on plays, have this week had two evenings some- 
what marred. [wo new plays have been produced, whereof the 
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THE OOMEDY.—“ You note these calves—you do, I hope 
They're always bathed with Tuabb’s soap.” 

results were in the one case disappointment, and the other amaze- 

ment, Alas, that this is thus! 


THE ComeEeDyY.—This was where we had the disappointment. So 
unexpected, too, for the play was by Mr. Sydney Grundy, and the 
cast was a particularly good one. I won't say there is no amusement 
in Merry Margate, which is the name of the disappointment; on 
the contrary, there is lots! I defy Mr. Grundy to write three acts of 
anything without letting something clever slip out. He commits 
several bits of smart originality in the dialogue of the piece, and the 
character of the soap-boiler, with his all-pervaling advertisements, 
is a highly ticklesome bit of satirical fun. But the plot, besides 
being thin, is of the good old matrimonial-peccadillo, mistaken 
identity kind of goods, and the characterization is of the stalest. 
There are those who profess knowledge and say that this is an old 
piece, dating from the days in which its author had not the ears 
of managers; but I hold that matters not, and take no heed, save 
that it proves the managers of those days not unright ! 


I THOUGHT Mr. W. 8. Penley might have made something more of 
his part (yet have I no wish to cavil, for he made me Jaugh often), 
but I don't think Miss Lottie Venne could—I mean (as you may have 
doubts), that | don't think she could have made more of her part than 
she did—she made me /augh right enough. Mr. Barrington, too, 
played a not very effective part in first ciass style; Mr. C, W. Gar- 
thorne was good, too, and so was Mr. E. W.(Giardiner. Miss Sophie 
Larkin, Miss Susie Vaughan, and Miss Vane Featherstone were also 
well up to to their usual high standard, I dare say, even, that there 
is a sort of a run in store for Merry Margate—it is an improvement 
on Uncles and Aunte at any rate! 

THE OPERA COMIQUE.—This was where we got our amazement, 
and yet I know not if we had the right to be amazed, Zhe Panel 
Picture is, truly, an almost inconceivably bad play—a curious game 
of fatuous and battled hide-and-seek for four acts (which might, on 
the eame lines, have been extended to fifty), with faint suggestions of 
The Monk's Room, and decided reminders of The Treasure (rather 
ludicrous in this connection ),—makes you hysterical to see how every- 
body is spying upon everybody else, and plotting their discomtiture, 
and how everybody's plots simply flash in the pan and come to 
nothing, all to the accompaniment of portentous oaths and deadly 
secret societies. And yet, withal, the play is not much worse than 
The Led Lamp—it has the same fault of want of love interest, and 
the same unelevated style of dialogue; but 7he Red Lamp was 
extraordinarily well acted, and The Panel Picture—isn't. 


Not that I would lay the failure of the play to the acting—I would 
not so deprive the author of his honest due—but | see no reason for con- 
sidering the management particularly wanting in judgment in pro- 
ducing such a play—from a business point of view. Seeing what 
rubbish is sometimes accepted by the public, it is not without excuse 
—the difficulty is to hit upon the right kind of rubbish Besides, the 
plot of The Pave! Picture, in ita main thread—the hidden fugitive 
—is quite a “possible” one if it had not been complicate into con- 
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fusion and embellished with a most remarkable series of “ dangerous” 
expressions. But there, let us turn the picture to the wall. Curious 
to note, though, before doing so, that this was to have been Mr. 
Barrington’s “ next” play at the St. James's! 





ALTHOUGH the acting was, on the whole, weak, there was one 
particularly good performance—almost, I think, two. Mr. John 
Beauchamp played a Jesuit priest of a benevolent ‘kind with an easy 
finish and point which never faltered, and which was very refreshing. 
Others of the performers, who have done well before now, were either 
unfitted to their parts or seemed to lose hold of themselves, Mr. 
Beauchamp kept his head, as it were, throughout, and gave us a bit 
of character, firm, complete, and impressive. There was a quiet 
harmony about Mr. Nutcombe Gould’s Lord Saltash which inclines 


me to class it also as particularly good. 


Mr. CAuTLEY had a hard row to hoe, and if he sank under the task, 
commiseration, and not blame, should be his, but his wild melo- 
dramatic start, whenever he found the stealthy Hindoo servant behind 
him (which was frequently), was too much for gravity. Lady Monck- 
ton and Miss Roche were overweighted, and for the rest they would 
certainly have done better with better opportunities. A very fine 
scene, “specially” designed by Mr. Herbert Railton, and bearing a 
curious air of resemblance to the delightful pen and ink drawings we 
are so familiar with, served for the four acts, 





THE CRITERION.— My extra-special-sub-under-deputy-substitute 
(I think that’s what we call him) has been enjoying Still Waters 
here. He says it’s as good a thing as he’s seen tor a long time, and 
Mr. Wyndham’'s acting, particularly in the last act, quite fetched him. 
As usual with him, with the ladies of the cast, he’s quite gone on Miss 
Mary Moore, though he does think her a little mild (may). Mr. 
Standing he doesn’t care about, but then he always does dislike the 
“villain.” As for Mrs. Bernard Beere, he says, that’s acting if I 
like (1 do like, by the way, very much). Altogether, he says, its good 
enough for him to go again, if I, or the Editor will arrange it for him. 
He's a good lad, and already shows signs of fitness for the glorious pro- 
fession of journalism | 


Nops AND WINKS.—Thursday, the 25th inst, will be the last con- 
cert of the season at the Victoria Hall and Coffee Tavern. Meantime 
there are several other attractive concerts, including costume selec- 
tions from the operas J! Trovatore and The Rose cf Castille. 
Miss Helen D'Alton and Signor Foli are on the list of singers. Who 
wouldn't be one of “the masses” ?—Mr. Purkiss has turned what was 
once the Holborn Amphitheatre—and what has tried to be several 
other things in succession without conspicuous success—into a build- 
ing suitable for shows after the manner of the Agricultural Hall, 
Olympia, &c., which he calls the Central Hall, Holborn. Itis capitally 





THE OPERA COMIQUE.—“ Ha!—AGAIN! THIS CONSTANT SPYING IS NOT 
TO BE HINDOO-ERED!” 


situated, and ought to do well. The Sportsman's Exhibition is being 
held there at present, and all seems well up to now. NESTOR. 








THE dispute between England and the Sultan of Morocco having 
been settled, the British men of war have sailed from the Moorish 
coast. It is, perhaps, superfluous to add that they left of their own 
accord, and were not Moored off. Let us hope the engagement 
on the part of Morocco will be binding. 
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Ethel.—“ I don’t know what to do with this horrid cold, 














COLD COMFORT. 
What do 


most people do when they have a cold?” 
Maud,— They cough.” 


COMEDIES OF EVERYDAY LIFE.—No. VI. 


YOUTH. 


(Two well-born young gentlemen, ALGIE and BERTIE, “tumble against 
one another,” as they might express it, outside of the Criterion.) 


ALGIE. 
BERTIE. 
ALGIE. 
BERTIE, 


ALGIE, 


DERTIE. 
A LGIE, 
BERTIE. 
ALGIE. 
BERTIE. 
ALGIE, 


BERTIE. 


ALGIE. 


Hallo, old pal ! 
Hallo !—that you! 
First-class, you bet !—and you? 
Oh, me ?—no fear ! 
[As if it were a matter of course, they lounge into the 
Criterion bar, 
I wish you’d been with us, dear chum, last night— 
Me and some others—we got blazing tight ; 
Went to the Empire, and got chucked out clean— 
By Jove! a bigger lark I’ve rarely seen ! 
On that we roil’d into a pub,—first-class— 
Turn’d out the gas, and smashed a lot of glass! 
Threw three policemen down upon the tloor— 
Took seven to get five of us from the door! 
Along the road we played the peelers tricks— 
Crowd of a thousand took our part like bricks. 
I don’t know when I’ve had so warm a treat ; 
Squared it this afternoon at Marlboro’ Street. 
The papers will report our little games— 
sut don't suppose that they’ll report our names. 
Cost us three quid a-piece, and looking meek— 
To square the pub., the paper man, and beak, 
By George! I envy you—l do, old man— 
My luck to such a good thing never ran. 
Where have you been, dear chappie—out of town? 
Yes ; at the guv’nor's ; ‘bliged to toddle down. 
A lot of people there—confounded bores! 
Girls with their mothers—some in pinatores ! 
Besides, what can a fellow do or say 
With his own sisters always in the way’? 
Disgusting, ain't it ’—what’s the lush to be ‘— 
The sort of thing my guv'nor plants on me— 
What do you say to rinse your teeth with fizz’ 
You know my little ways, dear boy— 
Good bizz!— 


What cheer ? 


What’s your brand? 
For pref'rence, Mumm and dry. 
That’s now my gargle; 1’m less shy 

After the opera’s over, my dear pal. 

Come further down to my partic’lar gal. 


FUN. 
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BERTIE. What, that tall dark one? 
ALGIE. No,—the petite blonde ! 
| He whispers in Bertie's ear, 
BERTIE. You don't mean that? 
ALGIE, A fact—and awf'ly fond ! 
Just watch her optics when she sees me show ; 
Then what's o'clock, you won't long want to know. 
That heavy swell who's finishing his drink 
And ogling her, is fool enough to think— 
The ass is leaving her !—Come on, she's free. 
What a reception she gives me—you'll see ! 
| They move quickly to the quiet part of the bar, where 
the “ petite blonde" is serving. 
PETITE BLONDE. (To herself). 
Again, here comes that wretched little cad ! 
That I should have to bear with him 's too bad. 
Good heavens !—what would his mother say, if she, 
For half an hour, could places change with me? 





—— 


A Curious Egg-sit. 

\ETURNING from the Boat Race, tired and full of distempering 
draughts, a certain gentleman, by the name of Mant, sought repose 
on a box of eggs standing outside a grocer’s shop at Chelsea. No 
doubt he Mant well, but he should have known that such a rest 
was sure to be a broken one. Unfortunately, on his name and 
address being demanded by a policeman, he was egged on to assauit 
the guardian of the peace, for which the sitting magistrate eggsacted 
the eggsemplary penalty of forty shillings, and he had to shell out 
like a bird. 








“Echo” asks Why ? 
THE Echo rages at Sir Somers Vine, 
or touting for the Imperial Institute, 
And for Sir 8. V.’s recall it seems to pine, 
because it thinks this Vine doth bear no fruit, 
Ah, yes, it frowns (as seemeth to all comers) 
Like several winters on the I, I.’s Somers. 





A BRASS-FINISHER.—A reckless spendthrift. 
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“THOUGH LOST TO SIGHT, TO MEMORY DEAR.’ 
Ist East Anglian.—* Coom, bor, here be the public, Let’s go and 
have @ soop.” 
2nd Do.—“ Ah, bor, but that temperance ehap, he say to I, ‘Tummas, 
he say, ‘ when yew pass the public, think o’ yewr wife at hoam.’ 
lst Do.— That's right, bor, and I'm thinking o’ mine, and yew of 


yewrs, and we can’t dew better than go in and drink their healths.” 
Carried unanimously, 
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The (shr) Hub of the Universe, 
(A FORECAST.) 


The Corporation of London are making a novel 
oalcan They are placing six huge square boxes. 
& 

















CHIVALRY IS STILL POSSIBLE. 


Heard at the Hoppington's Evening at ‘Home, 


The De Bashleu (4 propos of atopic of the day).—" In fact, woman's position is not what it 
used to be in mediwval times, The knight of old set her on a pedestal; the modern 


The Major.—“Tries to take her down—exactly, But only because he wants to bring her | 


nearer, don't you know.” 


[But then the Mojor has such a lucid way of putting things. 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THE great event of last week was the success of Lord George 
Hamilton in squeezing out of John Bull's pocket the twenty-one 
millions for the Queen's Navee, Of course Sir Wilfrid Lawson raised 
his voice in opposition to the warlike preparations, but Sir Wilfrid, 
though a robust Radical, is a little too watery is some of his argu- 
ments, As for the Naval Prodigy, Nurse Beresford declares the poor 
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little thing is being starved, and would fatten it up with a bottle 
filled with a good supply of pap; while Nurse Cremer would recom- 
mend a course of ting. Poor Mr. Pickersgill, once upon Naval 
subjecta, naturally came to Trafalgar—not the battle, but the Square 
—when he was snuffed out by the remorseless Closure. 

Ohurchill up for Brum |! t is the meaning of it? What game 
is the modern political conjurer playing? With J, A. Bright and 








t. 
ng in front of the Royal Exchange, and. 
ene eae are to be planted.) ° 
Tux “ bleak, swarthy moor” of Macaula 
Is shunned with contem scorn : 
Both St. James's and Regent’s are wholl 
Neglected, fo forlorn ! 
Never Kew-ward the jaunteth— 
The T Beck Common he snubs ; 
In the heart of his city he planteth 
His own supernacular shrubs ! 


It is sweet for the editor, poring 
O’er imbecile story and song. 

And the haggard accountant, deploring 
The totals that will tot up wrong ; 

It is sweet—passing sweet—for the tens and 
The hundreds of bank-buried grubs 

For a season to fly from their dens, and 
Behold with deep rapture the shrubs ! 


We know of a score of young fellows— 
Abandoned and dissolute cubs— 

Who were erstwhile untiring and zealous 
In visiting play-rooms and pubs. 

Who might oft in hot rooms be found lazing 
O'er spades, hearts and diamonds and clubs ; 

Yet whose evenings are now - mae in gazing 
With joy on our Threadneedle shrubs ! 


Oh! rare rus in urbe delicious, 
How sweet is thy influence strange ! 
How destroyed is each passion that's vicious 
| In front of the Royal Exchange ! 
| How dreams Mr. Fun of the breaking 
Of happier days, as he dubs 
| This Valhalla, of corporate making, 





“The Beautiful City of Shrubs!” 


Randy splitting the Union vote, it seems that Phipson Beale, an othep- 
wise impossible candidate for this borough in opposition to John 
Bright's son, will have a chance of winning by a head, and he’s got 
a good head has Beale, Q.C, But does Randy mean starting? This 
was the all-absorbing question on Monday. But on Tuesday the 
Paddington Sphinx put all doubts at rest by declaring his inten- 
tion not to cause disunion among the Unionists. Lord Milltown's 
Bill to punish the burglar indulging in the “bulldog” with the 
“cat,” was very properly read a second time in the Lords. Mr. 
Broadhurst raised an interesting debate last week by his motion call- 
ing attention to the chronic congestion of the lungs—otherwise the 
large towns—in this country. If Dives be wise, he will see that the 
wretchedness of Lazarus is a danger to the State. The Jawyers in the 
House on Wednesday carried the second reading of Cozens-Hardy's 
Bill, giving trustees wider powers of investment—the worst of lawyer- 
framed bills is, they have 
a knack of making an 
opening for lawyers’ bills 
of another kind, Our old 
friend—if anything femi- 
nine can ever be old 
-—the Deceased Wife's 
Sister was again to the 
fore, but while John Bull's 
Deceased Wife's Sister 
shivers out in the cold, 
Mr. A. Elliot's Bill, unless 
the Lords — ungallant 

again, will enable Sandie to take his to his bosom. 

So our M.P.s are going in for steeplechasing at Banbury Cross, 
exchanging the division for the saddling-bell. Fun hopes our 
politicians won't come “ purlers,” and determines to— 

Ride a cock-horse to Banbury Cross 

To see an M.P. take his seat on a horse, 
Abandoning Budgets, Bine Booker, Ayes, and Noes, 
He takes his whip with him wherever he goes, 

There was a hurley Burleigh in the Lords on Thursday, and he 
was proposed as successor in the Chairmanship of Committees to the 
late Duke of Buckingham ; and Morley, not John of that ilk, who 
has sworn to end, or mend, the Gilded Chamber, but the belted earl 
romped in for the stakes with a lot in hand. The Naval Defences 
were debated right up to the end of the week. After so much cry 
John Bull hopes there will be some wool for his millions. 
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The Tories’ Terror. 


ty is generally understood that the | 
bulk of the Conservative party were | 
afraid of Lord R. Churchill contesting 
Birmingham, lest his presentaversion to | 
their Irish Coercive policy, &c., should 
work them harm. Oonsiderable anxiety | 
prevailed for a while in Tory circles.) 
WB Tories have a baleful star, 
A star whose front name starts — 
with R.— 


In * arn of fact, young Randolph 


Doth with our party disagree. 

“That's nothing new,” you'll say. 
Ah, true, 

But this time things look very 
blue ; 

We fear that he, who is so rum, 

Will yet consent to stand for 
Brum. ! 


Now, if he shou/d contest that seat, 
Our outlook won't be very sweet, 
For he is sure on us to “ round,” 
And call our Naval plans unsound, 
He, also, on the Irish theme, | 
Is sure to preach his views ex- | 

treme ; 
No wonder, then, we all look glum 
At Randy putting up for Brum. ! 


Like sweethearts, we watch Randy’s | 
plot— 

“He loves us! nay, he loves us 
not!” 

We to each other say with tears— 

So frequently the scapegrace | 
veers. 

He says he’s Tory, ‘stead of which 

He may delight to ‘queer our | 
pitch,” 
7 | 


* * * 
Hurrah! blow trumpets! beat the 
drum |! 
He says he will not stand for 
Brum, ! | 





A Disclaimer. 


THERE is no truth in the rumour La | oe YY 
that the proprietors of this paper tin, YG 
have caused the production at the EGE Sas 


ro, 84 


Strand Theatre of that capital 
farce, The Balloon, as an advertise- 
ment—an imitation of our front 


page. 


Very Pique-ing. 

Or boycotting the English in 
Peking, 

Certain evidence out is now leak- 





Oh, you chippy Chinese ! 
Desist, if you please, 
FUN desires you'll be warned by 
his (8) Peaking. 


April Winds and Showers ! 


ALL the people in the house have got colds, My landJady’s got a sore 
throat. A good job, too, for she won't be able to rate the slaveys as 
usual, That's something to be scored down anyhow. I lay awake 
last night and heard the sergeant of police sneezing on his beat. It'll 
take a good deal of cold mutton and a shilling a gallon ale before that 
gentleman gets right again, you reckon. The niggers, too, that 
outside the “ Red Lion ’ round the corner, are all on the sneeze, as i 
the burnt cork had been well rammed down their throats. That's 
something to be thankful for. People say that singing in the streets 
isicheerful. That's precisely why I hate it so. We're going to have 
mandolin players in the streets soon. Are we? J don’t care about 
Funiculi-Funicula, or any of the other nonsense, Mandolinata is 
good on the mandolin, So are poached eggs good on toast if they 
happen to be fresh. 

ears ago we were quite contented with a hurdy-gurdy man in the 
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“© stay,” the maiden eaid, “and rest 
Thy weary head upon this breast !"’ 
A wink stood in his bright, blue eye, 


ECONOMY.—RANDY OFF AGAIN. 


THE shades of night were falling fast, 
As through a Tory village p 
A youth who’ bore, 'mid waste and vice, 
A banner with a strange device— 

ing. “ Economy 


But still he answered, with a sigh, 
| “ Economy !” 


“ Beware the navy’s withered hanch ! 
Beware the foreign avalanche !—” 
This was Lord George's last good-night’; 
A voice replied far up the height, 
“ Economy |" 
{ After Shortfellow, 


street, or a barrel organ and a monkey, What do J care about what's 
going on in the streets, I should like to know? It's good hospital 
weather, this April time. Is it? Who said it wasn't? Let them 
subscribe to the hospitals that Jike to—I don't. The other day I was 
at the Orthopcedic——curing a lot of children of lameness, and al! that 
sort of thing. A parcel of nonsense, | say. Who wants a lot of poor 
people's children to live at all?—/ don't, I don’t want rich people's 
c to live for the matter of that. Then how can the world be 
kept going? Asif I cared whether the world was going or not. 
It doesn’t make any difference tome, And the world won't be very 
pleasant when we have some more income tax shoved on. And that 
we're pretty sure to have. Whenever there's a great talk about 
standing up for the “country” you may take your oath it means 
i sy more in the pound, er Bn . as pine #4 
refer spending my money on m away on 
: r. i'm getting qui fi this 


. te sick of a talk. Bah! 
titans i Diogenes Tupss, 
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A CHANCE FOR MARY JANE. 


. © 


pain and anxiety caused by the manner in which Mr. Paget commi 
. When the case came on at the Middlesex sessions, the prosecuting 


omitted, aud the judge expressed his entire approval of Mr. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 


THE MOST FAVOURED NATION CLAUSE. 
(See Recent Police News.) 
* . HO is yon melancholy figure 

| h ee vec 

see, h2 wears an 
as t all had 
ae 

A. It is the defendant, 


daughter of Lady Conyers 
—he who has, even now, 
spent some three months in 
durance. At present he is 
disappointed ; for he hath, 
een now, made a pathetic 
representation to the 
lf magistrate who cast him 
HUE ws into prison ; to the end that, 
3 seeing that he, the prisoner, 
oe o hath fallen into ead ill- 
health, uent upon 
incarceration, he should be at once releated, for the fear that he may 
succumb to the rigours of correctional discip] —— 

YQ. Hath he then been reading of certain cases? 

A, Indeed, I know not. But the magistrate replied —— 

Y. Replied accedingly, of course? 

A. Nay, but the reverse. Ye forget on which side of the channel 
of St. George ye stand. 

Q. True, I bad forgotten, I understand ; the worthy magistrate 
most sensibly held that one who proposes to himself the luxury of 
confinement in the delinquent’s cel], should sit bim down first, not 
after, and consider whether that he bath «ufficient of robustness to 
bear the correctional regime. The magistrate is right ; but observe— 
what strange and unaccustomed change is this that hath come over 
the captive's accent ; it seems as though, so to put it, it hath no longer 
= ~ tinctively English intonation which was first its characteristic 
— ! 

A, It is true, and ye show a worthy penetration in this matter. 

Y. And now, what piles of ancient documents are these, which, by 
the of the prison authorities, are being carried into the captive’s 
lonely cell, for his persual ’ 

A, They are the archives of his family—the roll of his ancestors. 
See how eagerly he peers into their time-stained pages. 

?. Even so—and now, now he bursts into an extatic cry of joy, and 
rises in his wild jubilation, to dance about the bare, bare floor. 
Why is this? 

. Why? Because he has found an ancestor who name is all 
untainted with the Saxon stamp—whose name hath before it a capita! 
O followed by an apostrophe, 

. listen now—his new-born accent rises clearer and more 
clearly into the air ; it is interlarded with strange, weird expressions 
— Bedad!” “ Begorra!"” “Faix!” “ Wirrasthrue!” and sounds 
of similar im And now, what is this bundle which a stalwart 
warder in. 

A, ‘Tis nought else but a suit of clothes—a swallow-tailed coat, 
and knee-breeches of 
corduroy, and a hat with- 
out a brim, having stuck 
into it a short, black pipe 
and a small sprig of sham- 
rock ; anda shillelagh. 

Y. And now, what doth 
he now ? 

A. He doth once more 
address a representation to 
the hitherto unrelenting 
magistrate, showing, as 
before, how his health bid- 
deth fair to break down 
beneath the prison discipline 
of regular habits, whole- 
some food, and so forth. 
But this time the applica- 
tion is couched in less 
supplicatory and more hec- 
toring terms; and, by the 
same token, doth contain 
the declaration that the applicant is of Hibernian descent. 

¢. And pow the captive sohunath to submit to any prison rule ; 
and 0g disrobe himself, till clad in nothing beyond an under 
A. Even so, 'tis to enforce his imperious supplication. But see 














—a panting messenger arrives in hot haste from the magistrate with 
a poe to the captive, and a new check suit ; and so the weary 


struts proudly forth, having his thumb to his nose. How 
a thing for him that there came into his mind the thought of 
his Irish descent ! 








ENIOCKNAOKS. 


Young Mother.—‘Is baby asleep, nurse?” 
Nurse of Milesian extraction.—“ Yis, m’m. Oi put the little darlint 
in her cot, an’ sure an’ she wint roight off to slape woide awake.” 


Friend.—“ How is it you are drinking beer, old man, so early in the 
day?” 

Leader Writer for Conservative daily.— To bring myself down to 
the level of the people I have to write for.” 


THE Chaplain of the American Senate at Albany lately prayed 
against vice and intemperance with such vigour and force of languaze 
that several of the members considered themselves personally assailed, 
one even going so far as to imagine himself insulted. The cap must 
have fitted uncommonly well. 


Mrs. Stuccup.—“ Did you hear anything about the demonstration 
among the Israelites down in the East End the other Saturday?” 
Friend.—“ No; 1 wasn’t aware that there was one.”’ 

Mrs. Stuccup.—“ Oh, yes. Mr. 8. saw them, and says it was quite 


a Jew de spree.” 


THEN, oh! for the row which arose 

’ That the magistrate couldn't appease. 

’Twixt the man with the broken nose, 
And the horse with the broken knees. 


WHEN Sniggins heard that the Hon. Artillery Company were to 
receive their arms again, he observed that he hoped the War Office 
would not forget their legs as they might be useful in the event of 
their ever meeting with anenemy! What an horrible thing envy is? 


Milesian (looking at Mr. Biggar's photograph in shop window). 
—‘ By jabers, but it’s a spaking loikeness! ye can see the very quiver 
of his lip, bedad!” 

Friend.—“ Yes, you can almost imagine the arrah coming out.” 

Jack Sharp.—‘ Hallo, old man, how are you? I see your Close 
season has come to an end.” 

Sam Simple —‘‘ What d’ye mean?” 

Jack Sharp —‘Why I see, by the paper, that the Flat racing 
season has commenced,” 











As Nubbles, the Shakespearian Jester, did when young Mr. Pilkington 
consulted him with r- ference to adopting the “ Profession.” 


“Do I think you'd succeed in the Rismers? You might, young 
man, and you might not. Many a clown has turned out a wise man 
in his time, but it takes something more than a fool to make a decent 
clown,” [ Collapse of Pilkington. 
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Another Colour. 


WirH old Ireland's kind permission I a parody will sing, 

A most respectful parody that touches on the Spring ; . 

For ’tis then a young man's fancy lightly turns to love and 
verse— 

And that’s the reason this small rhyme I fain would here 


The sharp and surly Winter has its uses, as we know, 

But how - one be really gay with nought but frost and 
snow 

But when Winter wanders off, why, then our hearts grow 
more serene, 

For Nature changes frocks and starts a-wearing of the green. 


And ~ said green dress that Nature wears is not entirely 
plain 

But ‘decked with charming ornaments all over her sweet 

pal + 

The primrose and the crocus, and such flow’rets of renown, 

Are amongst the things with which Miss Spring doth trim 
Ma Nature’s gown. 

bg day that dress grows brighter and becomes a richer 

ue 

For fresh beads (or buds) keep bobbing up, that garment 
to bestrew, 

And the heart of man (and woman, too) with gladness grows 
more keen, 

"Cause Nature doffs her drab dress and starts wearing of her | 
green. 


> Nature walks abroad, quite gay in Emerald velvet 

ress, 

The birds all gather round her, admiration to express ; 

And ig now murmur softly with their young leaves all 
alive 

And everything conspires, indeed, dull care away to drive, | 

So let us all be jolly now the Vernal time has come, 

For (if other things be equal) who in Spring could e’er | 
be glum ? 

Nature always wins the love of all (except of minds most | 
mean 

Especially when she starts again her wearing of the green. 








WHERE ought Mr. Burne Jones to reside? Why, Turn’em 
Green of course ! 





THE SHORT CUT. 

Cousin Jack (medical stud int, and such a tease),—“ Well, bye-bye.—Oh, 
by the way, I’m sorry to see that your little pug has strongly developed 
spinal curvature.” 

Duet.—“ Oh, how dreadful! What can we do?” 

Cousin Jack.— Well, you see, it’s confined to the caudal vertebra as yet. 
I can only suggest amputation of the affected part!" | Beats hasty retreat. 








THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 


No. 14.—ON THE GENTLENESS OF WOMANHOOD, 


One THEORIO, @ believer in the softness of the adamantine sez ; 
SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, the Sage and Philosopher, 


THEORIO. ’Tis a sweet picture you have upon your wall, A gentle 

feminine creature Bead in brave draperies of samite, or some such 
stuff, jewelled at ear and waist and finger, and weeping over a little 
dead bird. Pretty soul! her heart is wrung. Would that I were a 
painted man to comfort her ! 

STRABISMUS, Alas, poor fool! you are mistaken ; the bird is:dead, 
it is true, but the lady weeps not. ‘It hath a pretty plumage,” she 
cries ; “skinned and stuffed it shall be, and I will wear it in my hat. 
It will become me purely.” 

THEO, O blasphemer against the sex's gentleness | 

Stra. I cry you mercy! but against that which doth not: exist 
there can be no blasphemy. Woman in the abstract is a sweet and 
lovely thing, to be hung upon a peg and bowed down to by idealists ; 
woman in the reality is a ghoul. 

THEO, Odds, death’s-heads and charnel-bones! what say you? 

STRA. Or an ogress it were best to call her. Doth she not batten 
upon living hearts, dissect them, panting, with bodkin and scissors, 
and bolt the bleeding fragments? Pain to her is pleasure. You, being 
a male, and desirous of innocent amusement, offer to take her to the 
Gaiety playhouse. But no, she will across the road because she values 
not a piece devoid of foul murther, and sore grief, and bitter tears. 
“Crying pieces” calls she them, and the more they make her cry, the 
better, Ugh! 

THEO, Truly I have proved this in some small degree. But in 
sorrow is not woman our best comforter, and in sickness our most 
efficient medicine? I have not tried her, for my part, but this has 
been attested to by many wise men. 

STRA. In sorrow, marry! I’ll show you how she comforts! You 
have backed a bill for a friend who hath vanished away, and left no 
trace behind, it may be, and in silence you would quench the burst- 
ing tear, and Spartanly nurse your anguish. But your female comfort 
will have none o’ this. She will harp you hours together upon Jones, 








odds ingratitude and chicanery! and sum up all you have done forhim, 
and the ills wherewith he has repaid you, till you are like to burst for 
spleen and choler. And she will recall how that from the first moment 
of meeting him, a cold chill, or maybe two, coursed adown her back, 
and she bade you bed-curtainly beware o’ that wight as one born to 
do you a mischief. Then if you fall sick, az you are likely to do 
between grief and nagging, she will so ae and browbeat, for- 
bidding the put of your lighted pipe the pillow—— 

THEO. A place devised by Heaven itself for it! 

STRA. Or, prohibit the smoking abed at all, Then at stated times 
must you swallow villainous and evil potions, in the shaking 
up and mingling of which she takes a dreadful delight; and she 

resides over your invalid ablutions like one of the Fates or Furies. 
Rell me who, having his eyes once gouged and his skin excoriated 
this cleansing process, might—with the taste of soap yet in his mout 
and his eyes still weeping—bless woman for an angel of the fairer 
sort’ 
THEO. But one who wedded a she-creature, known to sympathize 
in male pursuits, might hope to ‘scape these first-named torments ! 

StRA. To brook a fate ten thousand times more terrible. O, she 
will stride you o’er the turnips, and wipe your eye over the pot-shot 
you were counting on. Ay, and blow a dozen pigeons’ tails o where 
your worship has sent a single feathered biped to the hospital. She 
will ride or drive the vicious beast you loathe, odds, jibs and demi- 
volts! and pride herself on doing it because you are afraid to, Your 
life will be that of an hostage, a slave, a menial, a minion, a hanger- 
on, an umbra, for you will not be yourself but your wife's shadow ; 
and when you sink into your dishonoured tomb it will be cut on the 
stone above you that you were the husband of your better half and 
inane 8 O glittering being ! 

5 me, 

StRA, I have awed you, have 1! Odds and mantraps f 

Go home, get wisdom, ere the world comes to an end. Fare you well, 


honest Theorio, fare you well! 


No reliance is to be placed on the ramour that the Maori King, 
Potatan, was originally an Irishman named Pat Murphy. 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 17. 





H#RE you have him applying for the situation, neat, civil and res- 
pectful, as though butter wouldn't melt in his mouth. 


PA, DHAR. 


DEAR Mr. Fun,—Pa is deputy-assistant manager at Messrs. 
Ledger and Flint’s. The junior clerks think him aluckydog. Ma 
is a literary genius; but, as Pa says, nobody is perfect. Pa is an 
inventor—an improved egg-cup and a travelling fork with a spoon at 
one end and prongs at the other are pledges of his genius. He de- 
clares that if these emblems of utility were only known we should be 
riding in our carriage. Yesterday Pa arrived from the city with a 
fresh noveity. “ This,” said Pa, “is my final triamph—a stove which 
can be used as lamp, kitchen-range, tea-table, bassinette, or fire-escape, 
and all for five-and-eleven |” 

“Lor!” said cook, who had assisted the cabman to bring in this 
“wonder,” “I made sure it was game, It certainly do smell gamey.” 
“ That's only the varnish,” said Pa, “that'll wear off in six months or 
eo. Fetch me some oil.” “There isn't such a thing in the house,” 
eaid Ma. “Of course not,” said Pa, getting into a wax, “ There never 
is anything that I want. Cook, go to the grocer’s, and order five 

ons of the best crystal.” “ You'll never use it,” said Ma, “Order 
eight,” eaid Pa. Then Pa glared, and Ma played the piano till cook 
<ame back ‘“ Where's the lamp-scissors?” said Pa. ‘They was 
stolen by the charwoman,” said cook. “J thought so,” said Pa, 
“everything goes to rack and ruin whilst the mistress of the house 
writes poctry.’ Ma got awfully red in the face and played “ Oh, that 
‘we two were maying,” with the loud down. At last Pa got the 
stove alight. The room commen to smell like the excursion 
steamer that took us to Boulogne last year, and cook said her heart 
was in her mouth. I don’t know what she meant. “Isn't it unique?” 
said Pa, “and such a saving of coal. I daresay the temperature of 
this room will go up ten degrees in five minutes.” So he opened all 
the windows and raked out the fire to get the air cold :first. Then 
Ma began to cough—just like she coughs when she wants a new dress. 
“T shall go into the study,” said Ma. “Very well,” said Pa, “if 
bake ing to make a fuss I'll kick the stove out of the window. 
t’ll only be five-and-eleven thrown away, but that won't matter—oh, 
no!” “If you desire me to remain,” said Ma, “I will. I don’t 
sp it will hurt my delicate chest much.” ‘Go on,” said Pa, 
“do goon. Do all you can to — me!” Just then a gust of wind 
nearly blew the stove over. “ Now you see the beauty of the inven- 
tion,” said Pa ; “if it should fall the light goes out, and by pressing a 
spring you convert the stove into a step-ladder.” He tried this, but 
aan spilt a lot of oil on the new carpet. Ma was ina way. “We 
now see how brilliantly it illuminates the room,” said Pa, and so 

he turned out the gas, and we sat in the dark for half an hour. “ We 
must give it time to burn up,” said Pa. Pa soon got tired of waiting, 
so he lit the gas again, and sent cook for the thermometer. Jt was 
one degree below freezing. Ma screeched with laughter. “Keep 


just 
it up,” said Pa, “goad me into a passion. I shall go into the bed- 


room.” He and cook carried the “wonder” upstairs together, and we 
heard nothing more till Ma went to dress for dinner. And then 
didn’t she just make a row! Two holes were burnt in the 
Turkish rug (which cost twelve-and-six at a ale), the ceiling was 


And here he is when he gets notice at the end of a few weeks, 
asking her if she calls herself a lady, and then—his language—well, 
there ! 





black, the stove was red-hot in the middle of the floor, and cook had 
swooned over Ma's bonnet-box. ‘“ Henery !” screamed Ma, “are you 
mad ?—we shall be charred to atoms.” “Hold your tongue!” said 
Pa, “I’m just reading the directions. ‘Should the stove become over- 
heated, douche well with cold water and a solution of ammonia, 
vaseline, Condy’s Fluid and hypophosphates.’ We'd better send to 
the chemist’s and have it made up.” ‘ Rubbish!” said Ma, “you 
take one jug, and I’ll take the other.” But they soon emptied the 
jugs, and then they found the cistern was frozen. ‘Never mind,” 
said Pa, “there’s some soup on the kitchen fire.” So they used the 
soup, “four quarts of lovely stock,” Ma said, but even then they had 
to call in the neighbours, and the end of it was that Paand our curate 
buried the stove in the back garden—there was no other way of putting 
it out. Cook is in the hospital, but Pa is going to give a dinner-party 
from what is left over from the Insurance Company. 
Yours affectionately, TOMMY PENTWISTLE. 








Picture Galleries. 


THE Royal Society of British Artists have a fair average exhibition. 
Most of the old members are well represented, so are many of the 
younger men. Amongst the most remarkable works of the latter are 
six pictures by Hubert Vos, some cleverly-painted Otter Hounds by 
J. 8. Noble, two small Venetian subjects by J. Pike, two very clever 
pictures by Dudley Hardy, “ Knight of the Road,” by G. G. Kilburn, 
Jun., and a clever little picture, “ Line Fishing,” by F. Cayley Robin- 
son, Our space is too limited for further detail, but we can well 
advise such of our readers as have a little cash to spend on pictures 
to hurry up with a visit to the Royal Society of British Artists, where 
they will get good value for their money. 

At the French Gallery, Pall Mall, there is always a collection of 
fine works. Mr. Wallis knows where to go for representative pictures 
by the best artists of the Continental schools. This year there are 
thirty-four pictures by Prof. K. Heffner, among the most important 
of which are a “ View of Norwich” and “On the Wensum.” One of 
the most truly pathetic pictures in the collection is “ A Grandfather's 
Consolation,” by Josef Israels. “Le Rieur” is a fine example of 
Meissonier. There is a powerful head by Munkacsy, and a grand 
picture, “The Descent from the Cross,” by J. V. Kramer. But to 
enumerate all the good works in this gallery would be to reprint the 
catalogue, so we can but say, “ Go and see.” 

“Nana,” after journeying through the three kingdoms, is back in 
London at 446 Strand, and attracting the public to look at this 
wonderful piece of realism. 

Lovers of horseflesh should pay a visit to the gallery of Mr. P. 
Mendoza, where, amongst other clever works on view, they will see a 
& large and important work, “A Sale of Yearlings at Newmarket,” 
by Isaac Callin. 





Tommy has an uncle who always “tips” him a sovereign on his 
birthday, and Tommy dubs him a “quidnunc.” Good boy, Tommy. 
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IS CHIVALRY STILL POSSIBLE, 
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An Amatory Missionary. 


Suggested by a recently-tried action for 
Breach of Promise. 


THE Court was crammed—the witness-box 
Held many and many a weeping wench, too; 
The prisoner shook his curling locks, 
Beamed on the jury and the bench, too. 


“O, Justice, smooth that frown severe!” 
He said, “‘ nor term in tones censorious 
That an iniquitous career, 
Which has been simply meritorious ! 


“These maids have given evidence, 
These matrons, too, have all asserted 

That one and all (in common sense), 
By me were wooed, by me deserted ! 


“Bat where's the sin? Look on each face 
Bedewed with grief’s sad drops emulsive, 


Not one’s possessed of common grace 
(The greater number are repulsive). 


“Then turn and hear this tale of truth, 
And own your sentence needs revision ; 

It has been borne, since earliest youth, 
In upon me, that I'd a mission ! 


‘‘Whene'er within the glass I gazed, 

And knew my nose’s bridge Hellenic ; 
Or heard my other features praised 

By gushing maids in hymns Hymenic, 


“I’ve cried, ‘These charms, high-destined lad, 
Are not for one love’s usurpation ; 

Nay, thou wert born to grace and giad 
The unloved female population ! 


“* The waists that never have been squeezed, 
Since waists they were, 'tis yours to squeeze 
‘em | 
The lips that never have been leased 
To kissing tenants, you shall lease 'em ! 


“<The chins that never knew a chuck 
Shall bridle at your touches chary ; 

For you're cut out to be, my buck, 
An Amatory Missionary !’ 


dDoulder hoy than ayther av” thm. 











“ And destiny has been obeyed 
(The case was one of willy nilly) ; 
Forth on my lonely path I strayed, 
And O, 'twas rugged and up-hilly! 


“ My Lord and Counsel’—here he sighed. 
“ Friends, Romans, jurymen and neighbours, 
I point you out with honest pride 
The gross result of all my labours ! 


“ Wives, widows, maidens—more or less 
They've told their griefs, as did behove ‘em, 
Do I present a male address 
Who had been brave enough to love ‘em? 


“ Lean, stout, short, scraggy, young and old,, 
Tis true, of | have bereft them ; 
Do I a single soul behold, 
Who, in my place, would not have left em?" 
L’Exvol. 
The judge put up his glasses grave, 
The jary koked, and without flitting, 
Unanimous a verdict gave, 
The prisoner of crime acquitting ! 
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April Showers. 
See CARTOON, 


WHEN Mr. Smith and his old friend Walter, 
Under one gingham, are feeling much 
As though their necks were enclosed by a 
halter, 
And their knees will shake and their foot- 
steps falter, 
And of happiness they seem out of touch, 
For the Parnell Commission keeps drip, drip, 
dripping, 
And they're sadly afraid they'll get a whip- 
a ping— 
if Nobody, surely, can envy such ; 
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The Latest Novelties for House-Furnishing. 


The LANCASTER 


WINDOW-BLIND CLOTH 


(In WIDTHS VAKYING FROM 36 TO 72 INCHES.) 


e PLAIN COLOURS. FANCY PATTERNS. ARTISTIC DESICNS. 
Requires no Washing. Rolls up Straight. No Hemming. 
Not liable to Fade. Will stand Rough Wear 
THE VER \NDAH BLIND (in various shades of stripes) for 
Conservatories, &c., and outdoor purposes generally. 
THE ORIENTAL BLINDS (a special make) harmonize with 
almost any style of furnishing. 


OF ALL DORAPERS UPHWOLSTER RS AND CABINETMAKERS 
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And, however they'd hide their trepidation, 
To escape from its throes is beyond their 
power, 
For it cannot afford great consolation 
To exclaim “It’s only an April shower!” 


That neither would quite be pleased to hear ; 
But we leave that job to Sir Charlie Russell, 
Their case is so poor—he should soon dis- 
patch it, 
And, towards the close of this legal tussle, 
They will scarcely enjoy the way they “catch 
it.” 


| 


'Twere better, indeed, if they’d remember 

That the “shower” won't “ wash ””—which 

is very clear, 
For we know it came down hard in November, 
And just as badly again in December, 

As well as the first three months of the year, 
Till we're sick of their charges and allegations, 
And are almost constrained to make obser- 

vations 





No one but a downright ass would think of 
applying, as that idiot Brakenby did, to a 
drain-pipe maker with, “ Do you sell sinks?” 
“ Yes, sir, what did you want—scullery sink, 
or——?” “No; I wanted one of the cele- 
brated sinks of iniquity.” 


Cadbury’s 





ABSOLUTELY 
PURE AND 
SOLUBLE. 


BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
THE ALHAMBEA.—Many a time (and also oft) have I sat around 
The Bivowac—as much around asa single person could be expected 
to accomplish—and enjoyed myself—if not to my heart's content, at 








THE ALHAMBRA—SOME REPRESENTATIVE MILITARY SPECIMENS 
UNACCOUNTABLY OMITTED FROM THE NEW BALLET, 


least as much as anyone need wish. All that was needed to content 
that heart of mine, indeed, was that I might be one of the merry 
military (and naval) band, and call so many dashing charmers 
“comrade.” Well, even bivouacs cannot last for ever, and when at 
last it began to pale its (certainly not ineffectual) fires, it was 
stamped out by the twinkling feet of something newer. 


Bota“ Military and Naval Ballet of all Nations” was too brilliant 
and effective a thing to be buried in oblivion for ever, and so the 
Alhambra ment—right wisely and kindly, I think—have 
revived, with elaboration increased brilliancy, that same Bivouac 
under the title of Our A and Navy. Under the guise of a 
Review at Portemouth, in which several foreign nations are repre- 
sented by fascinating, if rather epicene, contingents, a bewildering 
variety of interesting evolutions are performed, which do credit to 
the inventive and adaptive powers of Signor Casati, who is Com- 
mander-in-Chief of the Forces. The general idea conveyed to the 
eee ee is that a soldier's life is a jolly life, and I have 
been surp and delighted to observe that several movements 
not in the manual, of a jiggety and dance-y nature, are common alike 
with our forces and those of continental nations. I presume these 
evolutions are | fag at the conclusion of a battle, and are what 
is known as “ dancing on the foe.” 


THERE can be no doubt of the more than ordinary interest such a 
ballet exeites—the “receptions” accorded to the various “armies,” 








THE ADELPH).—THE FALL OF THE FALL, 


Party (1oq.)—* The Silver Falls? Yea,and so will everything else of the kind 
fa, as long as they barp on one string.” meat t 


and the individual branches of our own services, are proof of it—and 
id to ses the enthusiasm with which the representatives of our 
twhile dearest foe, but now some thirty years friend, France, are 











received. Mayhap there is some hope in this that, some thirty years 
hence, Russia, now received with unkindly gibes—though I was glad to 
see that the outraged feelings of that contingent only relieved them- 
selves in small giggles and grins, except where expressions seemed to 
say “Oh, you sillies!”—may yet be welcomed with those hearty 
cheers of which only John Bull is capable. Of course, the Jack Tars, 
Naval Volunteers, Highlanders (bagpipes and all!), and such like 
favourites had immense receptions. Madame Roffey and Misses 
Phillips and Thurgate exert themselves in a manner fully entitling 
them to be na for promotion in all our despatches ; and Mdlle, 
Rosa conducts herself as an officer with such “character” and spirit, 
that we feel she could lead the whole force on to glory at a moment’s 
notice. And how such anarmy would fall upon the foe and scratch his 


face for him ! 


To dress a ballet like this, where so much crude colour has to be 
dealt with, is no mean undertaking, and it is wonderful how, with 
artful arrangements of tights and flags and scarfs, a quite unlikely 
amount of delicacy and harmony of colouring is secured. Mons, 
Alias, by-the-way, who is responsible for the dresses (from designs by 
Mr. Besche), issues a set of plates in convenient form, representing 
the principal costumes, which, besides being good specimens of colour 

rinting, form a pretty memento of a spectacle well worthy record. 
Kot that we can have everything, though ; my youngest says there 
are several branches of the services unrepresented in the ballet. (See 


sketch.) 


Nops AND WINKS. — Lovers of contrast may thoroughly enjoy 
themselves at the Haymarket just now. Mr, Tree is appearing in 
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AVENUE TREAT. 
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le RICHARD SRENRY. 








THE AVENUE.— Fitz James (reading).—* Last nights —‘ Nadgy,’ —‘ Quits. Of 
course Vadgy quits if it’s the last nights!” 


two parts—Gringoire, the t,and Falstaff, the knight. In one he 
is “ marvellous thin,” and in the other “a gross, fat man.” In both 
he is uncommonly good. It is pleasant to know that the efforts of so 
sterling an actor and manager will produce Wealth at the Haymarket 
after Easter. It will be Mr. H. A. Jones’ Wealth, but everybody 
who chooses can have ashare of it.—Zhe Panel Picture has been re- 
moved, and Little Lord Fauntleroy (the real one) is now promoted to 
the evening bill. Miss Marion Terry is appearing as Mrs. Errol. If 
anyone knows how to cry better than Miss Mary Rorke, it is Miss 
Marion ; so there is a rich treat in store for us all, What a long time 
it is since we saw Miss Marion, by-the-way! now we understand this 
aching void which we have been “taking advice for” for such a 
time.—Another lady whom we see so much too little of in this good 
town—albeit, I believe the provinces have a happier fate—is Miss 
Amy Roselle (Mrs, Arthur Dacre), The audiences of the Grand have 
been showing their appreciation of good art for the last fortnight— 
during which time Miss Roselle and her husband have occupied the 
boards—in the ways most pleasing to all actors, viz., by crowding 
the house and receiving their efforts with enthusiasm. The Isling- 
tonians always were good judges, but I suppose nobody but a critic 
really knows the pure pleasure of watching a ormance with the 
soothing knowledge that he can have no fault to find—that there 
is more for him to learn than to teach. I confess—to the permanent 
damage of my critical reputation, of course, for your critic should never 
play seconds—that that is my case with regard to Miss Roselle, and 
just one or two other actors and actresses, and you can't think how 
grateful Iam. Then there is Mr. Arthur Dacre, an actor who has 
mastered the art of being refined without losing force and forceful 
without losing refinement. Mr, Edmund Gurney makes his mark in 
the company, too, NESTOB. 
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Turn the Gas Out! 


The atmosphere of the House of Commons harged 2 —S > 
whh pobre mp not gas. Hon, Members were hetae octenten. 4 AS MSTA sy 
cally poisoned by scientific humbug.’ — Vide recent speech of Mr. | Yew a 200" V, “4 Fa ae 
Fitzgerald, M.P.} | : id ae Sta Chie: ya eA 
“FATHER WILLIAM, you're senescent, | * a Sr WAL 7 A | 
j Aly Wis ae Bae ae a | ae Bad 
And no longer debonnair, Vg Omg | LA ‘ | MER oa 
For your occiput's albescent, | F pes . Sweet by, 
And yours inciput is bare ! | ae es Ss ee 
Ah! your stooping and your drooping | Me SS oe RN 
Have resulted from your zeal Ap 
In debating, prating, whooping, PI iy 
For your worshipped country's weal : 
From your scathing perorations, 
From your satires hurled en masse, 
From your frequent fulminations 
With sardonic, acrid gas!” 





Thus the Grand Old Man was lately 
Interviewed by Mr. Fun; 
And the chieftain smiled sedately, 
And he said, “‘ Not so, my son ! 
For my brain is so prolific 
That aweary ne'er am I; 
But of humbug scientific 
In my prime I fear I'll die! 
I shall wither prematurely, 
I shall shortly go to grass 
Of a gas-trick ailment, surely ; 
But Fitzgerald knows, alas! 
That ’twill be an instance purely (?) 
Of—Carbonic Acid Gas!" 
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It is stated that the cost of illuminating the 
Fleet at the Jubilee review was £1,361! This 
was s-candle-ous extravagance, and ia spite of 
all the gas that has teen wasted over it, there 
is no doubt that Mr. Pickersgill is right in 
trying to throw a light upon this heavy expense. 








For Easter Eggs-igencies. \\/ hs 


’CuTE Cremer of Regent Street, 
(Meaning Number 210), 























Is preparing an egg-cellent treat, ut YUIA _ 
For children and women and men, WU aa CL , tt 
He is hatching his Easter Eggs, A[Finee RS." USs il 





To give gladness to various folk ; TRYING TECHNICALITIES. 


And these eggs (to remind you Fun begs) | 
Will free you from tedium’s yoke. Sister Mary.—“ I don’t in the least understand who's won, Jack." 
In proof of this statement, where’er you go, | Jack.—* Oh, we got the best of it, by a try.” 
Cremer’s clients cry, “ Easter-eggs-actly so!” | Sister Mary.—“ Well, I’m sure the others seemed to try quite as hard as your team."’ 





TURF CUTTINGS. 








| The Baron may be somewhat to your mind, 
| And Wellington the battle still may gain, 








To THE EDITOR oF “FuN.” pa $e te inubsiahie’el 
SIR,—Doubtless you're aware that one—the well-known Harry _ y Fenn <n nid paar tiered 7: 
Eth’ringtwn—has organized another show of sporting things. You | I scarcely care to follow Pioneer , 
ought to go. In that new building which they call and name The | But rely upon the wisdom 6f Wise Man. 
Holborn Central Hall you can examine till you tire all (and much yu 
more) that men require, who hunt, or fish, or row, or shoot, or There, beat that tip, sir, if youcan (who was it eent you Donovan ?) ; 
follow any like pursoot. Although upon a careless view it shows | Believing me—you might do wuss/—Yours ever so, TROPHONIUS, 
you little that is new; yet, all collected in one spot, you'll own it | a ae 
shows a precious lot, and is throughout conducted with uncommon | Fas 
acumen and pith. It’s very nice to look upon, and credits Mr. Eth’- ter. 
se ge So interested, I may say I eh, I rere have — = day, (After Kingsley.) 
ut had to leave, I must confess, because of some unpleasantness. , good old E thoug ’ 
Among the things which folks invent for sporting parties wasatent; | oe rH is to be er — us aes aeons 
above it was a label spread—“To suit all purposes,” it said. So thinks Girds at every feaster What though rough and rascal 
[ to myself, “It may be suitable to take away.” ‘ That delights in thee. Fight and fume and swear 
I tried it on, and thence arose a ruction which I don’t propose to What though ‘appy ’Ar At this season Paschal 
enter into further than to say that I despise the man. However, sir, — Wears his ’Arriet’s ‘at Polluting all the air? 
I greatly grieve to tell you that I had to leave. _ At them shall we carry _ Yet we'll not bewail thee, 
But here a tip I beg to place, | _ Complaints because of that? _ For mirth thou bring’st to some, 
THE CITY AND SUBURBAN RACE. W Saepe itah thay soedt” | aed ee, ww ema” 
. ’ 
HE is not a lucky Friday, that you see ; What though rowdy rabble _ Though if we didn’t cry it, 
On Veracity I take my honest stand, Take of drink a load? | _ With this poetic aim, 
And clearly see where Bullion’s like to be What though concertinas | Why yet (who can deny it 7) 
If you think of going to Van Dieman’s Land. Everywhere appear? | Thou would’st come all the same | 
Though in Fullerton a worthy horse you'll find 
Foon lisbon Taal pols te od ; HENGLER’s MotT0.—Good Entertainment for man and beast! 
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TOMMY ATKINS’S FOOD. 


Last year it came to light that the British soldier is robbed of nearly balf the meat he is legally entitled to; and in a lecture on “Soldiers’ Food,” by Surgeon- 
Major Notter the other day at the United Service Institute, the lecturer said that it was possibly through insufficient food that so many young soldiers broke down 
from “soldier's heart,” and Major Fergusson believed that the reason why the soldier drank so much was the feeling of want of focd in the evening. 
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(1) But everything has its advantages. If Tommy does not get fat, look what a beautiful chance there is for some of the contractors to do so, by supplying foreign meat 
instead of British, and other little playfulnesses! (2) And how nice and fat the colonel can get by a calm and cheerful abstinence from his duty of seeing that his 
men are not defrauded! (3) Then how fat the authorities get! When Tommy looks eed and tightens his belt the authorities say pleasantly, “You won't mind 
starving, will you, when you know what a lot of trouble it savesus?" (4) But ‘he great advantage remains to be told. “Hang me if / can hit that Atkins!” says 
enemy. “When he turns edgeways he's so precious thin that there's nothing to aim at!” (5) And that accounts for British glory—that's how it is that Tommy 
ye gets through the breach—the defenders don't notice Aim gliding in, poor fellow ! 
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THE LADY GUIDE AND THE TORY TOURIST. 


“WILL YOU COME INTO MY SUFFRAGE,” SAID THE LADY TO LORD FLY, 
“IT IS THE PRETTIEST SUFFRAGE THAT YOU DID EVER SPY, 
YOU'VE JUST TO PUT YOUR HEAD INSIDE THE SUFFRAGE DOOR, 
AND YOU'LL SEE 80 MANY TORY VOTES, YOU NEVER SAW BEFORE?” 
See Cartoon Verses, p. 172, 
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IS CHIVALRY STILL POSSIBLE? 
Being a Fresh Light thrown om the question through the means of 4 


curious old MS: with some Isquiry into the permiasibility f 


medieval outspokenncss of language, especially om the part of the 

more delicate sez; and other iatercsting matters. 

[Ia diving inte seme cid family archives banded down from the times of FUNS 
ancestors, King Arthur s foci, Toucbstene,and others, the present representative of 
the family happened ipen the foilow. ag very curious legend. which seems wo tarow 
a good deal of light upon the present diecumion in the [-i-7rapA.) 

TAYLE oF CHYLDE Bo- 
BEBTE AND YB D8a- 
(OS ESSE. 


Boxe 1.—Sheowinge how 
Sir Roberte dyd thyrste 
for to brake alance with 
noebodie im partycuir, 
& soe sette oute for te 
dee tt; alee whatte 
cayme of ys hys hardy-- 
hode. 


Yt soe fell om a daye 
thatte Childe Roberte gat 
bim up from hyssyttinze 
downe & sayde, “ Forsce- 
much as I am one of an 
aymia>ie sorte, and eke 
doe bear a grate friend- 
lynesse unto ye Dalye 
Telegraphe, alsce doe 
pyne to make myself 
hearde of ye pu! 
soe will I mo G 
my steede, & tayke y 
my speer in my bande, 
& goe forth for to 
challenge noebodie in 
partyculere for to argufse with me if soe be thatte chyvalrie is styl 
poss; ble or Boe. 

So Sir Roberte straytwaye as he had spake, & toeit, & he toke 
hys speare in hys band & gat him up onto his horse sel, & sce 
mayde an exceedynge greate gallopynge uppe and iowne ye columpys 
of ye Telegraphe. Butte soe yt fell thatte ys good chylde he drewe 
reyne right suddenlye, for beeing toke all of a surprize & 3 
qaakyne for fear by reason of an unexpeckty lz encountre. 


Boxe Il.—Werein is sctte forth whet manner of syte yt was that did 
so disturbe ye chylde, & other matters. 


& ye reason why Sir Roberte was toke with so grayte feare and 
tremblynge yt was by reasone of a fearsome creature, ye lyke of wych 
for feersomenyse never dyd roe man sette yse upon, ne before ne 
synce, to wytte, a terryble Dragonesce all covered from hede toe feete 
with a moste tough A thyke skynne, ye lyke of wych noe manne 
colde pearse, ne with lance, ne with wytte, ne with scokiynge. & 
ye hyde of ye Dragonesse was «0 thycke thatte no blush could not 
mayke yt selve to be perceevyde throrrow it, by reasonne of hys 
thyknesse; so thatte them thatte percyved dyd say :-—“ Ys is no 
creeture of ye gentyler sexe, but be a mayle iragome, by ye sygne of 
bys nct blushyne, re 
teeinge skaimed ne 
astonied at nee kynde 
of thynge ne broadnesse 
of talke. 

& forth came 
Dragonesse alle a-bryth 
with sharpe poynt 
penns, & sce may 
atte Sir Roberte witha 
greate «& fearysome 
blowe thatte Sir Roberte 
be fell downe ynrconti- 
nentelie over bys horse 
croupe, & soe on ye 
flatte of hys backe with 
' ye shocke of  jftte. 

, Then spake ye 
andes knyghte, saying, “ By 

os wow 4. my hedde now, nevere 
= did I expeckte sce 
suddene attacke, ne so mightie response to my challenge, & 
now do I perceive how thatte I have reckoned withowte myne 
hoste, & bye the bodie of me, ys creature by reason of ye \broadnesse 
of bys language cannot bee noe femayle creeture, but a mayle; ne is 
t mete thatte I shold discusse soe broade topickes with onne of ye 
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delicayte sexe.” But alle ye whyle dyd ye Dragonesse 


repete ye 
attacke, & im sooth, yt dyd even seeme thatte hyr hyde becayme 
ever ye thyckere wyth cach attacke, sce that none havyne skynnes of 
a less thyckness might loke on at ye battel for verie blushynge ; bat 


ye Dragonesse reked nought of thatte, but toe yt againe & agayne, 


so thatte ye ode knyte felte faynte & fell manye times over his 


horse croupe omto ye grounde, & felte lyke chuckeing yt uppe. 

Boxg Ill —Werein is deascrybed, ye manner in wych ye pudlick: 
decyded thatte ys kynde of chivalric is notte possyble atte ye presente 
dayte, 4 shutte up ye Dragoncsse; 4 other matteres apper- 
tayning theretoe. 

& when ye publicke had assembiyd in grayte quantitie—at the 
leeste such of them as haide hydes so tough thatte they coulde beare 
for toe loke on, they cryde among them with anne exceedynge greate 
voice saying, “ Ys sorte of discusion is notte mete ne propere for toe 
te diseussyed in ye presence of ye publycke and’eke of ye publycke 
bys daughters wich have not soe tough hydes tha‘te noe biush cannot 
pearse thorrow them, & sce will we putt a stoppyge omtoe it alle;” 
« they mayde redie an exceding grate sacke & putte yt suide 
over the hedes of Sir Robert & of ye Dragonesse, especyallie o 
Dragonesse, soe that ye voyce of her colde no longer bee herde, & 
soe thatte ye daughteres of ye publycke thatte hadde not hydes, colde 
omce agayne rede ye caylie paper. 








THIs month big field days have started again down at Aldershot. 
April means the beginning of down-right hard work for Tommy 
Atkins, who, no doubt, prefers the easier time of the “ March past. 








- — 


THE END OF THE HONEYMOON. 
(He would heep looking about for those Hawkins girls.) 
Angelina (hurt).—*“ Ah, when first we visited this spot together, 
you said you hoped we shouldn't meet a single soul we knew, because 
two was company, and——” 
Edwin.—“ Exactly so. But we have been ene for three weeks.” 
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Modern Moaners. 

[According to the L.racer, Pessimism is om the increase.) 
THERE is a tendency with some 

To mope and moan, or scoff and sneer ; 
To groan or grumble, or look gium, 

nd rail where most did erst revere, 

The smile of Hope, that gives men cheer 

(Of Hope that blessed all men she kisse:), 
This class pooh-pooh, with jaunty jeer— 

Thus stands the modern Pessimist, 


Though many with despair are dumb, 

They might be spurred on their career, 
And full of gladness might become, 

If cheered and soothed when life is drear. 
Instead of which we often hear 

Your ultra-clever “sage ” insist 








That Hope is vain, that Light's not near— 
“ All’s blank!” exclaims the Pessimist. 


So would the cynic crew benumb 

The hearts that droop when times are queer 
(For both in salon and in slum, 

Are those whom Hope would yet uprear). 
These croakers, as a rule, appear 

To be upon good Fortune’s list— 
Yea, mostiy vain and insincere 


- SoOTeOrT ~t ae < >>> ‘cf 
Is every modern Pessimist, 
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Is the Princess's weekly bill of fare was there not food for 
reflection? One cannot help wondering if Wilson Barrett 
ever contrasted .Vewadays with the Geed Old Times. 





A Butter-fly-ing Visit. 

A JOURNAL says Whistler strong ergot can speak, 
Bat, ar go (t) along, such remarks are too bad ; 
What he woud like to say to the big B. A. clique 
Is “ Whistler! and I'll come to you, my lad!” 
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FINDING HIS LEVEL. 


‘Enery (to Chorlay).—*“ That's wot I say. A gentleman's a gentleman where- 
ever ze _ Now, I feel just as much at home talking to a costermonger as I do 
to a lord.” 








THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
No. 15.—THE VIBTUES OF VARNISH. 


STBABISMUS, Philosopher and Sage; DAUBERIUS, a Fashionadle 
Portrait Painter. 

STRABISMUS. Sweet sir, suffer me to descend. I would elongate, 
I would expand myself, odds cricks and stitches! ‘Tis a sore ordeal! 
this of sitting for one’s portrait, and a wondrous thing to think that 
any human can be found weak enough to pay for putting on the rack 
i’ this fashion. Yet pay they must, or your tribe would be less plump 
and well liking Woes me! my squint—whereisit’? Here be two 
eyes, common-place and straight-looking, might be owned by any 
ordinary mortal ! 

DAUBEBIUS. Be composed, I pray you! 

StRA. Alack, my wooden leg! I see it not. What shall I say to 
worthy Master Fun, of Fleet Street’ Here's a nose !—putty, by all 
that’s ill-shapen! By mag and pye! I will swinge you for this, and 
soundly. Alas! my horrent locks, my shaggy beard that have not 
known comb or razor for these twenty years! This vile barber of 
the brush hath so bedevilled them, that my own mother would not 
know her son from a hairdresser’s window-dummy. What shall | do 
to be avenged upon this miserable daubster ! 

DAUB. Be at peace, the picture is of a parlous complexion, and 
very creditable to Art! 

Stra, Complexion! ay, so has a Tussaud’s wax model of a mur- 
derer or a crowned head, odds pinky puffiness! Come, prepare for 
death, ye shall not live to libel more of Her Majesty's lieges. 

DavB. Is not the mission of a painter to seek for the Truly Beanti- 
ful—and if he cannot find it, to invent it? 

STRA. Ay, ! may be so; but not at my expense. Look on 
this picture and on that. 

DavuB. Why, mine is the better and more comely o’ the two. Odds, 
wrinkles and ruggedness! *Twould be the ruin of me to paint you as 
you are. For those who are familiar with my works at exhibitions 
would say I was growing low. I never could afford it. ‘Tis my 
mission to refine fat into plumpoess, to turn warts into moles, to 


almondise finger-nails, reduce gouty joints, patch up complexions 
and restore figures that have run toseed. From beneath my brush 
the bald man emerges affiuent of hair, hyacinthine as Jupiter; upop 
the snub-nosed I confer Hellenic graces of outline; in my crucible 
vacancy becomes intellectuality, and sulkiness dignity. lam painter 
not so much a3 alchemist and magician. Then when my painted 
family smirk o’ the walls, are they not the admiration of all that look 
upon them? and critics ascribe to Nature the praises which are fully 
due to oil and varnish. 

Stga. But the friends of those who are your victims, knowing the 
native hideousness of those whom you have made things of beauty, do 
not they thrust out the lip, and cry “ Out on the flatterer™? 

DavsB. Ay, and a commission follows at the tail of the thing, for 
if out of that which is loathly I can build up beauty, out of that 
which is pleasing I can create loveliness. And so the world wags on. 
O, believe me, Lely and Vandyck and all the ancient painter tribe 
were liars, for, thanks to their works, are we not always praising the 
graces of Antiquity! For, believe me, ourforefathers were as chuckle- 
headed, goggle-eyed, turnip-nosed, and addle-pated as we their de- 
scendants—devil a lie in it ! 

Stsa. Soa later generation, looking at my portrait, might exclaim, 
“This ancestor of ours was a man of parts; from him we derive ail 
that we have of handsome.” I will go marry, odds churches and 
chortling—that is, if any she will bave me. 

Daus. There is merit in your “if.” Farewell, O most learned 
philosopher. Farewell! 





-_— 


THE Tories, aided by the loyal support of the Liberal Unionists, 
have had a spell of success. They are evidently es from 
the usual of success, viz.,intoxication. Maybe the “split” at 
Birmingham wil] have a sobering indluence for a while, 








THe Board and all its Works are gradually disappearing. The 
works are taking down ite boards in the parks, 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


‘s Lonp MILLTOWN's measure dealing with the armed burglar, who 
chooses as his mission to maim or murder as well as ‘to rifle, rob,and 
plunder,” has been ne A steered through the Lords, and in all 
probability will evoke little serious opposition in the Commons. One 
or two clauses were objected to, but probably the greatest objection 
will be that taken by the class against whom the Bill is direcied, to 
the “ claws” of the 
“cat,” or rather 
the cat clause, 
which is its 
kernel. 

Everyone who 
has come in con- 
tact with the pre- 
sent Lord Advocate 
for Scotland, has 
pronounced him 
a gentleman of 
conspicuous ability 
and uniform cour- 
tesy. The former 
of these qualities 
was fully recog- 
nized by the 
reception given to 
his Scotch Local 
Government Bill. 
Happy people the 
Scots who now have 
a Convenor of the 
County in addition 
to the bagpipes. Caledonia, in the Commons on Tuesday relaxed all 
her sternness and wildness. If Jessie Brown bad been in the House 
on Monday and Tuesday, she would have heard the bagpipes as plainly 
as at Lucknow. 

The vote for the Houses of Parliament, last week, drew out some 
interesting details. Mr. Fitzgerald, in a scientific speech, dwelt on 
the amount of vitiated gas in the Commons Chamber—as if the 
country were not conscious of it—he also made the interesting state- 
ment that the atmospheric conditions of the House tended to baldness 
among the Members, ‘“ Look here upon this picture and on this.” 
Not the counterfeit presentment of two brothers, nor yet an adver- 
tisement of a patent Hair Remover, but the average M.P, “ Before 
and After.” Certainly, of late, a good many statesmen, on both 
sides, have failed to “keep their hair on.” The Ladies’ Grille was 
once more to the front, Mr. Phillips thinking it has been in that 
— too long. “Home Rule for Scotland!” Dr, Clark, on 

uesday, sounded the bugle note of yet another agitation to split the 
Union Jack. How will John Bull go on if he loses Sandy as well as 
Pat? And how will Sandy and Pat get on without John Bull? 

Mr. Shaw Stewart raised a very Scotch objection to Scotch Home 
Rule: “It would require a costly executive”—sorter “bang went 
saxpence” argument. The most important event in connection with 
the debate was Mr. Gladstone's declaration in favour of the principle 
“when ripe.” Query.— Does that mean when the Scotch Nationalist 
Party numbers 83? However, the British public must prepare for 
the consideration of Home Rule all round, as Dr. Clark put it, and 
perhaps the next measure will emanate from the Isle of Wight. For 
the present, the 
House decided 
that Dr. 
Clark's mea- 
sure wasacleri- 
cal error. 

On Wednes- 
day the Govern- 
ment missed 
another oppor- 
tunity of 
conciliating 
Ireland, by 
rejecting Mr. 
Crilly’s Land 
Bill. The quest- 
ion of arrears is 
a front rank 
one, and itisa 
pity that a 
modus vivendi 
was not arrived 
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THE CAMPBELLS ARE COMING, 


at in the debate on this very prominent measure, 
Lord Strathedin is great on Smoke Abatement, and on Thursday, 
whep he brought in his Smoke Nuisance Bill, there was sufficient 
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natural darkness in the metropolis to warrant the reduction of the 
artificial article to a minimum. Mr. Balfour’s reply on the same 
afternoon to Mr. Sexton practically confirmed the rumour of a new 
broom at the Castle, vice Lord Londonderry. It is ible, though 
paradoxical, that the next Lord Lieutenant of Ireland will be the last 
one. Mr. Robertson on Friday showed that the “apple of his eye” is 
not the voter in statu pupuwlari, 








New Leaves. 


THE three portraite—and fine portraits they are—in Wen and Women 
of the Day are Mr. J. L. Toole, Miss Mary Moore and Sir Edward 
Watkin.—In Art and Literature there is a fine portrait of Mr. Ruskin, 
and many other equally fine things besides.—In Scribner's there are 
richly illustrated articles on various subjects.—T7he English Iilus- 
trated also has much to charm and delight.—Jllustrations has enough 
of worthy matter, and the Religious Tract Society’s publications 
abound in all that is pleasurable.—Longman’s, besides Mr. Beeant’s 
and Mrs. Olipbant’s stories, has other articles by lesser lights.—In 
Tinsley’s Jowrnal the Random Recollections are very entertaining.— 
Babyhood will greatly please mothers.—Diet and Hygiene ought to 
interest everybody.—The Spring number of The Warehouseman and 
Drapery Trade Journal contains features of special interest. 


MUSICAL NOTES.—No. 1. 


— ; 
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A ConDUCcTOR KEEPING TIME! 








Art Notes. 

THE Dowdeswell Galleries. A grand collection of French and 
Datch art (but why called Romanticists?),. There are some twenty 
examples of Corot and as many of Daubigny, several by Millet, fine 
examples of Delacroix and Jacque, some ten or more by Josef Israels, 
alone enough to repay a visit ; exquisite examples by Willem, Jacobus, 
and Matthys Maris; add to them works by Jules Breton, Meissonier, 
Gérome, and many other distinguished artists, and you have some 
notion of what a treat there is in store for the lovers of 
what is truly good in art. Too much praise cannot be given 
to Messrs. Dowdeswell, and to Messrs. Buck and Reid, for their 
efforts in getting together this wonderful loan collection, and we 
believe there will be a rich reward in a liberal response on the part of 
the art-loving world. 

A very different collection is that at the Continental Gallery, Bond 
Street ; while there are some few striking works there is much that 
cannot be regarded as fit for high commendation. 

The Gainsborough Gallery, Old Bond Street. Here we have Art of 
another kind, or rather Science of the highest order, in the form of 
Edison's Phonograph, truly the greatest marvel of the age. The recep- 
tions are open to the public; and it will be indeed an eye opener to 
all who pay a visit to this interesting exhibition. 

The New English Art Club very justly gives the place of honour to 
Maurice Greiffenhagen, whose “ Portrait of a Lady,” is at once a 
gracefuland sound piece of work. Perhaps the most sweetly painted 
head in the room is the “ Portrait” by George Clausen. Of the land- 
scapes, “ Winter on the Cairns,’ James Paterson; “ Nightfall,” Her- 
bert Dalziel; and “ Dock Extension,” Herbert Voss, are amongst the 
best, In the collection there is much that is good, much that is ear- 
nest and deserving of all praise, but at the same time much that ig 
peculiar, and is best passed over without remark, 
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Brotherly Love. 


CoME listen, twirl your thumbs, 
And you shall have a story ! 

From far Stepney it comes, 
Most rugged, rude and gory ! 


Where Queen Street Chapel rears 
Its walls of brick and rubble, 
You'll trace the tap of tears, 


You'll seek the scene of troub's. 


Where its plain platform stands, 
(For years about two hundred), 
O'er Presbyterian bands, 
A preacher's voice has thundered, 


«“ But what is that to me?” 
Said Trustee Thomas Sutton, 
“For all Antiquity, 
I do not care a button ! 


“The lease is dead and done ; 
(Each yearold Time dies faster).” 
He bade the flock begone, 
And take with them their Pastor. 


Ard let the sacred fane 

(The rent was not a puny ’un, 
Alas! this greed of gain !) 

Unto the London Union. 


Of Congregational- 

Ists (Is this line disjointed ?) 
Alas! what did befall 

Upon the day appointed 


For solemn opening hymn, 
Inaugurative meeting ? 

Ah! human eyes are dim, 
Oh! earthly joys are fleeting ! 


It only needs to state 
That on the hour’s arriving, 
Both flocks weighed in to date, 
Ensued a scene of striving ! 


Hope's goblet was upset, 
K’en at tte hour of brimmage ; 
Thoee wal]s had never yet 
Looked down on such a scrim- 
mage |! 


No anodyre might lull 
(From ether to stramonium), 
That tempest raging full; 
While howled the dire harmo- 
nium, 


O, how they preached and prayed, 
And turned their rival hymns on, 
And did their best, it’s said, 
To paint the chapel crimson ! 


The men each other mauled 
(fet seeds for future lawing), 
The women caterwauled, 
Each other clapperclawing. 


The Shepherd's coat was torn, 
His nose a gory weeper, 

The Pastor smiled forlorn, 
A mouse upon his peeper. 


“Whoop!” “Go it!” and 
\ © Seen 1” 
Cried iocal childhood, hopping, 
But here comes in the Law, 
Both rhyme and riot stopping. 


* . + . 

While doctors grinders gnash, 
The patient dies, sure pigeon ! 

When rival Christians clash, 
They ring thy knell, Religion ! 


nee 


A RASH INTRUDER.—Measles, 
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EASTER EGGS. 


PRESENTED TO THE RIGHT HON, A, J. BALFOUR IN RECOGNITION OF HIS 
DISTINGUISHED SERVICES TO IRELAND. 


IT is said that a Metropolitan police-constable 
named Hare has become entitled to the late Earl 
of Newburgh’s property, valued at over a million 
pounds sterling! This is very good form fora 
Aare, and, though it is not a matter of course 
that he will obtain it, yet if //are proves to be 
the heir, we may be sure that, although his finan- 
cial position will be high, yet very few people 
will care to make game of him. 





A BABBIT-HUNTER in the Nevis River, New 
Zealand, didn’t catch his rabbit, but he dis- 
covered a rich alluvial claim beneath the burrow. 
He washed £1,000 worth of clay in a few weeks. 
I wish I could add to my name, M.P.* of that 


burrow. 
* “i, my property,” of course. 


INVALID PoRT.—Madeira. 








Sew” To CORRESPONDENTS.—T7he Editor does not 


— ~ -_ 








In felemoriam. 
H.R.H. AUGUSTA WILHELMINA LOUISA 


(DUCHESS OF OAMBRIDGOB). 
Born July 25th, 1797. Died April 6th, 1889. 


WIsE teacher of princes, old mother of women 
and men 
No longer young ; 
No singer's voice singing, no poet's melodious pen, 
Orator’s tongue 
In praising thee, lustre may add to thy gathered 
renown— 
Only among 
Years, Virtue, Faith, Honour—all jewels that 
shine in thy crown,— 
Peace, Purity, Patience—all chaplets that hang 
on thy stone— 
This jewel be added, this funeral chaplet be hung! 








bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, In no case will they be returned unless 
accompanted by a stamped and directed envelope. 


CME LER R INE AI) OG IID 


Pia Sone ee ae 


a rr 


: 
> 

af 
tl 


- 
i 
ef 


rans 


ote 
YS SI ES SE ae 


So ee? 
ee fe 


sa 


ah acion 





































- a ee 


> : 


alae rs ake Tn a 
tine io Se . 


TE ony, 













. WW UN. APRIL 17, 1889. 























ee A Le AE A EE HON ty _ 


1 ve 
~ Pee ae Ts es ae 


And to lead him up and lead him down, Namely, Woman's Suffrage, all fine and large? 


Conga 


The Specific for NEURALGIA. POINTED ABSOLUTELY (6 


of Neuralgia.” —Lancet 


at, ; “What J admire ” he said 
weg ¢ i) - 
aa to the rumrose Dames, ' 
hk — Ss , 
mee “are the social 7 
, ‘ } 
qualifies of’ lhe loeaque’ 











= 


a 



















NOLET ? 
NA\95 V Ben, 





ty e 


Counci/lar 


a. YY; Y Vy 
Ay, Yi 

~ <——~e ‘ : Uf Yy ) 

J ASS Only it wag a pily WM, Y 
/ f/ “LRA os Vf YY fg Wy )/ //) 

\ Waa Vii 3). NS that his better /; 
no A NR aw ius WW\, Aa/P? was the y W/ y] 

1) BNA, 'Ruing 
5 My 


A 


0 





2 | Ay 
Cr US Oe 


lodge q gH // Wi 





Primroses 


sen him Vy 
ent Wy, 


wrong, or Hil Yj iY Yj 5 
e/se ‘he Hot Y SS iil v) ey ‘Ze 
— ee ee youl be Coors [Buns! ‘ Z . We i 
uae. =. taken for AM gy how, 0 =: We ys 
a Mimber of the ‘Ouse o' Lords’ he coud n% Fad hes ‘Na bitation uy = = — Ie 
PRIMROSE DAY POTTERINGS. 









The Lady Guide. Suppose such a Guide to be wide-awake And when it is reached he’ll feel some pride, 
' To her sex's rights, d’you think she’d make And flatter himself when people note 
N, , ; 
(S58 VABTOO ) A little mistake How he has assisted to give a vote 
A VISITOR now can get supplied, If she took Lord Salisbury into her charge, To his pleasing mentor, his Lady Guide. 
For a moderate fee, with a Lady Guide And brought him to what she fancied he, 6 D5: 2 EO 
To keep by his side, As a matter of fact, desired to see— 


ALEXANDER STBEBT, a hermit, died recent- 


And tel! him of matters he wants to know, ly in Wellington Street, Glasgow. Two heroic 


, , * ° t,f . LE > - y j ? 
And point out the routes that he ought to He'll come to it sooner or later, 'tis said,— names queerly allied, eh! 
go Later if left to the path his friends tread, ar 
Through the mighty mazes of London town. But sooner if led; THE SPRINTER'S PARADISS.— Lap-land. 


S&VEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 





ost tx Cadburys 
c0a 


Ss. Od., 4s. 6d., & lis. Of all Chemists. Pew Wores, BimmMinGMam: or to their Wholesale BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


Werehouse, a4 King Edward S:reet Londos. B.C 





‘* Tonga maintains its reputation in the treatment 


| PURE AND 


Write as smoothly as a lead pencil, and neither scratch | 


‘Invaluable in facial Neuralgia. Has proved nor spurt, the points being round | 
effective in all those cases in which we have pre Ask your Seationee lor “tg y Ache ‘Senwie SOLU BLE. 
scribed it."—Medical Press. Boz, or send + stamps to C. Branpaugr ard Co.'s 
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We deemed him (Koh}i-noor-ed ” May now have “ yrounds” to put our trust, you see. 
3 tea-le arettes some girlanow put; 
(4) Strong is leaf cigar - , y tone oe site rl in holidays our wise M.P.# are bent ; 
These will (tea)-leave thesr dainty Wiguce jure ! 


Some elephants (no ele-nhant-oms they), or a fortnight they are not to Parley-meant. 
Courteously removed a lady from their way. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE OPERA Comiqusz. — It 
being proper, when the title of 
a play and ite surrounding cir- 
cumstances give the opportunity, 
to be allegorically (if somewhat 
mechanically) humorous; be 
it said that the artists of the 
Panel Picture, having proved 
their inability to draw, that 
work has been taken down—it 
has been continvally taken 
down, I fear, ever since it was 
produced!—and Little Lord 
Fauntleroy has come to the 
rescue. (In the last few words 
the allegory breaks down, of 
course, after the manner 
of allegories.) I’ve always been 
of opinion that this is much 
more of a “grown-up’s” play 
than a children’s; and I there- 
fore revard its removal into the 
evening bill with favour, except 
THE OPERA Oomigvs.—“Mrs. Errol. that | venture to think that 

I believe 7"—Little Lord Fauntleroy. ’ the clever little actress’s health 

should not be jeopardised with 
too long a run, and that I boldly assert that a rehearsal of the piece 
should have been called (may be it was, but it don’t look like it), so 
that some of the vices, born of the lengthy matinée run, might be 
eradicate; and, perhaps, some of the cast change! — evening 
audiences would like a stronger Mr. Hobbs, for instance. 








LITTLE Miss Beringer, herself, is not quite s0 natural as she was, 
hut that is on/y natural, and the performance is still marked with its 
wonderful intelligence. Ceddy hasanew mamma! This is the third 
Mrs. Errol we have had—lI never saw a Family [:rroled to such an 
extent, in fact. It is hard to say which we have liked best, perhaps 
Miss Mary Korke by asbade, but Miss Marion Terry, as | said last 
week, can cry with anybody on the stage, and she crys sweetly in this 
part, and has all the necessary charm besides. Misses Helen Leigh 
and Fanny Brough, and Mr. C. W. Somerset are as effective as here- 
tofore in their well studied renderings of their respective parts. 





A NEW front piece, called Her Own Rival, by Messrs, F. Brouyvh- 
ton and Boyle Lawrence, was presented on the occasion. The story 
is ‘mot as deep asa well, or as wide asachurch door” ; is, in fact, not 
easily swallowed; but the dialogue is smart, if a little strained, and 
nobody can complain of the acting. Misses Cissy Grahame and 
Fanny Brough, and Messrs. J. G. Grahame and Nutcombe Gould 
form a cast which proves the management respects its own produc- 
tions, however slight. | hardly feel justified in singling any one out, 
but Miss Brough certainly made the most of some good lines, ani! was 
very popular as a sprightly widow. 


Nops AND WINKS. — There 
seems to be some sort of an 
impression abroad that Richard 
Henry's new piece at the Avenue. 
Lancelot the Lovely ; or, The Idol 
of the King, is an irreverent 
handling of the other poet, 
Tennyson. It is nothing of the 
sort, and the author is weeping 
galt tears (I always weep sugary 
tears myself—Sloper’s are wn- 
sweetened) at the suggestion 
He says he's gone straight (he's 
a good fellow, and always goes 
straight) to Mallory and the old 
ballad of Lancelot of the Lake 
—ay, and | love and honour him 
for it. You'll find the piece rea! 
funny in itself, too, and well 
done ; besides Mr. Arthur Koberts 
and Mdlle. Vanoni, those two 
sound humorists, Miss Sallie 
Turner and Mr. K. D. Ward, are pag ay exc —A knight of the Round 
in the cast, with a new-comer, Mr. Table—not the first (k night. 

Capel, who promises to be funny 
too. The lovers of vocal harmony are well provided for also, and 
pretty songs will be warbled at intervals by Messrs. Alec Marsh and 





J. Tapley, and Miss Annie Halford, to say nothing of Miss Annie 


Woodworth, and Miss Carrie Coote. Mr. Jolin Crook has provided 
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the music, and I venture to say it will be found something more than 
acceptable; and when you see the lovely costumes Mons. Alias is 
making from my designs—my designs, dear boys !—you'll say they do 
infinite credit to our taste, invention, and humour (though, of course, 
Ican’t hint at such athing). I attach a sketch of one of Arthur's 
knights taken at rehearsal—the dress will be different at night, 


though, 


By-THE-WAY, gentle reader, did you ever design costumes for a play / 
It’s rather interesting. About six months before the piece is pro- 
duced they come and ask you to “do the job.” You say, “ Yes; all 
right,” and continue to attend to other business. In about three 
weeks someone comes and says, “ How about those costumes?” You 
say, “ Haven't touched ’em yet.” He says something unfit for pub- 
lication, and goes away, after you've promised to go and see him to- 
morrow. At the end of the week you go and see him, and you make 
a start. 





THE first thing you do is to select a “period.” The second thing 
you do is to take no further notice of it. In the course of a fortnight 
or so you get all your “crowds” done and send in the sketches. Then 
you start on your principals, and find you’ve forgotten the colours of 
your crowd, and don’t know what'll “fit.” This is where the fun 
commences. It is complicated by other circumstances—you find you 
can’t give Mr. Brown blue tights because Miss White is constantly 
with him, and she wears green tights; and Miss Black and Miss Green 
must have different coloured hats, because their reds—I mean, heads— 


JUST HAD TUPPENCE Give mE -Cdine To BLEW 
iT ALL ON GINGER BEER: 





a ‘ MM: 


THE HAYMAKKET AND THE CG ARRICK.—* WEALTH.”—* THE PROFLIGATE.” 


are different. At last you begin to think Mr. Grey mustn't stand near 
Miss Black,and Mi-s Green must be trimmed with gold to look effective 

THE colours themselves are rather interesting. I daresay you think 
they are called simply Red, Yellow, Blue, and soon. Nota bit of 
it; you’re old-fashioned ; that’s all done away with now! They are 
called such undescriptive things as Haw de Nil, Toad’s Blood, and 
London Fog. An element of incongruity prevails, so that you are not 
surprised to find Emerald Red, Apricot Black, Strawberry Grey, and 
soon. lsoiled Toadstool ashes is a charming colour, and Bus Conductor 
Blue is very effective, while a combination of Rat’s-hair and Pickle- 
blood forms an exquisite tint, which has been christened “ House of 
Lords,”” With such resources of colour, making beautiful designs is 
mere child’s play, 


OF course, the ladies of the chorus want a voice in the matter, but 
beyond the general idea that pink is pretty, brown is ugly, and that 
everything should be trimmed with bullion fringe, their notions are 
vague, and, after all, they are generally content with what they get, 
well knowing that such beauty as theirs would set off any costume. 
The principals leave you pretty much to yourself—except the 
comedian, whose dress, of course, enters into his business, 
and must be carefully built up accordingly. It is a difficult 
and intricate business, embracing wide fields of knowledge, 
elaborate discussion and experiment, so it is naturally put off till the 
last moment—as indeed all the sketches are. This is great fun forthe 
designer, but the costumier looks on it differently. The responsibility 
is on him, and he can't do anything. He perspires with anxiety, he 
dances with despair, a fixed pathos invades his countenance, and he 
puts his hat on his feet and his boots on his head in his uncertainty 
as to which end uppermost he is. The world loses all charm for him, 
and “a babbles o’ green fields.’ But he comes up to time like a Trojan, 
and on “the night” everything is there to a button. NESTOR. 
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A DOUBTFUL WAY OF PUTTING IT. 


Friend,—"“ Oh, I should send it, most decidedly. Why, I’ve seen 
lots of awfully bad pictures at the Academy!” 


THE METROPOLIS MORN BY MORN. 


HER Gracious Majesty the Queen of England and Empress of a 
considerable part of the East, on returning from Germany, went 
direct to Gravebringham, and on the way sneezed once or twice in 
such sort as to cause much alarm. The Royal Lady is expected to 
give a look in on London about——[ Don’t be so precise about your 
dates. You should never prophesy unless you know, you know.—ED. 

The Deera Dancing Libel case, in which the Sheds troop of pirou- 
ettists received three hundred millions of sovereigns damages, is not 
without its parallels. Here are a few perpendiculars—I mean parti- 
culars—of a similar case at the Kamtschatka police court, where only 
a few days ayo a native of those parts was accused of passing a bad 
cowrie at the local Banyan Stores (limited), which, as every reader 
of this paper knows, is situated at the right-hand corner of ()uashi- 
bango Square, one of the finest streets in the glorious capital of 
Kamtschatka. “This is a false cowrie,” quoth the Store-Sachem, 
whereupon the noble savage thus accused immediately went out and 
brought an action for libel, and the Store-Sachem was then and there 
mulcted in heavy damages and cast into the Kamtschatkan county 
jail for the term of his unnatural life. Such is life—life as it is so gra- 
phically painted by Count Dollstoy in his stories of Muscovite man- 
ners, now being published by —— | No advt., if you please.—ED. FUN. 

Talking of Dollstoy, why does not some theatrical manager revive 
those fine old crusted tragedies of Arry Stophanes? You remember 
that famous burlesque of his entitled, The Oof Birds, which was 
played for so many hundreds of nights at the T. It., Athens, and is 
read wherever the Groe-co-Tamil-European language is spoken. Many 
of the situations in the works of A. Stophanes, and similar ancient 
writers, might shock the modest Mr. FuN; but if the “blue” were 
washed out with the aid of Sunolio——/ Now, then !—ED. | 

The election of Mr. Glisten for the great town Hardwaringham (so 
splendidly described in Thacken’s ‘ Vanity Times,” and Dickeray's 
‘ Barry Nickledon’’) will remind old bibliophiles of the time when 
the late Mr. J. Cesar first put up for the County Council in Rome, 
in the year A.UC, 1, It will be remembered by the smallest 
FUNNITE that the cheery Consul, Augustarris (of the local National 
Amphitheatre, over against the Druriolanium Acjueduct), was also a 
candidate, and that party feeling, like the price of pannum (or 
bread of the period) ran high, when but why pursue the theme? 
If we pursue it, we might not catch it, and——/ But you will “catch 
it’’ if you don’t contrive to say something about the metropolis itself 
one of these times.—Ep., Fun. | 





























My Pretty Cousin. 


‘VE a cousin ; she has just reached twenty-one ; 

I’m a boy, though my moustache has nearly started ; 
She thinks laughing at me is the best of fun ; 

I never knew a girl so stony-hearted. 


She will ask me, when I visit at her house, 

If | wiped my boots before I came inside it ; 
She wonders sometimes if I've any nous, 

And, if I have, where I contrive to hide it. 


She’s sarcastic if I brush my hat with care ; 
If I talk she asks me if I think I'm witty ; 
If I answer back she tells me I’m a bear, 
And haven't learnt my manners, more’s the pity. 


I have to stand it all as best I can ; 
I s'p’ose I must endure it for a season ! 

Bat J'li marry her when I am grown a man, 
And take a full revenge, or know the reason. 


“ THERE'S nothing half so sweeti in life as love’s young dream.” 
Well, we suppose “love's middle-aged dream" is when it’s a bachelor 
bankruptcy solicitor, who (dozing over his nightcap) thinks he’s 
being married in a Registrar's office to a consumptive lady of seventy, 
blessed with a good stock of 3 per cents that she means to let him 
have the handling of forthwith. 


FAUST seems to be perennially popular. It had a Mephistopheles 
of a run at the Lyceum, and fora long time past the good old story 
has been supplying fun “faust and furious” at the Gaiety. For 
drawing the dibs there seems little to choose between Gocthe'’s Faust 
and Gaiety’s Faust. 





“THE love of shopping,” said Mr. Jones, “is so deeply rooted in the 
female mind that I believe if my wife was falling from the top of the 
Kifel Tower she'd stop half way if there was a stall there where she 
could go in and buy something she didn't want.” 
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NATURAL HISTORY VY. GRAMMAR. 
Laurie,—“ Have you ever seen a cow milked, mother?” 
Mother.—“ Yea, dear. So have you,haven't you!” 
Laurie.-—“No; only unmilked, you know.” 
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AN EASTER MANCEUVRE. 















Major Moppit.—“Confound it! that bull's making for us.” The Colonel.—“ Yes ; the scarlet enrages him.” 


Major Moppit.—*“ But our uniforms are grey.” 


New Leaves. 


“Tue Advertiser's A.B.C. and Advertisement Press Directory” (T. 
B. Browne). The vastness and applicability of the machinery 
brought to bear by Mr. T. B. Browne on advertising and the interests 
of advertisers is here made manifest. The advantages of picture 
advertising also receives a full and complete exposition. That the 
book is bulky is only a proof of how exhaustively its subject is 
treated. Old and young should learn their A B.C —“Sell’s Dictionary 
of Registered Telegraph Addresses, combined with Sell's Telegraphic 
Code” (Sell’s Advertising Agency). This useful work is evidently 
the result of much elaborate and excellent work by Mr. Sell, and 
will be a great saving of otherwise troublesome work for those whom 
he sells it to. All business people should buy.—‘ The Advertiser's 
Guardian,” by Louis Collins (Louis Collins), This is an excellent 
guardian, and the author tells his readers many things it is well for 
them to know. There are many quaint old engravings, with curious 
applications of them scattered through the book, as illustrations.— 
“South Africa, and how to reach it by the Castle Line,” by Edward 
P. Mathers, F.R.G.8. (Waterlow and Sons, Limited). It would be 
well if this book were in the hands of all intending voyagers to 
South Africa. It provides them with indispensible information in 
the most compact and comprehensive form, and is a ‘sort of golden 
guide to the gold fields. 

“8am Saddleworth's Will,” by M. Scott Taylor (Digby and Long). 
Sam had a will of his own, which induced him to “stand Sam” to 
several deserving people, who,had reason to be thankful for his goo:l- 
will, It may do the reader good to prove his will.—“ Beneath Your 
Very Boots,” transcribed by C. J. Hyne (Digby and Long). Here is 
an effort to mingle mysteriously the natural and the supernatural, in 
which, if the author does not shine conspicuously, he puta on a very 
fair polish. “The Weird Mystery,” by Philip May (F. J. Lambert 
and Co.). The story is weird enough, and morbid enough, with but 
little mystery about it; yet it issufficiently well written to encourage 
the’ hope that Philip May write more healthy works in future. 

“What's in a Name!” by ———- (Swan, Sonnenschein and Co.). 
This is a remarkable collection of names and their significations, 
which is both amusing and instructive —‘“A Mexican Mystery,” by 
W. Grove (Digby and Long). The marvellous and the incomprehen- 
sible are in this singular story strongly blended, but the suppositions 
started are not explained or ended—the mystery being left in a mix. 
— The Question of Irish Home Rule,” by a Doctor of Medicine (KE. 
Truelove). Many questions of national and imperial importance are 
here discussed, of which the development lies far in the future ; to 
an understanding of them this book may help. 

Art students and amateur artists should be on the look out for 
their chances in the Competitive Prize Exhibition, arranged for 
by Messrs. Raphael Tack and Sons, the great Christmas Card pro- 
ducers. Five hundred guineas will be given away in prizes. 


| 


The Colonel.—*“ Yes ; it’s your nose he’s going for.” 


A Ballad for Bank Holiday. 





A Saccharine Song. 


[It is said that sugar will presently be 
up to double its recent price.] 


THE sweet-toothed will now suffer 
sorrow, 
And babies, with liking for 
“lump,” 
Will comfort in vain try to borrow, 
And will howl, or be “luffed ” 
by the “ hump.” 
The “dickeys” who carol in cages, 
Mere dirges will sing, we surmise, 
And dull will be love-letter pages, 
For sugar is going to rise. 


The poet, though writing, p'r’aps, 
neat stuff, 
All sugary phrase must discard : 
And girls must eschew chewing 
sweet-stuff, 
And tea-lovers will find it most 
hard— 


| The sages who love light and sweet- 


ness, 
The latter no longer must prize, 
Yea, sweetness must suffer effete- 
ness 
Now sugar is going to rise. 


MEN are often like billiard balls. 
The more “screw” they get, the 


| more “side” they put on. 


Buns burgeon in the London Squares, 
The grimy grass-plots grow to green, 





East winds have changed 
to Easter airs, 
The pairing sparrows 
prune and preen ; 
Householders how] o’er 
the spring-clean, 
And ’Arry trills his 
roundelay. 
Bad would life be to 
brook, I ween, 
If ’twere not for Bank 
Holiday ! 


And ’Arriet his rapture 
shares, 

What though the 
counter runs _ be- 
tween 

Them half the year’— 
She little cares 

When such a day 
ahead is seen. 

A day of bliss super- 
terrene, 

When he and she in 
garments gay, 


Upon each others arms may lean, 
O, welcome thou, Bank Holiday! 


On wandering vendors’ luscious 
wares 
(To present joy and futureteen), 
They batten. The curled winkle 
bears 
The palm, the whelk comes in 
between ; 
Brazils and ices supervene, 
With ginger-beer. Ambrosia 


And nectar, fit for gods serene, | 


To quaff, upon Bank Holiday ! 


For them the painted prancer 
tears 
Around the circular arene, 
The juggler spins his Windsor 
chairs, 


Balances knives upon his chin ; 
The penny squirt, the scratchback, 
e’en 


The comic nose, assumed in 

' play, 2 

Squeaker, mask, trumpet, al. 
convene 


To glorify Bank Holiday! 


L’ENVOI. 
| Poor though its pleasures be, and’ 
mean, 
Its laughter coarse, its wit 
horseplay, 


Its adjectives at times obscenc— 
There's virtue in Bank Holiday ! 
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wh One evenin’ NSS Hogwash’s 
Le chaney shephera up 
_— anadteld the old gal he was 
a goin’ to take a walk round 
"7 bo See of Puddle ford come 
FZ * up te Old Arcadia where 
= he Come from The old 
“ she never sad 


nothink »So out he went. 
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The he happened acrost Bul Rabbits and Bob Burdlime 
and the local pleeceman 5 layin out _\n the willers a poach 
in arter the parson's ducks, © i “s 

and the pleeceman \ vila ¢ “é 
he took an’ started 
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trespassin & Seg x 
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trughten 
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ga me 
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first he come tp the Smokin’ Concert at the Screech-Owl and Pint Pot” when Bul 
Dellers was a singin’ the 4S verse of "The Angels Whisper 
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~ 2 darneian round the Mayvole 
<— » ar Pig 7 nd when M*® 


There wWarnt no Maypole : Ai Hoewash woke 
put old Arry Obnail up dad see him 
and young’ Alf Puncher back on his shel 


she ive hima 
clanK o° the ear 
and Knocked hig 
cad off ty learn 
ham to Stop at 


’ 
Lorne 


4 rs ¢ ry ’ ] } i , 
Was lavin a Skulldragain 
ma beh for 2 gua aa > beer 


ew oe , 
and the Championship 


But what petrified him into porcelam agam was the s hr 
of the modern Shepherd @ walkin’ out on Sunday nith has gal 
MODERN ARCADIA. 


KNIOCOKNAOKS. SoME of our small pseudo-politicians have been indulging in a great 
Youthful Member of Primrose League.— Which is the naughty | deal of rant about war, but Fon has much pleasure in informing his 
| 


opera, Auntie, Traviata, or Travatore.” readers that they were not war-ranted in doing so. 
_ Prim Primrose Dame.—‘ Traviata, my dear, of course. Nothing Se 
Tory could possibly be naughty.” GENERAL Legitime has issued a circular to the effect that the 


Hayti-d rebellion in Hayti has been crushed, and that he is once again 








“WHAT kind of languwaye do you call that, sir?” inquired}Mr. | the Legitimate president. 
Bouncer the other day when he overheard his son making use of a a 
vulgar expression. “ Well, dad,” replied the boy, archly, “1 think, if HE had painted his chef d'wuvre. It was only Edith finding the 
you ask me, that I should ¢all it—slanguage.” body of Harold. It was only 16 feet by 5. And when the Academy 
—— porter saw it coming in like a juvenile Salisbury plain out for a walk, 
Liberal,—“ But, my dear fellow, you cannot deny that the con- that porter said, “1 dont want to take no liberties, sir, but if that 
stituences all over the country are with us, and are desirous of giving picter ain't ‘ung, and I don’t think (not to hurt your feelings) as it 
justice to Ireland.” will be, I should like [to make yer a offer for it. I’m thinking of 


Conservative.—“ Pooh, pooh! I ignor all that.” starting a night coffee stall, and it would do capital for a roof—high 
Liberal,— And you exhibit your ignor-ance by doing so.” art and a good tarpaulin to keep the rain off at the same time.” 


THERE are only fifteen lawyers in the New South Wales Legisla- “Sue's that kitchen stuff-ed up with pride,” said mma of the new 
tive Assembly, and so it is not to be wondered at that that body has cook, “that when she goes out to tea with her ‘Corporal’ at the Vale 


set such a good example of honesty and integrity to the other Austra- of Elth, Hampstead, she won't touch as much as a winkle unless she's 
lasian governments, got a real silver pin to turn him out with.” 
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INTERESTING SCIENTIFIC DISCOVERIES. 


(Several tradesmen—two butchers and a baker, among others—have lately been charged with, and fined for, attaching pieces of iron, fat, or other objects to the customer's side 
of their sedes. In each case the defendants could not understand how the article got there, and brought forward various theories—accident, infantine mischievousness, the 


influence of the moon, de , in explanation. ) 











Our Butcher bas been instituting scientific inquiries into the question. Having heard of the recent theory of the brain power of plants, he was struck with the 
possibility of not only brain power, but actual volition and action, on the part of such objects as pieces of iron and fat. He kept watch at night in his shop, and states 


thet h's theory was entirely confirmed. He dete :ted a four-ounce weight, which fancied itself unobserved, in the very act of traversing the floor and attaching itself 


to the scales! 
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The queer thing about it, however. is that the policeman, on being aske« about it, told a tale differing in almost every material respect. The only point of 
concurrence wae the fact that the weight actually was attached to the customer s side of the scales—which, of couree, is quite sufficient evidence of the truth of Our 


Batcher's account. 
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EXTREMES MEET. 
AN EASTER HOLIDAY STUDY. 





Mr. Balfour, we regret to state, is suffering from a severe chill, caught by sitting in the draught of Parnell’s “ cold rhetoric,” 
while poor Old Morality complains that he jinds th ins much too hot tor him, and is half roasted, See Cartoon Verses, P.- 184, 
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THE NEW HOPE EPIDEMIC. 
{ the of gi m ie a ; ic.) 
OH, I’ve bin a-reading net sve Missus she thinks as us 
pore ignerent servents don’t nothing about what's going on in 
the world - i our 
: t "t we, 
that’s 2” 

Lonl I sneaked marster’s Times 
>» the week afore last, I did; 
and there I read about dear 
‘Ga Mister Padgit’s s-sendin’ of 
jo a missus for trial, on the 
7 strength of a gd en creel 
ackysation, as ery e 
; "Tig - por dagen th and aon by ~ 

AN aig, j jury, as ought to 
FO “A lA and snub pore Mister 
=a iu 7 t and Jet the missus orf 


? Why, jest becos 
there wasn’t no ground for 
the accusation agin her— 
a Dice reason ! 

As if she wouldn't deserve 
sevvin years some other 
time, even if she didn’t then / 

And jest lately I sneaked 
marster's Times agen, and 
there I reads about how the 
confidence and ‘ope ‘eld out to us pore slaveys ‘as took root 
and bore froct; and how several slaveys ‘ad bin a-complaining to 
the madgistrates about their missuses; but in these cases the unjust 
beaks has told the pore creeturs to git away, cos they hadn't 
nothink to complane of ! They ain't all Padgetts, more’s the pity. 

But I don’t mean to go to no Mister Orris Smiths, nor none o’ them. 
I mean to go straight to dear old Mister Pagett, as soon as ever I gets 
‘alf a chanceo’ trippin’ up missus. I've bin on the look out regler the 
last fortnit, but she ain't give me a chance. 

One day last week she come into the:kitchen, and I puts a ‘arf-crown 
—one as marster give me to buy ribbins with for Easter Monday—on 
the edge of the dresser, so as wen she d she might ketch it and 
brush it orf, so as it ud drop into the folds ov her dress, and then I 
could and tell Mister Pajjit as she ‘ad robbed me ov it; but 
unfo: y she see it, and ses, “Is this your arf-crown, Sarah Hann ? 
you'd better take it bup.” So that fell through. 

So nex’ day I tries agin. There was a ‘igh wind, and so I lets 
myself out at the street-door in the evenin’, and leaves the door open, 
so as it might bang to and shet me out and I could gostraight orf and 
tell Mr. Pagette as I ‘ad bin shet out and turned ‘omeless into the 
street, without my wages, and no ‘ome to go to, and quite a stranger 
in London—not a-sayin’ a word about ‘aving bin born in Ratcliffe and 
never bin in the country in my life, except 'Ampsted and 'Ampten 
Cort, and that, on Bank 'Ollidays. «+ . * * 

I did git a chance last Toosday. I 'nocked my elber agin a shelf 
through a-goin about the 
‘ouse without a lite, as 
missus ‘as forbid me to do, 
and made a lovely broose, 
all green and yaller, wot 
with ‘elpin’ it a bit by 
‘nockin’ it a little more 
with the back ov the 
blackin’ brush. 

Then | goes down to the 
corner and ses to the 
pleeceman, “I wants you 
to coller missus by the ‘air 
of ‘er ‘ead, and drag ‘er 
to the pleece station, for 
‘pockin’ me about with the 
4,,, poker.” But I was dis- 

| appointed with the con- 
duck of that pleeceman, I 
was; and wot's more, I 
means to make it the sub- 
jeck of complaint to 
Curnel Monroe. For I'm 
blest if he didn’t refuse 
for to take missis without 
some kind o’ proof, and orfer to come ‘to the ‘ouse and arsk about it 
all. I ses to him, I ses, “ Ain't shivvelry still possible,” I ses, “* that 
you can’t take a lady's word for wot’s occurred?” I ses, “I’m ashamed 
ov sech a pleeceman as you,” I ses. But my bleef is as marster or missus 
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nw 
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* 
court ere, and I ses, “I want to see the 
-in I ses to ‘im, “Are you Mr. Pajjit?” 
I ses; and he ses, “No, I ain’t,” he ses. “ Wodder you require?” 
And I ses, “I don’t require nothink ov you,” I ses, “cos I don’t know 


whether you're a just an’ righteous sort, or not; but p’r’aps you'll 
give a pore ill-used servant the tip as to wen Mister a-goin’ 
to set at this court?” 


And he says, in a brootal sort o’ way, “ Mister Pajet don’t set ’ere 
at all,” he ses; “git away,” he says, “ and go ome,” he ses. And so I 
didn’t git no redress out ov ‘im. . . . 

Ooray ! The pore frendless servant ‘ave got a charnce at larst ; and 
now for dear old Mr. Padjgett ! 

As I was a-comin’ down stares Easter Sunday—missis ‘avin’ give 
me a week's ‘olliday to go ‘ome and ‘ave a nice time, and a present of 
arf a sovvrin to spend on wot I liked—blest if I didn’t drop the arf- 
sovvrin, and it roled over the edge of the stares and fell into the 

kkit of marater’s overcoat, a-hangin’ on the pee in the ‘all below! 

oorar! I ain’t said nothink about it yet, till l’ve ’ad my ’olliday ; 
and then I means to go back with a pleece inspecter, and take ’im 
straight to that overcoat—wich won't ha’ bin put on, cos marster’s 
away for a fortnit—and show ‘im the ‘arf-sovvrin in the pockit, and 
make ‘im carry missus on a stretcher strait to Mr. Pagggit, and 
git her sevvin years with ‘ard laber and the cat. You'll see the case 
in the papers. 


Song of the Proud R. A’s. 
May be sung, with the Author's permission, by the P.R.A, at the 
dinner.—A1B. “ Down among the Dead Men.” 


HERE’s a health to ourselves, a health a piece, 
And may our fame and wealth increase. 

May fell confusion still pursue 

The hateful grumbling outside crew. 

But those who with this toast comply 

In for the “ Accepted” let them hie. 


Here’s a health to our patrons tried and true, 
To all who come our show to view. 

Whose pounds and shillings swell our purse ; 
All others are not worth a curse. 

But those who don't this toast deny, 

On our walls to place them we may try. 


As for all outsiders we pledge them not, 

They and their works are only rot; 

They send their scumblings here in shoals, 
We send them “down among the co2als,” 
Some daubs we let be hung sky high 

Or down among the “ doubtfuls,” let them lie. 


Here’s a health to all whose happy lot, 

A place upon our walls have got. 

If they're well hung they’re pleased, if not, 
Deserved or no they go to pot. 

At all unhung we laugh ho! ho! 

Out with the “rejected” let them go. 


MUSICAL NOTES.—No. 2. 
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PRACTISING His SCALES, 
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Beat Hood's, say I. 


In olden days cravats were all the go, 
Worn low at first, and stiff as wooden blocks, 
Higher anon ; quoth Smith, “I told you so,— 
A rise in stocks |" 


Young Daley came a cropper at a dance— 
A slip, and on the well-waxed floor he drops ; 
But Smith was ready—said with knowing glance— 
“A fall in hops!” 
Tom Baggs apologized for being awa 
He’d sprained his leg, and he aad be no use ; 
Smith had him there—had only this to say— 
“A lame excuse!” 


At Stock Exchange—a gala day you see ; 
Saw many screwed—it was a sorry sight. 
Said Smith “You'd better come away with me,— 
The market's tight !” 


My song was just a verse too short, I sped 
To Smith, who laughed, but didn’t keep me long ; 
He merely wrote his name, “‘ J am,” he said, 
“ Averse to song!” 


“ Don’t like a ‘buss’ from ladies’ lips!” I cried, 
“It sounds so slangy—Partner, what say you?” 
The hardened sinner wouldn’t be denied— 
Replied, “ J do!” 


Smith gave me the cold shoulder at “ The Grange ” 
(Of lamb, I mean)—you guessed it, I expect, 
I helped him from it—gave him in exchange 
The cut direct. 


So much for Smith—a really witty chum, 
Just try and trap him, reader, if you can; 
He always calls me when the word is “mum ”"— 
A musing man ! 


THE proposal that our representatives in Parliament should be 
paid for the services they render to the nation is hardly one to 
recommend itself to the practical commercial mind of John Bull. 
When he is able to command the genius of a Gladstone for nothing, 
he is scarcely likely to heavily subsidize Messrs. Brown, Jones, and 
Robinson. It is still an honour to be able to tack the letters M.P. on 
= — name; but how would it be should they signify Members 

aid ? 





ANSWER to those who are agitating for better sewerage in Sutton 
— Why, Sutton-ly !” 








THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
No. 16.—ON THE VIRTUES OF HAIR-DYE. 
STRABISMUS, the Sage ; HORNIHANDIO, @ Son of Toil, 


HORNIHANDIO. Saints save you, sweet sir! 

STRABISMUS. Sweet my own mother might not candidly call me, 
but saved I will be. Yet I know you not. 

Hor. My name is Hornihandio. 

STRA. Son to my old acquaintance, Hornihandio, I take it. Well, 
he was an honest man, though fated to be a member of the Surplus 
Population. Of a strange disease he died. He wanted work, and the 
world would not give it him. He had rather live like a labouring-man, 
but society made him die as idly as a gentlefolk. May his soul get a 
front place in the pit of the next world, without too much squeezing 
ere the doors be opened ! 

Hor. Amen to your praying. But I am Hornibandio himself. 

Stka, Rejuvenated, ‘ifakins! Odds hair and whiskers! Grey wert 
thou as a badger when last I saw thee, now art thou black as jet. 
Thou art not dead, but yet hast thou dyed indeed. 

—— Ay, I have been to he eee and found in it the only 
solution for the problem that contin lague me. 

; += the end of man 


StTRA. Ay, the living riddle, which hath 
wiser than thou. But come, unfold, I would hear the relation. 

Hor. Bus conductor was I three years since, husband o’ one, and 
father o’ six, the finest-—— 

STRA, Ay ay, they all are; wend thou on. 

Hor. Came the rheumatics, and fever with ’em, and bound me to 
the straw. And what with groaning, cursing, praying, and starving, 
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HE MEANT IT, TOO. 

The Allspice (strong-minded, a beauty, and an heiress into the 
bargain).—“ Ah, Captain Pennilesse, I could never endure to be looked 
on as a slave—to worship a husband as a deity. I could never cling 
—! ont scorn to depend. It is my mission to support, not to be 
supported.” 

The Captain (with feeling).—" Fulfil your mission, then, my dear 
one, Support me. I ask no more.” 

[ To do him justice, that was all he wanted, 








I bleached at the upper end. White was I as a mop ‘i the flour-barrel. 
When back I went to my employers they would have no more 'o me, 
and with many scurvy words sent me packing. Fortune had set her 
face against me, and but for the bounty of one or two merciful heathens, 
Christian charity had stepped in and madean end of all of us. For 
in her eyes poverty is a crime deserving of capital punishment. 

STRA. Let the dame be; ‘tis a mistake she will never mend of. 

Hor. Things waxed worse even, and I would have made a hole i’ 
the water but for the fear that my white hairs should keep me out of 
heaven. But relief came in this wise. I had laid out my last penny 
i‘ the buying of a bottle of ink for the inscribing of a piteous begging 
letter, and my wife helped me 'i the writing of it. Over thespelling ofa 
certain word we fell out, and she upped with the inkpot and broke it 
over my head. Grieved was I,as you may guess, for had to see 
a party on the morrow who had employment to give, and though I 
after much trouble cleansed my features of their Ethiop stain, my 
locks remained o’ the blackness of the raven's wing in patches. 

SrRA. So rather than appear piebald, you held more discourse with 
the inkpot? 

Hon. Ay, and with this result—that when I went to see the man 
who had before discarded me, he cried, “‘O lusty youth,” and took me 
on i’ the tail of the sentence, me sy I flourish, ng eorem every _-. 
And of m depend u a moiety goes or dye. 

STRA, Cuda sellections grees and ! I have half a mind to 
dip myself i’ the blacking pot too. For not otherwise will the world 
smile upon and recognize the merits of a Philosopher. Wisdom should 
be young, ay, though it coste wrinkles and grey hairs to get it. 
Farewell, honest Hornihandio! Fare ye well! 


Pree 
. 
Ae? eenngensheris mae ~ 


% — EE ae ee Soeet | ‘ 
Monk 1 eT EE ™ ceil RS 
5) ee ~ P - ieee 
" 


Se ea Be SES ee 
= Rug S Poe 
BOD Be pe 


oe 
a eae 
ee ae 


Fo EN ivy mes 


ee eat 


ee 
ile Sas 


Oe NR A NA RR OO oe 


hy 
; 


tee 
Re 


en, Gas ye Se Pe ae, ee SS 3 aca 


paneer sense nacaelbbame = = 


mapaseiipgage<~ hemp se 
Sete ope 


es 
“ee 











SO Rn serene sage ree queen ser me te o~ 
" “s : pn alae 






























1 PR ca nt aa EG 


ne ee ee ee ee kee wee oe 


SE Tati RRR, Ram 


we 





APRIL 24, 1889, 
































; 


“| GIVE THEE ALL, | CAN NO MORE.” 


Mistress,—“ Really, Norah, I wish you could contrive to make 
yourself look a little tidier.” 

Maid (daughter ef Erin).—“ ¥aix, ma'am, ye're always wantin’ me 
ter put so much tidiness inter yer house, the divi] a morsel I've lift 
to spare for mesilf !” 





COMEDIES OF EVERYDAY LIFE.—No. VII. 
EDUCATION, 


(LADY SHORTPURSE and her only daughter, the Hon. Miss 8 , hold 
Samiliar converse by their fireside, the weather being too inclement 
to permit them joining in the daily “ parade in the Park,’’) 


Lapy 8, I don't deny he’s very nice, my dear, 
But, till we know how much he has a year 
’T will be imprudent—as I hope you see— 
Even to hint that he may come to me. 
Miss 8. Oh, no, mamma! I quite agree with you— 
To venture anything would never do! 
Of course, I like him, and would marry him, 
But not upon the strength of any whim ; 
I'm not romantic, I can safely say, 
And shall not marry till I'm sure ’twill pay. 
Lapy 8, My darling, that expression’s rather-— 
Miss 8. Cold )— 
In temp'rature and rhyme it fits with gold ; 
And gold—there’s no use palt'ring with the fact— 
Is what I'm hunting for with cautious tact, 
And impulses all curbed to such a pitch 
That when I jump the hedge I'll clear the ditch. 
Lavy 8, But yet I'd have you love the man you wed. 
Miss 8, Mamma, pray drive such nonsense from your head. 
You know quite well that I've been reared for sale, 
And must not in the marriage-market fail 
To find a customer prepared to give 
All that I need luxuriously to live. 
The wealthy husband who by me is caught 
Will take and treat his bargain as he ought : 
He'll buy himself a wife, whom men think fair, 
And ‘cause it’s more respectable to pair. 
He'll want me at his table's head to sit, 
And spend on him affectior—not a bit ; 














To make his drawing-rooms gay g: pleces 
For friends tnd women with bright faces: 


zo eee orey Lberapten ge 
ow splendi is well kept wife can go 
Whastres fashiur ebcadi: 


Lapy 8, Have you no heart? 
Miss S. How would that raise my value on the mart?/— 
What I’ve to sell is beauty, youth, and pride ; 
Accomplishments—to dress, to drive and ride. 
Lapy 8, But, gracious powers !—there’s more than that in life |— 
Miss 8. I’ve but to be a fashionable wife. 
Lapy 8, But, Emmeline, I’m really shocked to hear 
You talk so very like a cynic, dear. 
Miss 8, Upon my word, I don’t see why !|— 
I say what others don’t, I’ll not deny— 
And cynical it may be, not to shrink 
From sometimes saying just what one may think ; 
But with one’s self, at least, it seems to me, 
Whatever one is, one should frankly be. 
Lavy 8, But—but, my child—I’m griev’'d—bewildered quite,— 
Miss 8, Because I’ve not turned out a hypocrite ! 
As you have made me, see me as | am— 
Heartless, perhaps, but not a smiling sham. 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Every Chancellor has a right to crow over his own Budget, for 
someone in the farmyard will be sure to cackle against it. So it was 
hardly surprising that the Goschen-China cock gave a triumphant 
“ Cock-a-doodle-do !” over his Easter egg on Monday afternoon, and 
that the cock-a-doodle-don’ts were few and far between. On the 
whole, a satisfactory Budget—for the one note of comfort throughout 
the Chaneellor’s speech was, “it might have been worse.” But the 
Local Government Bill took away Georgie’s plum last year, and now 
the Naval Defence 
little Bill absorbs the 
nest-egg he had saved, 
and leaves a score still 
on the slate. One in- 
teresting point about 
the Budget is that it 
serves as @ drink indi- 
cator; and it is comfort- 
ing to know that the 
revenue has not gone up 
in consequence of more 
spirits going down. 
Coffee wants stirring, 
according to Mr. 
Goschen. Legatees and 
devisees of more than 
£10,000 have to pay one 

r cent. more than 

itherto. FuN wishes 
he may have to pay 
this tax in the coming 
fiscal year. The specific 
gravity of beer is to be 
raised ; hitherto gravity has generally been sunk as beer was lowered. 
Let us hope that the beer retailer won’t recoup himself the one- 
fourteenth of a penny per two gallons by charging an extra 
halfpenny on the working man’s pint. However, for every- 
body’s sake, England, and especially Mr. Goschen, expects that 
every man this year will pay his duty. Altogether, on Monday 
night, the Ministerialists may be said to have been very busy Bs, 
although Balfour was dormant ; for no sooner had they done cheering 
the Budget than they began to cheer Birmingham for returning Bright. 
Mr, Channing brought in his Bill on Tuesday to enable ladies to sit 
on County Councils. When it is passed, FUN hopes Lady Sandhurst 
will be to the fore again. 

Mr. Labouchere made a most righteous onslaught on the folly and 
extravagance of paying £1,500 per annum to the super known as the 
Lord Chancellor's Serjeant-at-Arms, Gus Harris would provide one 
at a fifteenth of the cost. These are the points upon which we must 
always thank heaven we have a Radical party. Mr. Balfour's 
Kollicking Ram was stated to have cost £48 18s. 24d, 

And then the boys scam away for their Haster vacation— 
Unionists and Tories to boast of Brum, and Gladicals to rejoice over 
Rochester and their “cut into Kent.” 











OvuR own chappie, deah boy ! is mashed on the Alhambra and the 
Empire. He says there are no “bally” theatres to compare with 
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Costly Innocence! 
{In March, 1888, Mr. Partridge imposed 
a fine upon a Mr. Guyer, for exposing 
two partridges for sale ten days after the 
commencement of the close season. The 
birds having been im from Russia 
in a frozen condition, Mr. Guyer a 
the decision; and on the 13th 
inst., in the Court of Queen’s Bench, the 
conviction was quashed. The Lord Ohief 
Justice intimated, however, that costs 
could not be given.—Press, 
PARTRIDGES hung no more 
High in the partridge store ; 
Partridge retailers swore 
Fearfully, fearfully ; | 
Partridge was now to them e 
Banned and forbidden game, 
So they bewailed, pro tem., 
Tearfully, tearfully ! 


Partridges, many a score, 
Still hung in Guyer’s store, 
Brought from a nt shore, 
Freezily, freezily ; | 
Partridge consumers called 
Fast on the “gamester ”’ bold, 
Partridges Guyer sold | 
Kasily, easily ! 


Partridge’s heart grew game, 

Partridge’s eyes a-flame, 

When the sad tidings came :-— 
“ Verily, verily, 

Though partridge season’s o’er, 

Still in old Guyer’s store 

Partridges hang, galore, 
Merrily, merrily ! ” 


Partridge was “tough ” that day, 
Partridge soon made the gay 
Partridge retailer pay 
Tearfully, tearfully ; 
Guyer goes groaning to 
Mighty Queen’s Benchers, who 
Partridge’s game undo | 
Cheerfully, cheerfully ! 


Yet, though they’ve made the ill | 
Partridge-conviction nil, 
Mr. Fun wonders still 
Scornfully, scornfully, 
Why, if good Guyer’s NOT 
GUILTY, good Guyer’s got 
Partridge-costs out to trot, } 
Mournfully, mournfully ! ‘ 














THE Favourite Republican Vas 
Institutions with the Fair Sex.— a6 


Liberty Bodies. 





AN ill wind that blows nobody any 
good at Easter.—A North Easter. 











After Easter ! 


So Easter’s over. Well, there’s something in that, I should have 
been over altogether if it hadn’t been. It’s a pleasant festival, is it’ 
Well, my landlady’s son’s nearly got the jaundice from eating hot 
cross buns. His mother said they’d all digest. However, it didn't 
seem like it. The boy was taken ill in the night, and had to be 
mustard dosed and put in a hot bath. The baker's shop happened to 
be near a chemical works. They say some chemical wastes are; good 
for colouring buns. The boy’s been bad ever since, and has come out 
in rhe rash, That will stop his Hastering for a few years to come, 
pernaps. 

Now, some people think Easter should be a regular time for outing. 
Do they? That means, if you go to the seaside you have your food 
cooked in rusty saucepans that have laid by all the winter. And if 
you are idiot enough to drink beer, it is pumped up stale pipes and is 
full of poison. There's no good in going out at all at Easter. There's 
sure to be a stock of East wind about. And if you do get any sun- 
shine it’s safe to be followed up by a fall of sleet. I stopped at home 
all my Easter and sat before the fire. That’s what I call a rational 
way of spending the time. Consequently I've got no cold, and I 
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SOLD AGAIN!—THE GREAT NATIONAL PURSE TRICK. 
IKEY GEORGE PUTS IN £2,798,000, AND POOR JOHN BULL FINDS THAT HE GETS £1,917,000° 


‘ .* 
. . 
Le * 




















H yo] lS we . 
nf gi /Y We 


inn et 


\ 


\ | (il a | y 

V1 SER MIE ACTA ig 
}\\ \\y / f 

Nad) AN Sia ea 


LEsSs THAN NOTHING, 








ee 


G33" TO CORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return. or pay for Contributions. 





ee 


haven't got the lumbago. So I've not had a proper Haster in any way ; 
you think, perhaps, I ought to have gone down to Eastbourne, do you? 
And had a nice climb up Beachy Head, hey? Not me, Jdon’t want 
the House of Correction treadmill at the seaside to please anyone. 
Getting into perspiration and then going back to lunches of waxy 
cold beef. I've not had any Easter, and that’s the reason I’m fairly 
well, DIOGENES TUBBS.. 








Fickle Spring! 
WHEN Spring strews daisies on the grass 
Colin courts Chloe, lass ; 
the sun-kissed lea 


When king-cu 
Yes! happy then must Colin be, 


When chill clouds rain drop from above, 
Then chill, proud Chloe mocks his love, 
Bcoffs at his cold ht on the leas 
And bids him his grease. 

Oh! Spring is fickle! maids are shallow 
That bid their loves to noses tallow ! 
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: EASTER CAMPAIGNING. —OUR SPECIAL’S NOTES. 


Through having had to sit so long 
Beneath Parnell’s “ cool rhetoric,” 
Whose gelid showers pour down strong— 
The latter, to observers critical, 
Appears to suffer from the heat 
That, in regard to things political, 
Plays round his parliament'ry seat ; 
Thus, while the one—audacious pup !— 
A cold has got, 
The other finds his fate served up 
All hot! all hot! 


Extremes Meet. 
in (SEE CARTOON.) 


ft EXTREMES oft meet, 80 people say ; 
; And just to prove the statement true, 
Upon their Easter holiday 
Two well known men are brought to view— 
As Balfour young, and Old Morality, 
Whate’er shortcomings each has shown 
Engrain’d in his own personality, 
Unquestionably are well known; 
And, if I truly prophesy, 
No sane mind deems - 
Them similar, or will deny 


EDISON, the electrical inventor, has been 
That they're extremes, 


injured in his eyes by an explosion. He 
For, though the former's feeling sick. should be careful, the ‘ed is soon blown off. 
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Comfort for Conservatives. 


SOME say the Observer's new editor, Traill, 
Will, in ultra-Gladstonian waters, soon ¢ail ; 
But, Conservatives, let not the rumour appal— 
That fogey sheet will 
E’er stick to you still, 
For the Traill of the Tory is over it all. 


SUNSHINE.—A brand new Sun is about to 
shed its beams upon a benighted world. It 


will be a Radical (paper) change from the 
old Sun we formerly knew, and its proprie- 
tors intend using strenuous efforts to make 
in the world. 


Reckitt 


it “cut a shine” 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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His playful little joke - Prisoners -box. ORL the Championess of the Dials ne 


(1) Two Japs a-fighting furiously were | (3) A prisoner told a bobby he craved | (5) A lot of lads went stealing eggt,to | (7) A clown on stilts before the “ beak ' 
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found, for air, su was brought, 
They were not jolly little Japs all And airily fied ere “Robert” was But anon they by a legal yoke were It wasn't quite the Stilt-on as some 
round, aware, struck. thought. 





(2) Bonlanger has come here awhile to | (4) London's full of natives of the great | (6) With a toy-pistol one made girls | (8) Two My from the Dials, to 
18 afraid fight inclined, 


Stay, U ” | ’ . “ Tilel * 
And “Not to-day, O Baker!” none U-S.-timate them generously, I | ‘Twas filled with scents, but Ae no | Gave vent to“ Dial”-ozue not ‘ve 
will say. | guess. sense displayed. refined. 
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appears y 

asof yore. Mr. Barrett is interest- 
ing and impressive in both parts, 
although the pagan patrician, 


Claudian, has a peculiar habit of 
dressing in clothes of a plebeian 
cut. is is a detail, however, 


condoned by time, and we have 
THB Paiwcuss's, — Interesting perice. a eg es in 
mance: “for the last four weeks of his Byzantine pink tights, instead 
his engagement, Mr. Wilson Barret, Of the flowing robes more usually 
will sppear in The Silver King and the garb of the ancient swell. 
Candtan. The company, headed by Miss 
Eastlake, is almost identical 
with that recently performing the same pieces at the Globe—a very 
capable one. Well, vale and good luck to them when they cross the 
stormy ocean, 


THE AVENUE.—What I like about Lancelot the Lovely, is that it 
is funny ; it is an odd feeling to have, but I do like a burlesque to be 
fanny. This one, unquestionably, is so, and—look here—don’t you 
forget it! To be quite candid (and I’m nothing if not candid), 
although I found myself laughing immoderately several times, I was 
a trifle disappointed with the first act. 1 attribute this to a personal 

culiarity—I had seen bits of this act in rehearsal, and hxd been 
mmensely tickled with them, Now, however good a play may be, 
and however much I may enjoy it, I never can see it a second time 
without longing for death to release me from my sufferings—by 
sweeping the entire cast from the boards and fi ng the whole 
thing. Seeing rehearsals amounts tothe same thing,! suppose. Thus 
I don’t thin I was in my normal condition for judgment; and, 
indeed, when I issued forth at the end of the act, and obtruded my 
om pag my fellows, an unkindly oe was exhibited, and 

ressions, derogatory to my critical a reely indulged, So I 
had to say it was only siq/fies S J r 


THEN, taking myself quietly into a corner and offering myself a 
cigarette, I asked myself the quee- hee 
tion— Why is this thus?” And 
reflection yielded me a reason in 
addition to the one already men- 
tioned. The act was played too 
slowly —a spirit of uncertainty 
reigning over several of the per- 
formers which made one quite 
nervous. And as I reflected, came 
back to me several lines which 
made me “smile again,” including 
several borrowed from the pcet 
laureate, I'd no idea his lordship 
- & comic poet, but he clearly 


— of en ee amounts to this 
—a few nights’ ormance is 
needed to “ile ae Wheels” and 
then “no objection will lie” (and 
any objector will!), The same 
fault was not so conspicuous in— 
t not wholly absent from— 
the act, and was 
new to me. Here my candour ‘ “ 
comes in on the other side (I'm Se oat 7 Es TRAT 
just like a judge summing up!), AnTHUR—SOMETHING. 
and I’m bound to say I've never 
made such a cachinnatory exhibition of myself within the walls of 
a theatre since my days of youthful inexperience and easily excited 
bility, The liberties taken with Stonehenge, Mr. Roberts’ side- 











imitation of a music-hall “professor's” tank performance 

introduced by a character su to have been brought 
comical adornments of the Castle Dolorous 
y on “ Who's that calling?” 
with various “calls” heard “off’—are things of humour that 
memory recalls at intervals till one’s chuckles foster ideas of one’s 


insanity in the breasts of adjacent strangers. 





THE piece has the further advantage of having a real story drama- 
tically consistent and coherent, and as “ the author” has told it in as 
few lines as possible, it would be well if some of the company would 
give those lines with more care—they would find themselves on batter 
terms with their audience, which has an excusable weakness of 
wanting to know “what they're driving at.” Mr. Roberts has 
immense opportunities—he makes much, and will make more, of them. 
Mdlle. Vanoni has a genuine sense of humour, and somehow has a 
sort of taking, good-tempered air which I like; but she is rather 
a strong dose for some people. Mr. E. D. Ward, a sound and tried 
comedian, with the conspicuous merit of knowing how to sing a comic 
song, gives us an “awful example” as Merlin, and Miss Sallie Turner, 
who never touched a part without bringing out side-lights of unsus- 
pected fun, is all your fancy can paint her. Messrs. Marsh ard 
Tapley are singers, sweet above the ordinary, and Mr. John Crook, 
who has done some capital work in the crotchet and quaver line, 
having given them good chances, they score well. Miss Annie Halford 
is “every inch” Guinevere. And Miss Carrie Coote, whose clever and 
graceful dancing should make Phyllis Broughton shake in her dancing- 
pumps (or is it sabots?), and Miss Nellie Woodford (who, by the way, 





THE AVENUE.—IT'S ARTHUR AGIN ARTHUR, AND MAY THE BEST 
ARTHUR WIN. 


I called by a ridiculously incorrect name last week), both do substan- 
tial service to the show. Mr. Capel makes a capital K—I mean Kaye, 
and Messrs..Collini and H. Grattan do all they are called upon todo with 
spirit. Mr. Hicks’ scenery has high artistic, as well as humorous, 
qualities ; and the dresses emanate from the haunt of the experienced 
Alias. The play would be all the better for a ballet. 


Nops AND WINKs.—A play called Doris has been produced at the 
Lyric, but I haven't seen it, but hope to report highly when I do. 
— Niagara, which, Mr. Hollingshead informs us, has attracted 
667,000 visitors for the year ending March 11th, is still attracting 
crowds. A duplicate of the panorama is being erected in Paris in the 
Avenue de Bois de Boulogne.—Mr. Alfred Capper announces a 
morning and evening entertainment at Steinway Hall on Wednesday, 
May Ist. A large number of the principal metropolitan favourites 
will contribute to the programme.—Mr. Toole, happily benefited ia 
health and spirits by a short holiday abroad, has returned to town 
and reopened “the little theatre in King William Street,” appearing 
on Easter Monday in The Don and Ici on parle Frangais, supported by 
his company. A hearty and sympathetic welcome awaited him. 
—The Pav. has an extra strong just now.—I hear that the 
Garrick is the most beautiful tre in London, and that Mr. Hare 


scores a big success with a play said to be one of the best productions 
of modern times.— Messrs. Moore and Burgess also put on an excellent 
new programme for Easter.—7rue Heart will be given to—I mean at 
the Princess's, presently —Mr. Henry Irving and Miss Ellen Terry 
have been to play before the Queen. —The St. James’ will probably 
ment of the original high priest of the 
NESTOR. 


reopen under the 
sacred lamp, Mr, John Hollingshead. Hooray | 
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He was the first stranger that ever set foot m Little Por rfeck uretness and seclusion he did well to en age the private 
Puddleford, and his arrival created some excitement in ae, ext the taproom,ab the "Earth quake Rnd SPadmvehtatte” 

the village. He was a poet and he Sought to commune [t was 2 pity it chanced b be Saturday night though. 
} with the Sweet thing's of nature ana to rest his overwrought (te) 
4 bram. ” an the even mg imSpired by the beauty 
io “$ of the scene he recited some of his 
mast touching verse in a peace jal 
nook at the end of the inn yard 
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\ mae late at church he was 
fied that the puble unkerest im him had not abated- 
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PICTURE I1.—“ Snatched away 


-time : the wholesome influences of home” (according to Mrs, Ormiston Chant). 


PICTURE I.—* 


PICTURE IIL.—“Saved!" Restored by the Factory Acts to the holy influences of parental example. 
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THAT LITTLE AC 
NO WONDER HE FEELS “PEEVISH!” 


! 
POOR OLD WALTER! See Cartoon Verses, p. 194. 
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CONVERSATIONS FOR THE TIMES. 
Some Seasonable Dialogues. 
L—AS TO SPRING FLOWERS. 


DWELLER IN THE FIELDS. The sweet Maytime is nigh; nay, 
even now upon us. How my soul yearns for a sight of the 
flowers that bloom in 
the spring —for the 
fragrance of the new- 
born blossoms of the 
field ! 

UNINSTBUCTED ONE. 
Then art thou happily 
situated; for thou, 
dwelling amid _ the 
works of nature, hast 
but to ope thine own 
back door, and, stepping 
into the adjacent 
meadows, cull the 
unresisting ficweret. 

D, IN THE F, What 
wild raving is this? 
Hast lingered too long 
at the village alehouse ? 
Is my speech not clear? 
Said [ not that 
‘twas the simple, wild 
floweret that I yearned after — the primrose, the cowslip? 

U. O. Yea; that did I right well understand. But where shall ye 
tind these flowerets if not in the meadows! Bloom they not there? 

D.1N THE F, Inthe meadows! What strange fantasy is this! Sawye 
ever a wild flower in a meadow! 

U, O. Well, truly, now ye ask me concerning this thing—why, no. 
I do confess that never have I eeen it with these mortal eyes ; but I 
did speak after a tradition which states most positively that the 
meadow is the birthplace of the cowslip and the primrose. 

D, IN THE F, A most Jame and ill-fourd story! I do dwell ever 
amid the meadows, yet bave I never seen so strange a thing as ye 
speak of—a wild flower amid the grasses, Truly have I oft risen 
betimes, thinking, perchance, to catch so curious a sight ; but this thing 
have I seen—retiring over the hill the form of one in ragged garb— 
of one who had risen even more betimes than I—bearing a huge 
basket, and the | asket was crowned with a broad yellow crown; and 
this one would anon take the early train to London, still bearing 
away the yellow-crowned basket » « « $Tush! Put away 
tuch wild fantasies as this of the blooming of wild flowers in the 
meadow. Come with me, and we will bie us on this sweet spring 
morning to the home and birthplace of the primrose and the cowslip 
—to Covent Garden. « «+ « See, here is the ragged form | 
spoke of, bearing the great yellow-crowned basket. He offers us the 
yellow crown for money, and I buy it eagerly, for I do perceive that 
it consists of primroses and cowslips. Joy! I will basten back to the 
country and the meadows, bearing to those at home this treasure—so 
rare a sight for them ; yet fain would I linger about Covent Garden, 
for here, indecd, is Spring. 

7 - * * . . 
I.L—THE EXCLUSIVE ONE, 

UNINSTRUCTED ONE. Whatiithou—thou that shunreth ever the 
company of man, and 
delightest in solitude, 
dost thou prepare to go 
forth on this bank 
holiday ? 

EXCLUSIVE ONE. 
Even so: I do propose 
to spend a bappy. 
solitary day. 

U. O. How? What 

* spot, beyond the bounds 
>, cf thine own hearth, 
wilt thou find un- 
tenanted by teeming 
crowds — the far-off 
meadows, perchance ? 

E. O, Oat on thee for 
a simpleton! The far- 
off meadows ring with 
the shouts of holiday 
makers and echo to the jests of pleasure-seekers, 

U. O. Then, maybe, in the heart of Londen? 

KE. O. Nay ; there be those who go not forth from town, but spend 
their hours of holiday in its streets. 

















U. O. I am dumbfounded and much perplexed. Tell me what 
solitary haunt thou seekest. ; 

E. O. The railway—even the excursion train. 

U. O. But surely the railway is o’ercrowded with a mass of human 
atoms? Tell me what secluded spot shall ye find there? 

E. O. A third class carriage. 

U. O. Tush! This fellow is clean demented! Why, know ye not 
that of a million souls that do journey by rail on a bank holiday, nine 
hundred thousand take a third class ticket ? 

E. O. I know it well—and when the first class compartments are 
packed too solidly to admit one infant more, then do a certain few of 
these flow over into the compartments of the second class; but in the 
thirds reigneth a spacious silence, and all the hollow emptiness of 
space ere yet created matter filled its seat. There will I sit, musing 
the long day through, uninterrupted by a human presence, save when 
at long, long intervals a paces | or porter, ring in, shall see me 
there, and, turning pale away, with awe-struck voice murmur to other 
porters of a form within a third class carriage, crossing himself, and 
whispering, “’Tis surely one demented—or likelier still—some 
phantom!” and retire. 








WHEN a dear nice little girl says, 7’7/// never get married,” vou 
may book it as tolerably certain that she can say the marriage service 
through backwards, knows the market price of wedding rings in 
Kamschatka, already has a morbid aversion to latch-keys, and is ad- 
vising all her male friends to go in for a heavy life assurance as you 
never know what may happen. 
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THE RETORT PROFESSIONAL. 


P. C. XX X.—“ Now then, young short-weight! Where are youa 
comin’ to?” 

Baker's Boy.—“ Now then, old crummy quartern, keep your hair on. 
There's too much yeast in you, there is; an’ if you excites yourself, 
you'll run over the pan and spile the batch!” 

(P. C. XXN is left apeech'ess. 
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A May-Day Mixture. 
(With profound apologies to our good oid Laureate.) 
IF you're shaky, dull and surly, wake up now and be of 


cheer, 
For to-day (they say) is the merriest day of all the early 


year ; ‘ ‘ 

For note, I pray, ‘tis the First of May, and hence this 
obliging lay 

Touching things to be seen in May, brothers—the sights to 
be seen in May. 

The —— refreshed by the showers, now bob up in sweeter 

ues, 

And the grass grows greener than ever, displaying its 
diamond-dews ; 

Also please to remember that the high and mighty 
R.A. 

Is deemed all serene i’ the May, brothers—a thing to be 
seen i’ the May. 

And the birds now hold better concerts among the fast 
length’ning leaves, 

And the Sun pays more regular visits, and not quite so often 
deceives ; 

Moreover, the cheerful “chummies” now frolic ‘mid rude 
horse-play ; 

Yes, Jack-in-the-green comes in May, brothers—good old 
Jack-in-the-green o’ the May. 

Blithe are the “ bookies’” bosoms, for May brings many a 
race, 

And the Maidens of Mayfair frolic as the season grows 
apace ; 

And at Exeter Hall merry meetings are held many times 
per day, 

And we may see our Queen i’ the May, brothers—we may 
see our Queen in May. 


Verb. Sap. 


PROVERBS, maxims, wise saws, and other forms of 
crystallized wisdom no doubt lay down excellent rules for 
our daily life, but try to follow these rules without the 
guiding light of common sense and see where you'll get 
to. What more glorious maxim for every day application 
than the good old “give and take”? but when an accom- 
plished footpad “gives” you one in the eye, “ takes” your 


























JOKE. 
Sorry to hear that, Um!—spileptic?”’ 


A “FIT 


_» Thursby.— Wife subject to fits, eh? 
Wigton.—“ No ; worse than that,” 
Thursby.— Dear me! Seen a doctor!” 

Wigton.— Doctor's no good—she's incurable, Had half a dozen last night. 


As fast as she went out of one she went into another.” 





watch and purse and then “takes” to his heels, you begin 
to lose faith in the time-honoured wheeze and to shout 


out for the police. 














Thureby.—“ Always thought she was so strong. Howdo you account forit?” 
Wigton.—" Well, she had the dressmaker with her, ‘trying on’ for a couple 


of houra—that’s how.” 


| Kweunt severally, 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EDITOR oF “FouN,” 


S1B,—Conjurers (who make “the pass”) have always got a magic 
glass, by means of which (or so they state) the future they vaticinate ; 
and, as it is a paying game, I thought I might indulge the same pro- 


| 


’ 








pensity to put on side, which is in conjurers espied; and so I've 
got, to give me tone, a magic glass, Sir, of my own from which the 
lutureJ reveal (two lumps, miss, please, and lemon peel). Assisted by 


that glass I can vaticinate with any man, and when there’s betting to be 
done, I’ll bet against the field, bar one. I say “bar one,” you'll 
notice, but it’s not the lady ia the cut to whom I lightly thus allude. 
Not so—that would be very rude! No, by “ bar one,” I mean, of 
course, that I intend to bar one horse—and that’s the winner, if 
you please. It's by some glasses such as these I get the entries well 
in grip to give you this 
Two THOUSAND TIP, 
You may fancy, if you can, 
The intrepid Dono-van— 
And there isn’t many ‘osses as is leary-er, 
But Melanion, I feel, 
Will be equal to a deal, 
And (it’s probable) to all the lot superior. 


I think it would be queer 
For to follow Pioneer, 
For, over it, I do not think you'd git a bob. 
And a party who'd take Gold 
Will eventual be sold, 
And wish he'd bet his bottom bit on Chitabob. 


And that, I think, you'll find all right, and give you all extreme 
delight—that is if you will follow it in planking down your little 
bit. Next week expect to hear from me about the Kempton Jubilee, 


meantime I'm off to catch my 'bus.—Yours alwaysly, 
TROPHONIUS. 


ee 


You may talk about your Beethoven's sonatas, your Bach's fugues, 
your themes of Wagner, your melodies of Mendelssohn, but to tickle 
the tympanum of the creditor, there is a “composition” far sweeter 
than any of them, and that is—why, twenty shillings in the pound, 


of course, 
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THAT FETCHED IT. 


Pallet, A.R. (to Polly Poser, the popular model ).—*“1 want you 
to call up a look of expectancy; of longing for something that you 
feel you will never grasp!” 

Polly (promptly ).—*“ All right, Mister P., I'll think of that thirty 
bob as you owes me for that last half-dozen o’ settin’s, That'll do the 
trick, if anything will!” 


MR, FUN INTERVIEWS GENERAL BOULANGER. 


WE bad just finished breakfast when there was a tap at the door 
and a voice, “M. Fun, voulez-vous voir le Boulanger?” 

We recognized our own Inteliigent Foreigner, and answered, “ Will 
we see the baker! No, not to-day; but come io, most Intelligent, 
there is your arm-chair ; there are the /aranagas———" 

The plump one asked again, in surprise, ‘‘ What, you the personifi- 
cation of British hospitality !—you will not see le brav’ général?” 
We were 80 overcome, that it was some seconds before we extended the 
courtesies of our sanctum to the mysterious foreigner who was in- 
troduced by the Intelligent One. 

Of course, our first inquiry was “ How do you like London?” but 
the wily one evaded this by the interrogatory, “ Pardon, but I desire 
to know how does London like me. Am I welcome?”’ 

It was only in a moment of abstraction that we answered, “ Ferry,’’ 
but we hastened to clear the cloud from the general’s brow by assur- 
ing him that audacity was always sure of a good reception in the isle 
of John Bull. Pressed as to the objects of his visit, he said one of 
them was to afford Englishmen an opportunity of seeing a French 
exhibition without crossing the ye 

We discoursed generally :—of racing, carefully avoiding to mention 
a win “by a neck”; of our popular preachers, refraining strictly 
from asking what Floquet—we mean flock—he belonged to ; the only 
time we remember putting our foot into it was when we asked our 
visitor if he had ever heard the adorable Nellie Farren sing “ Chucked 
Again!” 

The General complained that he was besieged by the photographers 
and the press, and asked our advice as to the best course to pursue 
with regard to them. We promptly answered, “ Let the results of 
interviews with both classes be negative, and avoid all reference to 
Cabinet affairs, unless you desire to find yourself in the carte.” 

“T desire,” eaid the General, “to see all shades of English life” 
(as the shadiest spot in London we recommended the Law Courts) ; 
“the respectable classes” (“‘ Visit the lower ones,” we interpolated) ; 
“the disreputable" (“tell cabby to drive to Belgravia”) ; “ The sad” 
(“see some of our comedies"); “the cheerful” (“ have a look ata 
tragedy or two"); ‘the most exclusive cliques” (“join a Bohemian 
club"); “and the most rampant rowdyism"’ (as M.P., we signed him 

an order for the Strangers’ Gallery of the House of Commons). 

“T am placed in a difficult position,’ he added, and we assented. 
“Can you give me any safe line of conduct to observe in order to 
prevent embroiling myself, my country, or your own?” 

We were too modest to mention the only way possible—but our 
Intelligent Foreigner spoke for us, and relieved his compatriot from 
further anxiety. 

“Read Fun—the tales he adorns—the morals he points. That 
done, you may not do yourself or anybody else much good, but 
certain it is you will do nobody any harm,” 








THH OCOLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
No. 17.—ON THE FIRST-NIGHT FRENZY. 


SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, the Philosopher, ASSIUS, a fanatical 
First-Nighter, meeting. 

Assivus. Out, alas! Woe’s me, unfortunate! What shall I do for 
a stall? For the merry playhouse opens to-night with a piece vastly 
well writ by a double gentleman o’ the pen, and that, rise as early as 
I would this morn, ‘twas to find that other idiots had been before me, 
Not a stall is to be had for love, or money which is the dearer com- 
modity. Therefore I cry alack! and with good reason. 

STRABISMUS, Can you not sit in upper circle, pit, or gallery with 
your betters ? 

Ass. You are pleased to be merry, but ’tis sorry pleasure to bemean 
myself. A Peri am I shut out of Paradise. For every man may have 
his tastes, and for my part I love to see a new-born play come into 
the world. 

STR. Tis a strange passion and one unaccountable, I would know 
of you what — joy lies in its gratification ? 

Ass. Why, in the beginning you have to beg, to scrape, and sue for 
a seat—acting managers being on these occasions chary of their 
favours, And if you cannot obtain one for nothing, you must needs 
bleed at the pocket end, and this, to your true paper chaser, is ex- 
quisite agony. Again, you have the privilege of sneering or applaud- 
ing in the best of company, and the chances are one in a thousand 
that you sit next to a leading critic. I have had one sleep on my left 
shoulder and snore heartily through four acts of a brand-new play, if 
you will believe me. 

STRA. I will, and that heartily. 

Ass. Then if the theatre be a new one, it may be your luck to sit 
in a cold draught, or tear your unmention’ems upon a tack, or be be- 
smeared with paint even. 

StrA, And such mishaps are counted joys by the true first-nighter? 

Ass, In that he may write to the papers next day complaining of 
the carelessness of the management, and enclosing his ignoble name 
and plebeian address strictly for publication. Should a chair chance 
to be set in a gangway for accommodation of one who else would have 
to wander like Noah's dove with no rest for his lower surfaces—this 
affords extreme joy and gratification to the first-nighter. 

SRA. Then, if the actors be raw in their parts, the scenery rebel- 
lious, and the orchestra out of tune—— 

Ass. The rapture of the first-nighter is increased a thousand-fold. 
Odds catastrophes and misaiventures! Odds vessels stationary on 
roaring seas! Odds moons that are wobblous and smiling landscapes 
that split i’ the middle! Odds skies that are hitched over chimney- 
tops, and pillars of solid masonry that shake at the touch of the 
heroine's finger! Odds scenes that c»me down in the wrong places! 
Odds curtains that go not up at all! Odds eyebrows that ungum, 
and noses that abandon partnership with faces they never grew on! 
Odds voices that vanish and legs that come on i’ the wrong places. 
Odds—— 

StRA. I see you are incurable. The frenzy hath bitten you, and 
deeply. So long, witty Assius! So long! 


——— =< 


THAT nigger trouble isn't perhaps a bitter pill for the Iron 
Chancellor, But at any rate it’s rather a black draught. 


—_ 
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MUSICAL NOTES.—NO. 3. 
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A Goop ScORE. 
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DOTS BY THH WAY. 





THE FITFUL SPRING, 


Now wintry clouds have fled away, 
Sweet flowers peep above the 
ground ; 
We see oft now the sunny day, 
And green leaves bursting all 
around, 


Once more we greet the budding 
Spring, 
Soft handed with a smiling face ; 
And in our heart we gladly sing, 
A welcome with a joyous grace, 





Her glances come so pure and sweet, 
So bright and all alluring, 

We joy those gentle beams to greet, 
And wish they were enduring. 


But ah! how fleeting is the joy, 
For while we greet the sunny 
ray, 
Dark clouds and bitter blasts annoy, 
And snow flakes blur the glad 
bright day. 


Thou art a fickle maiden Spring ! 
You frown behind a sunny smile, 
And while with dulcet notes you 
sing, 
A storm is lurking all the while. 





And yet thy coming calls for mirth 
[a the sweet promises we see 

Ot new life gushing from the earth, 
While all the air is melody. 


Then, hail to thee, young, laughing 
Spring ! 
Thy hands now hold a scented 


posy, 
The joy bells shall thy advent ring, 
Thou blushing maid 80 sweet and 
rosy. 








“THAT Boulanger will come to 
the guillotine, you see if he don’t,” 
said Jones to his eldest olive 
branch, “ Well, I don’t quite see 
how he can do that, pa, dear,” 
answered Hopeful, ‘ considering 
he’s off his head already.” 








“UNION is strength,” as the 


pauper, who was too weak to stand, 
said, when taken to the workhouse. USED UP; OR, THE EXHAUSTED JACK-IN-THE-GREEN. 





TIS MAYDAY. | poor having days out in the country. A little scant living and plenty 
THaT lunatic J ae Se i allel Sil net dentiinn sh || of brimstone and treacle, with just a smart caning thrown in now 
May-day As if Pabeswin ook par seats about May day than iaahies = a Bey nay ope nee d ot we ee eee ee 
-day. “Gs »e in life a great deal better. 
day or any other day. Bosh! I say. Girls used todance for garlands | oe "the aa a wild f pce too, when you have gathered 
in Eastcheap, did they? Well, I’m precious glad there's plenty of them? They only fade away and look like bite of dirty rag. If the 
police and traffic to stop them nowadays. And girls went a-Maying or children’s systems are wrong, instead of sending them to gather 
at Westminster, did they? As if I cared whether they did or whether Tay y sen aise ‘em some good doses of camomile flowers. There 
they didn’t, It’s all one and the same thing to me. Jones said his would ba some sense in that, anyway. Bah! D10GENes TUBBS, 


father told him how years ago he remembered there were May hedges 


in Gray’s Inn Road. Well, the cartridge factory and the — 
suit me quite as well. And there’s a lot of starvation in the back | Bobadils and Bantams. 


slumsof Gray's Inn Road, is there? All the better. “Tue Birmingham Bobadils” is how the Globe 











Well, I remember when there used to be plentyof Mayandall that | Refers to Chamberlain and Lord R. C.; 
about Hornsey, and even in the Seven Sisters’ Road. And boys used But though their (Boba)dil-igence some may prove, 
to go there and pull the branches off the hedges to get the blossom, Not (Boba)-dilighted can that couple be. 
and get whacked, too, by the farmers, I always enjoyed seeing ‘em go “The Birmingham Bantams” is the Pall Mall's phrase 
snivelling away, the little wretches. And they had actually the im- In speaking of the subject so sublime. 
pudence to send to me from the church near here to know if I'll Meanwhile, twere better far, in numerous ways, 
subscribe to a country treat for poor children. Not me. I'll not give For these “ Bantams” now to cease their “ Bantam "-mime, 
: mg ps to the little beggars, se if I = > a —, out 

ope it’ll rain. Or perhaps, if it don’t rain, they’ egs we 

or with the nettles thee they’re gining. their cule sali A WELL-CHOSEN SENTENCE.—When you are fined forty shillings 
flowers, A parcel of nonsense all this is about the children of the or a month—choosing the fine. 














Bae” TO CORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, In no case will they be returned unleus 
accempanted by a stamped and directed envelope, 
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MODEST LITTLE TOMPKINS TRYING TO MUSTER UP COURAGE TO CLAIM HIS PARTNER FOR HIS DANCE, 
(FUN quite sympathiz-s with him under the circumstances. 


That Little Account. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


Ou, who may not tell, through experience 
past, 
How great a revulsion’s effected, 
When a wonderful game of brag is at last 
Exploded by being detected? 
And who doesn't know the sense of dismay— 
Or of anger-cum-sorrow, perhaps | should 
say— 
Which arises when somebody asks you to pay 
A claim which you hadn't expected? 


I cannot he)p thinking the man of the 7imes, 
When once he had fairly begun it 
(“It” refers to his game about Parnellite 
Crimes), 
Imagined he'd virtually won it; 
And there isn’t much doubt—whatsoever his 
aim 
Or his anticipations in starting the same— 


Gold Modal Awarded, Health Exhibition, Landen. 


Benger: 





He ne’er dreamed he'd be forced to succumb 
to a claim, 
Else heturely would never have done it, 


Poor Walter must truly have felt precious ill, 
And his heart must have tended to thump 


up, 
When Parnell presented his very long bill— 
That would e’en cause a Croesus to jump up; 
And I'm certain he pull'd an extremely long 
face 
As he glean'd the results of his libellous case ; 
But after so rapidly going the pace, 
He, of course, must make ready to stump 
up! 


INQUIBER is informed that the function at 
the Albert Hall, June 2ith, which will be 
opened by tte Princess of Wales, is the 
Thimble League, not, as erroneously stated by 
him, “ Tae Thimble Rig.” 


Cadbury’s 


ur INFANTS, ABSOLUTELY * 
et 000 Ee Cocoa 
BENGER’S FOOD le Solid in Tine at 1. 64, SOLUBLE. 


2s. 6d., and 58., by Chemists, &c., Everywhere, 
or Free by Parcels Post, from 
MOTTERSGHEBAD &CO., 


(S. Paine & F.6. Bences,) 7 Exonanar Svmext, MARoNesTER 





BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 





A “Good Form”-ula. 


[Another guide book as to behaviour in Society, 
entitled “Good Form,” has just been issued. In a 
later edition it may haply contain something like 
the rules below.] 

IF you're sweet on “ Society’ manners 

(Which are not, by the way, all quite sweet), 
Your temper must not be like Tanner's, 

And don't jump on your fellow guests’ feet ; 
At your hostess you mustn't throw dishes, 

If the food be too cold or too warm, 

Nor hurl at the ch«f “ poohs”” and “ pishes ”— 
It isn’t “‘Gocd Form!” 


You mustn't throw “ flip-flaps” on coming, 

Nor stand on your head as you go, 
Ncr orate while some lady is strumming 

(In some places they manage it, though) ; 
You mustn’t throw coals at the £évres, 

(Or, like Peggotty, hosts may cry ‘‘Gorm!’’) 
But at Gladstone you may be a raver, 

That's reckoned “ Good Form !”’ 
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Write as smoothly as al ad pencil. and neither scratch 
nor spurt, the points being rousded by a new process. 


| Ask your Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Samp'e 
Box, or send 7 stamps to C. BranoavurEr and Co.'s 
| Pen Works, BimmMinGHAM; or to their Wholesa'e 


Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street, London, E.C. 
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The hairs from Elephants 
Tails become oF Creal value 


4 * 
. } 








pores 


Frenchman 
fo German 
—'/ Hhink we 


beat you The Opening of the picfure- shows. 


Doting husband —My dear, you look quite ill. 
Fond wife— So would you, if you had ‘done hal 
a doyen galleries in one day. 
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: ‘Ve en ‘ 
A general “beaf up in Oklahoma. J (+A The May 


he great Ohampagne-cask praise (5) Barmaids and 


(1) Society's rashes upon elephants’ | (3) T 
haira Parisians must ; their lot ; 
Must not be deemed irr-elephant | Its liquor’s not sham-painful, we Their strike doth savour 
affairs. all must trust. “ counter ”-plot. 


(4) “Doing” pictare-shows has made 
this wife feel shady— 
Can it be that “faint Art did not 
win fair lady?” 


the begging game— 
It almost makes one 


“ Pi(y)e for shame!” 


(2) A Cognac, who was smitten, carried 
0 j 


A “ Romany chal” (that's gipsyese 
for “toff "), ‘ — 
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ail 


barmen now bewail 


| (6) A five-year child was charged with 


murmur, | 
1 






vi of is 
s and barmen hold a 
meeling. 
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meefings’ 
(7) In so Redskins fight with 
z6at— 
A toma-hawkwagd business at the 
best. 
(8) The “ May-Meeting * teason's on, as 
you re aware— 


Bach meeting must the Exeter 
Hall-wark bear. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE GATETY.—Of all the plays 
that blow—I mean blossom and 
bloom, of course—Faust up to 
Date, if it is to be Faust up to 
title, needs most attention, one 
would think, from the reviser. 
Yet, real fun being for all time, I 
was not much surprised to find that 
after a run of six months, the 
alterations deemed neceseary to 
give a freshness to the show for the 
Easter holidays are of the fewest. 
A new song here and there, a 
topical allusion or two, a new 
march and a new terpsichorean 
quartette by the “ fascinating 
Gaiety four,” whose fame has 
spread on the wings of an equal 
number of winds, practically 
exhaust the list. I should think 
there has been a general touch- 
ing up of the dresses; but they 

THB GAIETY.—A BIT OF LONNEN were just as bright when I saw 

LIVE, them last October. Mr. Lonnen'’s 

new sentimental ditty, “’Ave 

suthink alonger me,” is a touching picture of real life, and the poetry 
of motion, bound deliciously in pink and brown, of which Misses 

Lillian Price, Florence Levey, Eva Greville, and, I think, Mande 

Wilmot are the authors, is the kind of poetry | can stand many 

volumes of. One would never hint of putting these ladies on the 

shelf, though ! 








THE piece is otherwise pretty much what it was—the last act 
wisely compressed into one scene, though—and with puns and 
Lonnen and Stone, and smart lines and smart ladies, pretty and 
comical songs, Misses St. John and Cameron, dances, dresses, and 
delight, that snappy little Martha—the playful little kitten !—the 
acenery, and everything, this clever mixture of all that is best in comic 
opera and burlesque, is still Fanet in the field, and likely to remain 
there. 

THE VAUDEVILLE (morning).—Although Faddimir, or (goodness 
knows why!) The Triumph of Orthodoxy, is hopeless in its lack of 
stage knowledge and construction, there is about ten times as much 
Sumour and cleverness in the dialogue, and about a hundred and 
fifty times as much neatness of versification and point in the songs 
as is to be found in a day's march through the ordinary walks of 
opera bouffe, Iam aware that this is not extravagant praise, It is 
not intended to be so. I merely offer it as mild, but deserved, 
encouragement to a beginner, who, I think, may be honestly incited 
to “try again” (preferably in collaboration with some stage- 
wise assistant) in spite of the 
obviousness of his source of in- a ae 
tpiration. The music has been Ret 4 
excellently arranged and an- ) f 
nexed., 7 i 

Miss LILY LINFIELD, under 
whose direction the piece was 
played for five afternoons, is a 
willowy lady, of attractive ap- 
pearance and some dancing 
ability, and the cast generally 
was rather good. Mr. Herbert 
Sims Reeves, the sotto voce tenor, 
is quite inadequate, of course ; 
and Miss Florence Perry, though 
as pleasing a singer as one could 
wish, when she is in tune, is too 
often out of it to render that 
much of an advantage. Mr. 
Wilfred E. Shine distinguished ‘ 
himself by a spirited perform- ba 
ance of an het priest, otk Giles 4 Tits, tes 
singing a clever “dynamite ag heed. a ae 
sean” with capital effect. Miss arin. pe a a oo oe 
Ada Dor’s and Mr. George 
Temple were of vocal value (though I don't quite know why the 
latter made up like the President of the Royal Academy), and 





Messrs. Eric Thorne and Joseph Wilson merit a good word. A 


que of the dancing quartette in Fuwet up to Date was very 
av, 





Pakk TowN HALL, BATTERSEA.—Penetrating into this remote 
district of the interior, in the sacred cause of charity, the Misses 
Elizabeth and Mary Bessle gave a very creditable performance on the 
29th ult. of scenes from the late W. Shakespeare's farcical comedy, 
Twelfth Night. The scenes in question have, presumably, been ar- 
ranged to supply the wants engendered by the prevalent taste for 
outdoor performances, and have been transposed and manipulated 80 
as to permit of the entire action taking’place in the Countess’s garden. 
Some trifling and inevitable incongruities apart, the result is a very 
fair setting forth of the Bard's story (with the comedy element brought 
into prominence), though I think the first scene with Viola and the 
Captain might have been retained—the audience would get a better 
“ basis” to start on; one or two people have never read Shakespeare, 
you know. I omitted to ascertain the name of the condenser (rather 
a chemical expression), but I presume it to be Miss Elizabeth Bessle, 
who is already known in similar fields ; and a farce adapted by whom 
will be one of the features of the Vollaire Benefit. This lady played 
the part of Viola with something more than intelligence, and spoke 
two of my pet speeches so that they continue so, while “ Miss 
Mary” entered with excellent spirit and abandonment into the 
evidently congenial part of the mischievous Maria, The roystering 
trio, Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and the Fool, were very well rendered, 
and Mr. Herberte Basing made an “experienced” Malvolio. Miss 
Ellen Rutland spoke her lines with a very pretty judgment and 
gentleness. 


TERRY'S (morning).—Mr. James 
Mortimer's three-act farcical comedy, 
Oh, These Widows! played as it 
was on Wednesday morning, suc- 
ceeded in amusing us mightily. I 
should think when the pruning 
knife and the patent condenser 
already referred to have been ap- 
plied a bit, that it will be found 
intrinsically fanny, too, The “cur- 
tains” want touching up, I fancy, 
but they might do, with closer 
acting and action. The appearanc3 
of Miss Larkin, as a gushing and 
girlish middle-aged lady of affec- 
tionate inclinations towards the 
male sex, inimitable as the render- 
ing is, is growing a trifle mono- (4, 
tonous, maybe, but one can forgive ~~ 
ye good deal for such a bit PARK TOWN HALL, BATTERSEA.— 
of genuine humour and clever- “‘pan GOausk oF OHARITY — A 
ness a3 her “recitation,” for in- VIOLA-NTARY CONTRIBUTION. 
stance. The remainder of the 
cast, with Mr. Eric Lewis at the head, were all friends who have been 
tried often, and seldom found wanting. Except, perhaps, Miss Maude 
Albert, whom I do not remember to have seen before—though I don’t 
mind how often I eee her again. She is pretty, acts nicely and unaf- 
fectedly, and onghtn't to allow herself to sing until somebody teaches 
her ‘style’ and steadiness. I haven't a superlative by me of suf- 
ficient magnitude to express my admiration of Miss Lydia Cowell’s 
“slavey,’—but perhaps she will accept my feebly conveyed opinion 
that she has caught the tone of the class, in its slattern and neat 
phrases alike, to a degree which I feel justified in describing as per- 
fect. There! The comedy was preceded by yet another trans)ation 
of La Joie fait Peur (by the same author), ia which Mr. John Maclean 
and Miss Amy McNeil displayed their good qualities ; and Mr. Laur- 
ence Cautley conveyed to us, practically, some curious information 
with regard to the nether equipment of an officer in the French Army. 





THE (COMEDY —The elements of Mr. H. M. Paull’s farcical comedy, 
Tenterhooks, very successfully produced here on Wednesday evening, 
have a freshness which is extremely welcome and exhilarating. We 
find ourselves for one happy while led from the fields of matrimonial 
peccadillo almost, if not quite, into the regions of high comedy, where 
things are reasonably probable if ludicrously comical. There is 
literary ease in the dialogue without any racrifice either of nature or 
humour, and much whimsicality of invention and shrewd observation. 
Such a character as Beatrice Dubois, a delightful mixture of gentleness 
and ready wit, of wordly wisdom and affectionate tenderness—it is a 
real gratification to come across. Miss Lottie Venne plays it celi- 
ciously. There is a scene between her and Mr. C. H. Hawtrey (in 
the character of Jasper Quale) most comically conceived, in which 
they make a compact to appear, to the world, engaged—for reasons. 
The acting of both in this scene is one of the completest things I have 
ever seen. The delicate but excruciating humour of it is indecribable. 
It is the very highest and happiest art, All through these two are 
very happy, but this is an effective scene in which they score 
heavily, NESTOR. 
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THE MAGISTRATE’S DREAM. 
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A miserably attired y 
[ y attired old woman was charged before Mr. Partridge with obtaining poor-law relief by fraud. She had been in custody fora fortnight. She bai 
. ene phau 


remained in Fulham Road Workhouse, although 


she had i T . 
to her credit a sum of £20 in the Savings Bank. She was the widow of a soldier, and was keeping the money 


that she might not havea , a ; 
g a pauper’s funeral. Mr. Partridge said she had committed a most abominable fraud on the ratepayers, and sentenced her to a month, wit! 
’ . ,» With as 


much hard labour as she could do.] 
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‘ When he dozed, aud he dreamed that he had committed a crime—a crime even more dastardly than that of the oli woman. He had forged a cheque, or become a 
raudulent bankrupt, or something of that kind. And he dreamed that the judges put their heads together and whispered, “ He was a very wire magistrate, 


sentences were unimpeachable. We must found ours upon bis own scale of punishments: 


hardto X. Then they multiplied the second and 


And the next thing that Our Own Magistrate kne 
and guillotine, and gibbet, to be followed by 


His 
therefore, as being a pauper with £20 is to forgery, eo is one month with 


third terms together, and divided by the first 
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w was that he found himself in a torture chamber, with a long course of rack, and thumbecrew, and cat, and stake, 
penal servitude for life, with hard labour, and solitary confinement in the dark, and the cat three times a day. 
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THE ROYAL ACADEMY NIGHTMARE. 
DREAM No. 1. 
THOUSANDS SLAUGHTERED IN COLD BLOOD! HUNDREDS HUNG BY THE NECK! HORRIBLE CRUELTY 
OF THE HANGERS! HERE ARE SOME OF THE SURVIVORS! 
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‘THE BOULANGER GALOP. 


Le brav’ Général,—“ VOULEZ-VOUS DANSER, MADEMOISELLE?” 
Britannia,—"NO, THANKS, MOSSOO. I DON'T KNOW THE STEP, AND YOU GO A LITILE TOO FAST FOR ME!” 


See Cartoon Verses, p. 200, 
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A WISE PRECAUTION. 


{An order bas been issued from the War Office, strictly forbidding the practice c{ 


testing, in any way, the weapons in charge of troops, except in pursuance of orders 
tran Gendeunctaon’ Should a commanding officer entertain doubts as to the arms 
of his men, ¢/ considered advisable, an € will be ordered.) 


Diary of Major-General U. Sliss, War Office magnate. 


Just been asked to look at specimen of new consignment of 
bayonets for the troops. Felt rather nervous on entering the room, 
oe ee that un 
respiration, or vibration of 
detrimental to well-being ; 
if not absolute cohesion of 
8 + * 
ntered on tip-toe; bu 
being short of wind, under- 
oa tye anxiety as to 
tafety of specimen. 

Oheiabee darkened, for 
fear undue intensity of 
light might prove danger- 
ous to cohesion of specimen. 
Man who brought specimen 
placed finger on mouth, to 
suggest silence; it being 


feared that vibration of 
human voice might prove detrimental fo well-being of specimen. 


o . * . a * 

Had a brilliaut idea; suggested that each bayonet should be 
provided with its own particular hermetically sealed glass case, thus 
obviating possibility of danger to cohesion of weapon. Idea adopted, 
but with modification that—on tcore of expense—only one glass case 
should be provided ; one bayonet being forwarded at a time, encloeed 
in case, to headquarters of regiment, and being then transferred to 
large common hermetical case, to conta{n all the bayonets of regiment. 
Difficulty occurred here, owing to great risk of serving out weapons to 
soldiers with. ut glass case apiece. Finally, arranged to supply one 
dozen glass cases, thus enabling one dozen bayonets to be served out 
to troopsatatime. Excellent notion ; and general mutual congratula- 
tions among dignitaries of War Office. 

* - ~ ” * . 

_ Supesintended shipment of bayonets in glass cases—most anxious 
time, One bayonet disintegrated, owing to small hole in sealing of 
glaes case disturbing equilibrium of atmosphere witbin case. Defunct 
bayonet bastily withdrawn, and small silver distributed among porters, 
to insure silence on point. Gave strictest instructions to captain of 
ship to prevent rolling and pitching on account of wespons. 

* * * 2 . a 

Much relieved to hear that bayonets have arrived safely at head- 
quarters of troops. Hooray! Colonel of ment now responsible 
tor safety of weapons; anxiety quite off shoulders of War Office, 
Sent strict instructions that bayonets should not be employed on 
butter or any other material calculated to put steel to severe strain ; 
and on no account ference to be taken out of hermetical cases, 
All further responsi after this on shoulders of colonel of 

regiment, or individual privates. Note.—Perhaps safer to come down 

oe privates, as less able to make fues and cause inquiry into quality 

of weapons. Yes, make rule always to put responsibility upon 

privates. War Office pretty safe then. 
* 


- *. 7 
Diary of Private 7. Atkins. 


Just been called in to see Colonel. Colonel seemed precious 
“ert a - : nervous; never seen him 

° in such a state before. 
Pointed to glass case and 
said new bayonets had 
come; and I was to take 
mine, as I was going on 
sentry. Begged me, with 
tears in his eyes, to take 
greatest care of it, as 
he didn't know what the 
conseq uences t be if 
it came to Asked 
Colonel how I was to get 
it out of case. Colonel 
= started violently, and nearly 
we, fainted; but just had 








strength enough to say, “ Bayonet musn’t be taken out of case on any 
account, or would instantly evap—evapper—” didn’t quite catch the 
word, Took large lump of cotton-wool to wrap glass case in, and 


me out carefully on + ey Hard job to avoid breathing while 
- ng weapon ; but Colonel begged me hard to do so, if possible, 











Came out on sentry. Sergeant anxiously instructed me to attend 


nothing but new bayonet while on sentry. Placed glass cass 
ully on top of lump of cotton-wool, to prevent vibration of boots 
damaging it. « * * * . 
ust had a dreadful shock ; had just to further end of beat 
turned round, when t sight of strange dog sniffing at glass 
Dreadful fix what to Didn't dare to shout at dog for fear 
noise might jar glass case. Sudden cers ae ome to be eating bone 
and caught dog’seye. Fearful moment, while dog undecided whether 
to come for bone or turn over glass case. Another sudden idea— 
mewed like a cat; but left off as found this very risky, because dog 
was getting excited, and might knock glass case with tail. Another 
idea—scratched on side of sentry-box to imitate rat gnawing. Success 
this time ; dog lured away from glass case and came creeping towards 
noise. Killed dog with sudden blow of butt-end; then felt very 
nervous about effect of vibration on bayonet. Bayonet all right. 
*« «  «# Dronken man walking into powder magazine with pipe ; 
but dare not take any notice, because of strict orders to attend to 
nothing but new bayonet. Hope, by keeping quiet, to see drunken 
man quietly go away—but no ; he enters powder magazine with pipe 
inmouth Try to attract attention of guard by low whistle—shouting 
might do dooce knows what damage to bayonet. Drunken man just 
come out of magazine to strike lucifer on door-post ; now he’s gone in 
again. Very anxious time ; sound of striking matches and swearing 
inside magazine = # * * - + 

Well, Z seem to be all right, though I have been chucked fifty yards 
or so. Powder magazine a complete wreck, and sentry-box not to be 
seen. Horror!..How about that new bayonet? Creep up, with 
bated breath, to see. Glass case shattered to a thousand fragments, 
and contents not to be found. J can't help it; strictly obeyed orders 
to attend to nothing but new weapon. * * * * 

They have arrested me! Special orders telegraphed from War 
Office that I am to be shot at once, and the affair kept quiet « «+ 
Farther telegram that Iam to be bribed to go at once to South Sea 
Islands. No time to think—off by next steamer. Farewell! Am to 
be shot instantly if I return to Europe. 


ae 








The Boulanger Galop. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


“ Voulez-vous danser, mademoiselle ?” 
Quite on the mash, says he ; 

“TI zink zat you air sooch a sharming gell, 
And teut-a_fait douce vill be,” 


‘Thank you, my refugee-friend from France,” 
Just a bit coy, says she ; 

“ But [ fear that the step you’re accustomed to darce 
Is wholly unknown to me,” 


“ Ne dansez-vous jamais, mademoiselle ?” 
Impressively then, says he ; 

‘* Mais non, you valse often, as any can tell, 
And vy not vit a refugee?” 


“True, I've had partners before from Fratce,” 
Thus in reply, says she ; 

“To be frank with you, though, the way that you prance 
Is a little to fast and free.” 


“ Que j'en suis bien fiché, mademoiselle /” 
Down in the mouth, says he ; 

“ J’ai espéré que you vould lof me qvite vell, 
And zat ve two vould not disagree.” 


“ Nay, mon brav’ Général, late from France, 
Quarrel we won't,” says she; 

“ But we both have an eye on the great mainchance, 
And—shall see what we sball see!” 





WuHAtT's the good of a man enlisting in the army in the hores of 


rising from the ranks! Promotion in the Service is as slow as a 
Penny Reading. No; let him join the Police Force, and hell b2 
made an “officer” at once, and, what's more, he’ll have his own 
“staff” into the bargain. 


“ A HUSBAND,” said Mrs, Penhecker, “is a male biped without reason, 


who only stops at home a whole day when he’s had too much the 
night beh 

the time he’s looking 
another night of it—I hate ’em all—beasts! ” 


ore and wants to get rid of the effects; and even then all 
forward to when he’s well enough to have 





How To SERVE MACARONI.—Piping hot. 
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TURF CUTTINGS. THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
To THE EDITOR OF “ Foun,” No. 18,—ON THE SANITY OF MADNESS, 
S1e,—Isn’t it a plensgah thing to see the harbingers of Spring SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, Philosopher and Sage; DOFFBRINUS 
come crowding round on every side with force that will not be denied ? and KNAVIO, Two Lunacy Commissioners, 
See how the sun “kicks -up a shine,” you look abroad and say, “It’s KNAvio. Hail! great philosopher ! 
fine,” then Rhee pre issue forth, to find the wind is east by north. DUFFERINOS. Most eee P ) 
Or, being by the sunny day on lengthy rambles led away, you all, STRABISMUS, Take your superlatives back, I pray you. I have 


neither mag nor tester for lending, and I give not on principle. Odds 
certificates and swearings! Odds bolts and bara! Odds padded 
rooms, chains, and potions! I know ye and your trade, 

Dorr, & KnAvy. He is certainly insane! — 

Stara, Yet I fear you will not lock me up forit, I have nothing 
to leave, and no legitimate heir to inherit, T h, devil a doubt of 
it, !anas mad as Hamlet was before me, The full moon sees me 
caper regularly, when quarter-day is coming. 

‘NAV. Look me straight i’ the eye. 

Stra. Ay, if you will stand sidewise, For, physically as well as 
mentally, I have a squint. 

Dorr. Mad is he, and surely. 

Stra. I would I were, for methinks the lot of the gentle lunatic is 
the most blissful of all conditions, They are Olympian clouds that 
environ his reason. Tender delusions overshadow him like angel’s 
wings. On imaginary perple he lies, if his madness be a kingly one, 
and garden pebbles shine as lovely for him as Crown jewels, Then 
he has the exquisite solace of believing the whole world mad— 
himself the only reasonable human upon it. And, firm in this 
balief, my lord can estimate the keeper who jump3 on him and breaks 
his ribs, as a being worthy of compassionate regard. But though it 
may tend to your honours’ grieving, I fear "twill prove in the end 
that I am sane. 








DuFF. How so? 


umbrellaless, complain, for soon there comes a drenching rain, which 

soaks a fellow through and through, and gives him the rheumatics STRA. Why, no extraordinary nobleness lifts me above the level of 
too. But this is grumbling and bad form—what matter ifan April | ™Y fellows. I am not a great discoverer, nor a sublime poet, nor a 
storm should permeate one in the spring? It is a seasonable thing. subtle thinker. From my youth up I have not committed any 
And looking round about, my boy, I note the signs of spring with joy. special deed of gallantry, owing to a natural reserve, which oft hath 
The little buds upon the trees, the dicky buds which gobble these; | bidden m» stand by whilst others risked solution of continuity in 
the painters’ ladders laid to walls, the scent which on the nostril falls pursuit of honourable fame. Nor am I disposed to undervalue the 
as cheerily the painter toils, the scent of turps, and lead and oils ; the gift of lying, given to mortals to remedy the stings of a foolish 
sweep and “woman” on the scene, indulging in the gay “spring candour, even as the mellifluous dock-leaf annihilates the smart of the 
clean” ; while with the muffin-bell, thank fate! the streets no more | barbed nettle that grows in the ditch with it side by side. My 
reverberate, and it is seen, without a doubt, that one must have a | neighbours’ goods I regard with reverence, but only when they 
new rig-out. At such a time, I may remark, one joys to visit Kemp- become mine by right of Sa rg ; and though with widows I 
ton Park, and it is pretty sure to be an A 1 kind of sight to see the have nothing to do, it is true that I lavish my earthly goods upon 
struggle for the “Jubilee.” You know between the cupand lipare | oOneorphan. But his name is Squintilius Strabismus, and hence the 
heaps of chances for a slip, and now and then a prophet makesa | World hath no excuse to dub his patron madman, or even fool. 
“mull,” but hear me on But I may mend, I may mend, and Bedlam have me after all. 

THE STAKES, Grace be with you, honest gentlemen, Fare ye well! 





THE favourite’s chances are ever the weaker, 
Experience teaches the men who observe, 
But he who would dream of opposing Goldseeker, | 

Must carry a superabundance of nerve. | 
The Prophet, however, must not be expected | | 
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To own that the animal's worthy the place, | besHMhu its f= Hast in ht 
He’s much more inclined to accspt The Rejected \ It | Wah Ae i See ah 
And let us look Amphion straight in the face. | ! nit HINES Nike if 
| ag IHN. iat 


Let Screech Owl gain notice—he’ll never absorb it, 
Let Homely despair of obtaining so much, 1 
While some see no reason for leaving their Orbit, i ame | S 
And truly there’s something in favour of such. y A | hi? 
But scorn not your Prophet, nor take him up tartly, vd | ly, y 
If leaving Theophilus well in the lurch, a TO YS Ti — | 
He ventures to tell you he fancies that Martley ate FF pee ae 
Will turn out the winner of which we're in search. 5 a. ws ns, > 
And now, dear Editor of Fun, I think I'll take a little ran “ across Baie Emm ‘ sl il 
the briny,” so to say, and do some Paris Day-by-day; or p’r’aps to ee TP: es | | ‘bs | Wy 
i“ . je SS 1 Ue, Baa add ae iy 
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give my system tone, I sha’n’t go farther than Boolone, but if I’m 
feeling very gay, to Monte Carlo I may stray; at any rate, it’s quite a 4h eatth 
the thing to take a little run in spring, and as a fashionable man |’m hh, dep betel 
bound to carry out the plan, and so I sign my letter thus : Ms. cszzzssz, {eihes aresaee’ 
Yours on the wirg, TROPHONIUS. : te 
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hs raed mood. = > . aid Me 8 er per, a that om NOLENS VOLENS. 
who never has a -key poc ways comes home carly sii here, Scroggins, from 
with a brace cl paper in one hand, a new pair mol ten for you Mi A, ‘tens nk sal Ghoedaete, fighting and 90 Of onl be 
in the other, a new insurance policy in his coat-tail pocket. committing manslaughter next—or still worse, oneliiaes ? am going 
to let you off this time, but remember—don’t let me see you here 


THEY tell us there is no place like the Stock Exchange for making again. 
money nowadays, but we don't believe it, because if so, how is it that Village mawvais Sujet.— Plaze, zur,a didn’t want to corm ‘ere tt is 
the “ brokers” are always “in” there? toime, on’y this mon in blue browt me.” 
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NOT TO BE DONE. 


Richard.—“ | say, Aunt Ada, can you see anything in my eye?” 
Aunt Ada — No, dear, nothing. It’s only imagination.” 
Richard,—* Will you take the ‘magynation ’ out then, please?”’ 


oer 


Art Notes. 


THE picture exhibitions crowd upon us. No less than four of the 
most important collections open to the public within eight days—the 
Royal Society of Painters in Water Colours, the Grosvenor Gallery, 
the New Gallery, and the Royal Academy. Space will not more 
than allow a slight reference to each, with a promise to return, 
pictorially and otherwise, as occasion will permit. 

The New Gallery. The contributions of G. F. Watts and Alma 
Tadema alone would stamp the exhibition as a success, Surely the 
former was never before seen in such ae grand poetic, 

t, landscape, seascape, and still life, and in all we see that 
eeling of grandeur that always pervades the work of this great 
master. The collection is rich in portraiture. Fine examples are 
shown by Shannon, Richmond, Herkomer, and Sargent. Of the land- 
scapes, the three by J. W. North; “A May Morning,” by G, H. 
Boughton ; and “A Backwater,” by Alfred Parsons, are among the 
most notable, 

The Grosvenor Gallery is rich in mo work. Of lady portraits 
there are many fine pictures. “Shelling Peas,” J. E. Millais, is a 
very good example of the master. Amongst the best we must place 
“ Pauline,” by G. P. Jacomb-Hood. There are other fine portraits 
by Shannon, Soloman and T. Graham ; the study of a head, Pettie, 
is a noble bit of work, and the same may be said of the portrait of 
the Hon, Charles Lindsay, by H.R.H. the Princess Louise. Among 
the best male portraits must be placed that of Frederick Villiers, by 
Logadail. “ Ploughing,” by Clausen, is one of the strongest subject 
pictures; “The Tidal Pool,” by H. Macallum, is a brilliant seascape, 
and a dainty little picture is “Harmony,” by Lovel Gurden, 

The Roya! Society of Painters in Water Colours bas a fair a 
collection. Sir John Gilbert's two works, ‘The Witch,” a nid 
design full of dramatic power ; ‘ The Charcoal Burners,’’ a landscape 
such as only a figure man can paint. Birket Foster bas several very 
beautiful mevad gocy ered Holman Hunt has one of the most charming 
works exhibited by him for many a day, “ Recollections of the Arabian 
Nights,” which is a t of one of his d made for Moxon's 
Illustrated Edition of “The Last " isa fine example 
of Thorne Waite. “The Little Meadow cae yg D by J. W. North, 
and “A Do’ruck and Chool'leh Merchant,” enry Wallis, are 
amongst the most delicate and refined work in gallery. 

The Royal Academy.—Considering the other exhibitions now 
supported by our best artists, we can only wonder that there is so 
much that is pe to be found in this gathering, which is a fairly 
good one, This week we will simply refer our readers to our page of 
pictorial skits, 





—— 


“Street Fun.” 


diminutive fellow fined 2s. 6d. for causing an obstructi 
alow aes on stilts and making the people intigh-—fw Daily Poser). = 
SAID I to my pal t’other day, as he stood by the side of his moke, 
An’ I wos a londin’ my clay, to indulge in a bit of a smoke, 
It’s a bloomin’ nice thing we're a-come to, we can’t even laugh in the 
street. 
I suppose out of houtdoor amoosment in future they mean us to cheat ; 
Here's a covey they've fined half a dollar, all acos he was walking on 
stilts, 
Next, they won't let us whistle or ‘oller, or smile at a Scotchman in 
kilts, 


8’ now a working man’s restin,’ an’ ’aving his bit of a lunch, 

Wot's the ‘arm if he feels like investin’ a penny for peeping at Punch ? 

It’s a treat just to look at them figgers | remembers since I wos a kid, 

P’r'aps them and the street-corner niggers, likewise they would like to 

et rid. 

As for Guy Forx, with bonfires and crackers, he’s been dying a long 
time, we know, 

And in spite of its worshipful backers, we gets but a poor Lord 
Mayor's show. 


Why, when I an’ the missis wos kiddies, we used to have “ Jacks-in- 
the-Green,” 

An’ the sweetest of young chickabiddies was chris’ned and crown’d 
the May Queen ; 

Besides, there was all sorts of dancing, an’ any amount of fine larks, 

In tea gardens, green Janes, an’ medders, not ‘arf artificial like parks, 

But lor’! since they keeps on a-building, why, where is the youngsters 
to run? 

If they stops al] the horgans and shows like, why, how can they see 
any fun? 


It’s all right for the well-to-do classes, who can ‘ave a few days by 
the sea 

But not for the poorer like masses, with fam’lies like you, Bill, and me, 

Their playground, yer see, is the gutter, the alley and back yard, or 


slum, 

No wonder we grumble and mutter, when we know their young lives 
are so glum. 

If they gets a school-trip in the country, it’s a treat as is seldom an’ 
rare 

An’ o’ coorse they look seedy and “ multy” when they hardly gets any 
fresh air! 

Wot we wants is more open spaces, in London there’s plenty of 


Equares ; 

Now, why don’t they open them places, since we ain’t got our old- 
fasbion’d fairs ? 

Why, — to become of Aunt Sally, an’ coker-nut men and the 
swings 

vo all they a do for a living if they wont let us look at such 
things 

For, 0’ coorse, now there isn't no guessing, where they'll finish now once 
they’ve begun, 

If they will keep a-meddling and messing, let ’em leave us a little 
street fun, 


MUSICAL NOTES.—No. 4. 
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A Profane Proposal; 
OR, THE RULE OF THE RIGHTEOUS R.A, ! 


[The Council of the Royal Academy lately decided that the petition of the critics 
to be allowed a second day to view and judge more than a thousand pictures should 


be refused. It is(says the S’. James’ Gazette) a modest request and a harsh decision.) | 


SoME irreverent folk, called critics, dared to ask the great R.A., 
To give them (as they're worried at the coming of the May) 
An extra chance to do their work upon a “second day,” 
For to view a thousand pictures all at once is far from gay ; 
But the great and good R.A. 
Refused a “second day,” 
And sniffed and snubbed and snorted in its fine old crusted way ! 


Fancy such profane ba oa ! FUN, can you believe it, eh ? 
All such heretics and heathens should be carted right away, 


The blithe Berry ought to hang them, or the skin from them should flay, | 


For asking the ACADEMY (hats off!) to sense display ! 
Shall the “gods” of the R.A, 
Stoop to give a second day, 
For convenience of critics? Hark! the Welkin rings with “Nay!” 


Henceforth let no man dare the R.A.’s ruling to gainsay, 
For remember that the Forty are not formed of common clay ; 
Let all crawl upon their stomachs to its doors without delay, 
And to be allowed admittance (after paying) let us pray, 

And give thanks that the R.A, 

Doesn't bid its sbirri slay 
All who dare to venture near it upon any given day ! 





WHEN one dear little girl says she loves another dear little girl as if | 


she was her own sister, you may depend upon the real truth of that 
anyhow. The average girl’s liking for the average girl’s sister is about 
the same as the average cat’s liking for being held up by the tail 
while its head's let into a pail of cold water, and another cat being 
at the same time called in to eat its meat, 





Why this (S)lang-uage ? 


“ BEAK” BRIDGE, in remarking on Modern-day slang, 
In a case tried at Bow street just lately, 

Denounced the word “swell,” and gave off an harangue 
In manner exceedingly stately. 

Our slang has, indeed, grown most mixed and involved, 
Though some of its phrases are “ telling” ; 

To a-Bridge it this magistrate’s clearly resolved— 
At least, he would keep it from “swelling.” 





| Another squash, darling!” 


NN 


NOT BAD—FOR HIM. 
Young Knobsucker.—“ Going to join the new—3r—Barmaids’ Protec- 


| tion Association, Miss Nipps?” 


Miss Nipps.—“ Lor’, no, Mr, K.! I can protect myself if it’s necessary ; 


and when it comes to striking———”’ 


Young K.—“Ah! you can do that without anybody to help you. 
[ Didn't she pile in the sugar, though. ’; 
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THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Bia BEN was once more on the boom on Monday, The Speaker, 
however, announced that one hon. member had obtained an extension 
of the holiday, for the purpose of completing a sentence of “two 
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THE BOYS ARE BACK FROM THEIR HOLIDAYS, BUT BALFOUR DISAPPOINTED 
EVERYBODY BY NOT BRINGING BACK THE RAM ON RETURNING FROM HIS 
RAMBLES, 


months with” down in Tipperary. This was Mr. Condon; and Mr. 
Conybeare is also absent in the sister isle, pending the decision of the 
beaks, Labby isa whale on economy, and tried to “put the screw 








on” by taking £3,000 off each of the salaries of the First Lord of the 
Treasury and the Chancellor of the Exchequer; but the House 
refrained from introducing the sweating system into the Cabinet. 
Treasury economy generally commences at ‘the bottom of the ladder. 

On Tuesday Lord Meath introduced his Bill to open the doors of 
the County Councils to lovely woman, Quo’ Fon: “ Meathinks my 
lord is i’ the right on’t.” 

Mr. Lawson is to be congratulated on the result of the debate and 
decision on his Leaseholds Enfranchisement Bill, in which, though 
not successful, he made a “splash.” Lord Lymington delivered a 
typical Tory tirade on ground landlord grounds; but the result of 
the evening was hopeful for the lessee, who at present finds the less he 
does for his holding the better. Mr. Broadhurst put the land question 
as affecting the community in a nut-shell when he said that, though 
the leaseholder entered into the transaction with his eyes shut, he did 
it with his hands tied—the landlords having a monopoly in what the 
public could not do without, 

Lord Herschell on Thursday made a first step towards the codification 
of the law by introducing a Bill for a code as to the sale of goods. 
Good goods. Grand Old Man back from Hawarden—a hard ‘un to 
tackle on finance, as Mr. Goschen finds out in Committee on the 
Budget. Chaplin, on behalf of the Squires, objects to burdens on 
land, What about the burdens imposed in all ages by landlords? 





IRVING is pretty well accustomed to good houses and brilliant 
audiences, still his managerial bosom must have throbbed with pride 
and joy at having an “audience” granted to him by the Queen on the 
conclusien of his “ show” down at Sandringham. 





SPLITTING THE DIFFERENCE.—Making up an old quarrel over a 
brandy and soda. 








Be TO CORRESPONDENTS,— The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, In no case will they be returned unless 
accompanied by a stamped and direcied envelope, 
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” Ducks sir! 
Well yo“ gee 
there amt no 
water about. 


e , 


We allus Hebien 
when ve Can See Old Buls 


drawrin’ room winders a6 us 








to oyster flag of distress ? 


Sateen tee — ~ 


The Latest Noveity for House Furnishing. 


™LANCASTER 


Oriental Curtains? 


A charming Novelty. Handsome patterns and chaste 

desiens in gold. C'ean, Healthy. Does not harbour dust. 

Drapes well. Impervious to all impurities. Made in 

Cream, Maroon, B.ue, Grey, Buff, Green, and White, 

with beautiful patterns in gold, 38, 45, & <4 inches wide. 
ANY LENGTH PROCURED. 

Can be obtawned ‘rom Upholsterers, Drapers, & Cabinet Makers. 





















A DAY WITH THE DUCKS. 
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| Ir, when gathering oysters, you are cut off by the tide, ought you ONE OF THE “ BIGGEST BREAKS” ON RECORD.—The bursting of 


the South Sea bubble. 
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Shall mashers carry Fans ? 
Wa be nny beamanal out of Millbank— 


She rt rane qnite like ite Mill-bank- 
queting laws. 


(2) A boy who'd cut turf for his dicky 
bird’s den, 
Being fined just one penny, was 








penitent then ! 
VOL, XLIX,—NO. 1253. 








Lf l 
3 ' 

| | 
UL 
vOf 
i 


























“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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(3) “Darned Mounseers” out in Paris 
do not all express 
To some private viewers, “la haute 
politesse.” 
(4) Good old = a-yachting again 
will soon g 
Some Tories aovass that he yachtn't, 
you know. 
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(5) Female hands for the railways are 
sought. Why, anon 
Stokeresses and guardesses they 
will turn on, 
(6) In the French Exhibition our 
“ Angleterre’s” shown 
By Scotch pipers of most (Angle-) 
terre-ible tone. 
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(7) The Fan Exhibition may cause, some 

Pan-tastical fellows in fancy to 
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THE OOMEDY.—“*TENTES HOOKS!” IN FOR A BUN. 
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indicating length of days—I would seem to convey the impression 
that the fun of the piece, though plenty, is rather of the quiet order. 
This is not altogether so; there is a y supply of the ticklesome, 
intellectual kind of humour generally voted “quiet,” but there is 
fun of the boisterous sort, too. M. Marius as a blustering nt, Mr, 
a ym asa stout gentleman unfortunate in his love affairs, 
and Miss Susie Vaughan as an elderly spinster, can be imagined ; 
and Miss Vane Featherston as “the other sister,” Mr. W. F. 
Hawtrey asa poy brother-in-law (remarkable sense of character 
this actor has), and Mr. T. G. Warren asa “young man,” make up 
as strong a company as need be wished for the work. 
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THe PrRiIncess’s.—I have received from Mr. Barrett's acting- 
one of those nice little aphic compositions — with 

which some theatre folks are in the habit of saving us such a lot of 
trouble, you know, and which contain a chattily worded list of “ar- 
ments,” artfully sprinkled with “we understands,” “we are 

i tolds,” “we have it on good authoritys,” &c., to make it pretty and 
i) real and editorial. From the document immediately in question I 
ai gather, with sincere gratification, that Mr. Barrett's revivals of 
? Claudian and The Silver King have been so successful and well 
patronized, that—what the event will have told you before I can 
——- that you shall see these lines—his en ment has been ex- 
for a week, still with these pieces. For his last day, Saturday, 

a matinée bill of comprehensive scope, dealing with the military, 
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THE STRAND.—* THE BAR-LOON.” 


clerical, and literary professions, in the shape of The Colour Sergeant, 
A Clerical Brror, and Chatterton will be presented ; while a revival 
pf Mr. Hall Caine’s strong drama, Ben-my-Chree, will form the fare- 
ell show in the evening. 












Mors interesting information follows: How that Mr. Barrett is 
culy wermaeae bi coming Holiday to pounce uponges and ink and 


a@ new play, “of which the subject 
and wih % docs 
a short 


back through “the 8 


giving him. 
THE OtyMPic.—I was sorry that last week the pressure on the 


space at my command obliged me to omit a preliminary note of tke 


ollaire benefit, which took place here on Wednesday last. To make 
an original form of observa there are benefits and benefits. The 
so-called “benefit,” organized to pander to the vanity and line the 


of an actor in the present enjoyment of good health and the 
recent enj tof a salary, { look upon as little short of a 


scandal. benefit which is a customary addendum to, and there- 
fore part of, an employé’s salary, is based upon a doubtful but 
comprehensible system. Buta benefit of the character of the one under 
notice—when only by adverse fortune has a hardworking man left 
those dependent upon him illprovided for, and when these (as in this 
case) are precluded by painful circumstances from supporting them- 
selves—surely deserves nothing but sympathy, kindly thoughts, and 
all the assistance we can give it. Pleasant, therefore, to record that 
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THE Savoy.—* THE MERRY MAN AND HIS MAID.” 


the performance was organized by the leading members of the pro- 
fession, Messrs, Irving, Toole, Tree, Terry, Kendal and Wyndham 
being on the committee, and Messrs. Vezin, Willard, Fernandez, 
Madam Amy Roselle, and many more of like standing taking 
part in the entertainment, which was well worth the attention of 
the pleasure seeker as well as the charitably disposed. Mr. F. J. 
Potter, of the Gaiety, is the treasurer of the fund, and, I have no 
doubt, will even now be very pleased to “hear from ” anyone anxious 
to augment the same. 


THE performance was, of course, exceptionally good. Scenes from 
The Merchant of Venice and The School for Scandal, a capital farce 
adapted by Miss E. Bessle, and the usual miscellanies formed the 


programme, 


THE OPERA CoMIQUE.—Miss Geneviéve Ward, in her powerful 
and celebrated, if somewhat hackneyed performance of Stephanie, 
Marquise de Mohrivart, is just now appearing here every afternoon, 
except on Saturdays. The cleverness of the play is as conspicuous as 
ever, even after much acquaintance with it, and as much may be said of 
Miss Ward's performance, which no amount of repetition — to 
remove the bloom of spontaneity from, and which is an exhibition of 
power and finish such as fills one with as much regret as wonder that no 
other satisfactory outlet has been found for it in all the years since 
Forget-Me-Not was first produced. The company supporting Miss 
Ward includes Mr, W. H. Vernon, who resumes his admirable perform- 
ance of Sir Horace Welby, and a lady whom I do not remember to have 
seen before—Miss Robins—who makes a very creditable Alice Verney ; 
Mr. T. Bindloss, who has abilities which should bring him oftener 


within our ken, is the Barrato, and Mr, Nutcombe Gould the Malleotti- 
NESTOR. 
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tour, and how that he then goes to America, and, 
as far as I can make out, is going to have a jolly time of it for about 
° ee eee ae ; perhaps visiting 
Australia, tates” again. Well, may 
he obtain lots of luck and lucre, and bring me back a magnificent 
souvenir in return for the handsame gratuitous advertisement I am 
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A Swallowtale. 





A PAIR of 
swallows 


etHpoceh~ 


To Paris 
with other 
gay tourists 
wen t. 
But every eave had 
Its nest, you see, 
And every nest 
Held its family 
(For swallows 
are busy In time 
of May), “So 
where,” cried our 
couple, “Are we 
tostay?” Buta 
lucky flight in a 
fortunate hour, 
Took them up to 
the top of the Eiffel 
Tower. “ Tweet ! 
tweet!” they twit- 
tered, “the very 
thing! Here’sacapital 
lodging for all the 
spring! Socool, so airy, 
—no smoke—no noise, 
No ravenous cats and no 
dreadful boys! Who cares 
for the Louvre or the Grand 
Hotel? — This is more 
recherché and quite asswell.” 

So they built them a nest on the tower's 
tip-top, Where the folds of the tricolour 
flutter and flop. Straws were the 
joists, and soft clay was the mortar, 
Bill-tempered with plenty of muddy 
Seine water. And the eggs were laid 
in, and the young ones hatched out, 
While an _ idol might fall, or a 
creed changeabout. Ina Government's 
twinkling—a par- _ty’s decay, Or the 
Tise of a city in the U.S.A. And they 
twittered and tweeted of people, poor things! 
That were clever at building,—though born 








without wings. Though to do the 
re justice they spoke with respect, 
of the graces and gifts of their own 
architect ! Whohad reared such astruc- 
ture with muscleand steam, To set two 
swallows housekeep- ing auvingtieme! An’ 
though Fortune prove fickle, and France 
shun her debt, EIFFEL SURE THAT THOSE 
SWALLOWS WILL NEVER FORGET! 
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A Hoarse Cry. 


THE British public are great lovers of horse flesh, certainly ; but 
that’s no reason why they should have it palmed off upon them as 
the national beef. Owners of race horses naturally take kindly to 
horse stakes and can stomach any amount of them; but the popular 
prejudice runs in favour of beef steaks ; and dishonest butchers—there 
are such beings, gentle reader—who fraudulently substitute gee-gee 
for moo-cow, will have to deal, not only with the simple customer (an 
animal too frequently “skinned” and sold by them, alas! ), but also 
with the provisions of the “Sale for Food” bill. When this becomes 
law, horse must be sold as horse, without any disguise, and not 
retailed as ox. This is as it should be. Mr. FuN generally dines a 
la carte, but he prefers the carte without the horse. In fact the only 


€quine feed he is at all partial to is a Mare’s Banquet. 





WHAT sort of letter does one prizefighter send to another to 
challenge him to a sparring match /—Why, a dillet-dooks, of course. 


| 











Old Bore,—‘ Which party in the Church do you favour most?” 
She.—“I prefer a wedding party.” 


An Endowed Theatre. 
(AN ARCH PROPOSAL BY AN ARCHER.) 


[The Fortnightly for this month contains an article by Mr. William Archer, 
advocating an Endowed Theatre, wherein certain high-class plays, suited only to 
the cultured, may be enacted.] 


A Is an Archer who shoots at the Stage— 
At the Stage as we know it at present ; 

Against dramas and farces much war doth he wage, 
And he deems “ happy endings” unpleasant. 

He pines for a well endowed playhouse, wherein 
“Culchawed” plays shall alone be enacted ; 

And he holds we could soon his pet playhouse begin, 
If to find all the funds some contracted. 


Now, A is an Archer ng a fad 
About Ibsen, who holds a high station ; 
But I.’s dramas, which aren't so dramatic as sad, 
Have more “ jim-jams” than mere jubilation. 
Now, Ibsen is all very well in his — 
(Which way, you'll remember, is Nor-way), 
But some of his plays (such as Ghosts, let us say) 
Would drive “friends in front” to the doorway. 


These and similar plays—dull and plotless, for choice 
(And above all not marred by bright ae 0 AB 
To see played at his playhouse would Archer rejoice— 

Perhaps he'd be their only consumer. 
He opines that his project would quickly result 

In Art’s good—if some bards would abet it— 
And the “ riff-raff” alone would o’er dramas exult 


> wo - - 
Well, Archer, we wish you may get it! 





Now Johnson had been reading Huxley, and so he remarked, thought- 
fully, “It was never intended t one should be honest. For, 
if every one acted on the square, the sum total woul? be squareness 
somehow or the other, so that we could never fit ate into the 
world, which was made round. You see, we want a e rascality to 
rub off our over-virtuous edges, or we should bore each other to 


death.” 


THE PARACHUTE PARADOX.—Parachute descents from balloons 
are getting quite common nowadays. Thousands go to see them, 
and yet there are no signs of them “ dropping off.” 
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TARNATION CHEEK. 
They had been discussing Boulanger and he thought he would say something pretty 


about the carnation in her cheeks. 
He,—" Ah, it is easy to mary that you are a partisan of le brav’ Général.” 
She.—“ How so?” é. 


DISTINGUISHED BXILES. 


As if I particularly cared whether Boulanger was here or not! If 
his coming here would take away my rheumatism I shouldn’t mind, 
but it won't. What's the good of his coming here I should like to 
know! What does it matter to me whether he has game pie for break- 
fast or red herrings? He could live on sawdust and hearthstone for 
all that I care, I hate humbug about exile and all that sort of thing. 
If they're distinguished it only sets the example for a lot of other 
beggars to come over here. And I hate to see your 5 room about 
Leicester — and Soho, See them eat, pah! Eighteenpenny 
ordinaries with the cockroaches running all over thetable. Mayonaise 
of fowl made out of old crows, I do believe, Then I hate seeing their 
- in London, where they sell cooked insides of all sorts of things, 

their age coloured papers, and their playing at dominoes, and 
all that, We don’t want any foreigners here—confound 'em all! I 
say. 
Do I remember when Garibaldi came over here? Of course I do. 
I remember how the women crushed each other to see him at the 
opera—tore their clothes into rags, and all that, and clutched at each 
other’s heads. I remember, too, when the Shah of Persia was here. 
And what do we want with Shahs, I should like to know? They said 
he used to go to sleep on the hearthrugs in the palace, and that 
he wanted to cut off the servants’ heads if they didn’t bring his 
brandy every half-hour. Like enough! Though if he had cut off a 
few of their heads I don’t know that it would have been any very 
great loss to the country. They say that, perhaps, the Emperor of 
Germany will come over. I don't see any particular use in that, unless 
it’s to have a quarrel with some of our royal family, which is quite as 
likely as ible, For my part, I don't exactly see what we want 
with any foreigners at all. The ees of Germany, though, is 
going to give up paying visits because it costs such a deal. He has to 
go about with a carpet bag full of gold snuff-boxes and rings and 
things to give to distinguished celebrities who've had a great deal too 
much out of their own country already. Celebrities, indeed! What's 
the good of being a nobleman unless it is to have your sons or 
nephews marry music hall singers, or something of that sort? And 
what's the of being a politician? No man with any manliness 
in him care to be a licensed windbag. Bah! I ray. 

DIOGENES TuBBs. 


Hard-o’-Port! Land! 


—o, - he Dera closed a Park. oe 
) cause, though, is not stated ; 
“ a Pe ee acs coated 
m many w ve ; 
E’en those who erewhile were content to “chum ” him 
Must own this closure doth not Wel-beck-come him. 











— You bear his emblem in your—cheek.” 





Get thee behind me, “Satin.” 
Bishop hester recen ified that he ma 
afte ee tan we poo seg re a candidate io 
confirmation on account of showy or tawdry apparel.) 
“On! mother, dear,” said Annie Gray, 
“TI hope papa will let you pay 
Enough to get for me a gay 
And gaudy gown, 
And, mother, dear, I hope you'll choose 
The prettiest pair of buckled shoes— 
The smartest, sweetest, smallest twos : 
In all the town ; 
For I shall die of shame, I know, 
Unless, when to St. Jude’s we go, 


I make a far superior show 
To Annie Brown!” 


“Oh! mother, dear,” said Annie Brown, | 
“ My deep solicitude has flown : : 
I’m sure we haven't tramped the town 
In vain to-day. 
Oh! what for elegance could beat 
This dainty dress? these shoes so neat? 
These handsome gloves and ear-drops sweet ? 
These ribbons gay ” 
With gladness I could fairly shout, 
For, mother, dear, there’s not a doubt 
That at St, Jude’s I’ll clean ‘knock out’ 
Poor Annie Gray!” 


And so each fair maid, by her mother's wise aid, 
Appeared at St, Jude’s the week after arrayed 
Ina heavenly refulgence of ribbon and flounce, 
And “the world’s pomps and vanities ’’ vowed 
She.—“ Sir!” she’d renounce ! 
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“ THE highest honours of the Royal Academy” are bestowed upon 
the artist whose works are put up to the top. 











A COMMERCIAL MIND. 


Mother.—‘ And all the angels and the little children like you, have 
beautiful robes and crowns and——” 
Prnest.—“ And half-crowns, too, mamma?” 
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THE BREWER OF MANY TALES. 
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IT is now some few years ago that we caught sight of the Brewer. Fat and jovial he was, covered with costly jewellery; and with his substantial hand he ever 
and anon lifted a mass of gold from a Well displayed sack, toyed with the glittering metal, and let it fall again in an enticing shower, 

“O happy Brewer!” we cried, “why this fair display of joy and abundance?” The Brewer winked, and made reply, “ The Investing Public is coming along. I am 
turning my business intoalimited company. Most paying concern, sir !—five hundred per cent. on my capital! See howI burst with prosperity! Take a few shares?” 





Again we met that Brewer—but the other day. How lean and ragged he was! How pallid want sat on his furrowed brow! We hardly knew the man, “Tut, 


tut!” we exclaimed, “what misery is this?” 
He shivered with starvation, and replied, “I come from interviewing Mr. Goschen about the new tax of one-fourteenth of a penny onbeer. Sir, I cannot support 


it! The Brewer's trade, sir, never paid. I am a mere pauper; and this new impost will ruin me!” {How variable seems the Brewer's lot? 
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THE ROYAL ACADEMY NIGHTMARE. 


DREAM No, 2. 
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WHAT’S IT ALL ABOUT ? 


(Lord Salisbury declines to have anything to do with the Paris Exhibition. ) 





Song of La Belle Frane—‘TH’RE GOING TO DO VITHOUT HIM.” 
| Bee Cartoon Verses, p. 214. 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 18. 
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Here you have him gleefully letting his enemy have it hot and 
strong in the columns of his paper, the Weekly Forceps. 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


THE Duke of Westminster does not show quite so prominently in 
Parliament as he does on the Turf, but, whenever he appears, he 
means business. On Monday he drew the attention of the sleepy 
lords tw the evils attendant on the spread of the liquor traflic among 
the native races in Africa. Sambo is afraid of many evil spirite, but 
far more dangerous to him than Mumbo Jumbo is that spirit Rum-bo. 

There is a celebrated legal maxim, dry with the dust of ages, that 
“Ignorance of the law does not excuse.” Like many other things 
legal, the maxim is hardly logical ; for how is the lay intelligence to 
know what is the law when two “ fiyers” like the present and the ex- 
Solicitor General disagree as they did on Mr. Atherley Jones’ motion 
on Monday to inquire into the circumstances attending the arrest of 
Messrs. Conybeare and Harrison at Falcarragh. Sir Horace Davey 
held that every lawyer's clerk would know that the Cambornian and 
Oxonian acted legally, while Sir Edward Clarke was ready to take 
his davy to the contrary. Both sides got very crusty over the loaf 
whichiwas thrown into the cottage; Gladicals vuting the throwers 
bricks, properly utilizing their tin. Tories, however, rolled in win- 
ners, though Balfour insinuated that Harcourt took the cake (not for 
doughcility, which he still kneaded), Gladicals contenting them- 















The bottle imp seems to 
D have migrated to South 
, if Africa ; and to be playing 
Y his asual pranks among 


the natives. 


\ selves with crumbs of 
\ comfort that the whole 
‘e batch of their foes 


relied on dunkum. 
‘Note. — This man 
wh A on thinks he’s on the staff 
va ag of life instead of the 
staff of FuN. Give him one in the breadbasket when he calls for his 
oof.—Ep. Fun.) Mr. Harrington appeared in London last week in 
rison clothes, and a prison close crop, He thinks the former suit 
im. 
On Tuesday, Mr. Balfour eased the mind of the Gladicals by 
informing them that ram-drill was not a feature of the Irish Con- 
stabulary exercise, There was another naval battle in the House last 
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And here—after it is known that he wrote it—you have him one 
second after just catching sight of that enemy in his walks abroad ! 








week over Hamilton's Defence Bill. In the Lords, the Earl of Mill- 
town moved his Wrecks Removal Bill (nothing to do with Peers). 

There was a loud humanitarian shriek on Wednesday, in the 
Commons, over the passing of Mr. Milvains’ Bill, rendering the harmless 
and inoffensive armed burglar liable to the iash—so brutalising and de- 
grading to the refined and elevated A. B. But Mr. Fun so far from giving 
that class of criminal corporal punishment, would give him more stripes 
on his back than all the sergeants in a regiment have on their arms. 

The House cheered Mr. Plunkett, on his confirming Lord Salisbury's 
announcement at the Burlington feed, that an anonymous donor was 
prepared to give the National Portraits a local habitation. Cries of 
‘‘name” raised in vain, the gentleman in question evidently being 
intent on doing good by stealth. 

Once again on Thursday the Deceased Wife’s Sister attempted to 
cajole the hard-hearted Lords. Mr. Goschen stood firm by his Budget 
in Committee on Ways and Means, declaring that, any way, he didn’t 
mean to Budget. 








Wealth. 


THE HAYMARKET.— With one notable exception, the critics 
generally pronounced against Wealth on its first production; why, it 
is impossible to say ; for it is a good play, with a distinct purpose, 
and that of a most salutary kind. It is a warning agaiast that deadly 
sin of men converting themselves into money-making machines, with 
its natural consequence of “ hardening the heart.” Thet it is a one part 
piece there is no doubt ; but what a part, and how splendidly played 
by that consummate artist, Beerbohm Tree, and, hovever subservient 
the others parts may be, all are well played by the cever Haymarket 
company. Mrs. beerbohm Tree is most tender and refined, with just 
enough of the father's fire to make her curse consistent, which curse is 
given with the desire to bring back her father’s love. Weedon 
Grossmith proves himself a true artist in the subtleembodiment of the 
caddish little masher ; and dainty little Miss Noreys was never more 
fascinating in her playful coquettishness. We ssy the play is a good 
play, that it is not only well acted throughout, bit it is well mounted 
and in every way deserving of a brilliant success, which there is little 
doubt it will have in spite of the unaccounta)le uniformity of the 
adverse vote of critics and first-nighters, 





“T LIKE to see a girl brown and healthy,” says Mrs. Hummintoken, 
‘but when I see sweet sunny seventeen siting on the farm-yard 
wall holding a large thumbpiece of cold bead and bacon in one 
hand, while with the other she pelts the pigs with bits of brickbat, 
then I think it’s high time to telegraph to Ar. Oscar Wilde to bring 
with him half a hundred weight of poetrybooks and a bushel of 
‘Bloom of Ninon.’” 





Is the doom of the Sugar Convention at hari? We think so. Opinions 
are, of course, like honours at whist—dividel. Some like it, but more 
lump it. It will, most likely, die a natural leath, go from whence it 
came—to the Worms. Sugar is sweet, bu! to the Ministerial tooth 
there are even sweeter sweets—the sweetsof office. 





A PUBLIC GRIEVANCE,—Sinday closing. 
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The Liar-Slayer. For none may your remark refute, | At It Again. 

(Mr. Balfour's diligence in nailing up liars, whether That he is really wondrous ‘cute : | GOOD young Mrs, Mona Caird! not long ago 
of the Magtieh or Irish booed, is most ecemmnandable. | At “fouling peace,” and strong to nail | she scared 
Not a single one ever escapes him; he brings his un- His captives up—in tyrant's gaol ! M ll d d le in thi ti 

ling-piece to b tl : - | 4 sag teed! any well conducted people in this nation, 

rey Bor ey yee ofee tetine heen welt sitiiod | No rank and rough indignity By launching out a lot against the nuptial 
with pellets of truth, is hung up as a warning to others Too large for his malignity : knot, 
of the species.— Conservative Paper.] | No tortures sans-culotte-ical And knotty more than “nice” was this 

sa ! The murder’s out at last, | Too small for him despotical ! sensation. 

he day of subterfuge is past | Now Mrs, Mona Caird has another dod 
And Tory scribes discreetly own _ If those be LIARS who, with =. repared— : 
What Tory scribes so long have known— Use pen or tongue wee —— o ene In three volumes, with a most mysterious 

To wit—the stern reality | Then Mr. Fun declares wey | title— 

Of Bomba B.’s brutality, That like a trooper HE will he, _—— | A “blood-and-thunder” thing, with an 

The deadly animosity Till Bomba’'s or pe out scorn fc iT, , Oriental ring ; 

Of Bomba B.’s ferocity ! | pth ha Rec Psi ‘aa J Of its story FuN will spare you the recital. 
When raving Libs. or ranting Rads, Stretched rogy and nailed up frigidly Doubtless many ona gaa this new 
Presume to air their little fads In Fleet Street’s gay locality story were prepared for, 

g ; And are probably quite thankful that their 


With tongue or pen, then Bomba B.'s By Bomba B.'s brutality ! ! er oe 


Full prompt his fowling-piece to seize! 
With pellets of veracity a 


“CLIMBING a greasy pole is not exactly a 


He shoots them for—mendacity ! ; in May, and the 

And then the jolly lark is his A Die Bate Mong ae ede met the feminine accomplishment,” said our dear 

Of nailing up their carcasses ! | scent of the violets ina fond embrace. And | Old vicar, “yet I warrant if there a of & 
We hail your frankness, Tory scribes, | the moon was on high; and dear Edwin said, = — fot the top of —_ — = mo 
For what of Liberal sneers and jibes | as he sat with his arm around Angelina's eg id vo odes thas sere A aie that parti- 
Could so convincingly portray | waist, “Oh, dearest, I can almost hear Love's oc tag ook like aye at is phn one 
Your quondam idol’s savage sway, _ wings beating in the tender silence.” And with die at Sealer dew.” - 

As your admitting candidly, | she answered, “ Wings! why that’s only the Was Ses y ony: 

And nowise “under-handedly,” | tortoiseshell tom finishing off the mutton ae ~ 

The cool and calm urbanity | bone on the lid of the dustbin.” And then SHOULD a Carp-eat (I beg pardon! eaten) 

be brushed down with a Bass-broom? 





Of Bomba’s inhumanity ? | the night was clouded, 









FUN. 
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SATIONS FOR THH TIMES, 


AN EXTRAORDINARY MISTAKE. 

(See complaints to Newspapers ; and especially Mr. Lindley’s 
exposwres of the doings of the Epping Forest Becetclorers) 
LONDON RATEPAYER, Ah! 

eos teen 
| very act got 

y ' him at last! I've long 

\\) om ..., been aware that some 

1 been setlaiad. - 

my 

—look at him. 

me catch him |! 
Where's my big stick? 

WELL INFORMED 

ADVISER. My dear Rate- 

» pray don’t be so 
Loy) I assure that 
person is not what you 
take him for—he’s not a 
ma ge A as as you 
suppose. contrary, 
he’s acting entirely in your 
interests, and on your 
behalf, He's improving 
Hampstead Heath. 

on rg " sg pale al 
did you say? What? Why, he’s got a great hatchet and is rushing 
wildly pr making a aa at every tree that catches his frantic 
eye! Look—now he’s just chopped off all the branches from that 
row of firs, and left ’em like scaffold poles; and, as it’s the time of 
year when the sap's in ‘em, they are bleedingtodeath « «+ ~s 
There, now the fellow goes back and looks at’emand mutterse—‘‘ Hum— 
they seem to be dead ; better cut ‘em down and say nothing about 
’em!" Why, there won't bea tree left by next year—he’ll reduce my 
Heath to a howling desert! Where's a policeman, I say / 

W. L. A. My dear Mr. Ratepayer, do, pray, have patience, and you'll 
eee it’s all for the best. assure you he’s the County Council 
improving and taking care of the Heath in your own interests. It 
may scem as though killing the trees was not the right way to 
improve—— 

kn. L. R. Seem? What? I'll kick his shins—lI’ll break every 
bone in his body—l1I'l]——— 

W. I. A. No, no—pray don’t! Pay his salary instead, and let us 
continue our walk round your open spaces. . There, here we are 
at Epping Forest—— 

Mr. L. R. Eh? What? Forest ?—which is the Forest? 

W. I. A. Which ?—oh, why—why this expanse of bare ground, with 
the firewood arranged in piles about it. Oh, stay a bit—here’s a 
tree——- 

Mr. L. R. And I'll be hanged if there isn’t another scoundrel 
pao ar at that. Why, it’s quite sound and healthy—a beautiful 
trex. Here, you! I'll give you in charge! I’ve caught you now, and 
you shall go to gaol for it! 

Tree CHorprErR, Wot, me? Wot for? 

Mr. L. R. What for? Why, for wilfally destroying my property 
—the forest that I pay 
£5,000 a year to preserve. 

T. C. Wy, that’s the 
werry thing I’m a-doing 
ING TREES ~-] -—preserving of it. I’m 

PROSECVTED] the skientific professor 

; employed by the Eppin’ 
Forest Commissioners to 
improve the place; and 
I'm jest a-choppin’ down 
this tree ‘cos it’s in the 
way. 

Mr. L. BR. In the way? 
What way? iIn_ the 
way of what ? 

.C. Wot? Hum !— 
well, now, that never 
struck me, d’ye know? 
Wy—well—wy, in the 
way o’ the hs, to be 
sure. Moon carn’t git 
across - 


t in'the top twigs 
Bo L. B. Look here 
—do you know what tree that is? 


p. Not me; I’m o’ny the professor imployed by the Eppin’ 
& Commissioners; J don’t know nothink about trees, ‘cept as 








si. —*. EPPING FOREST 








they saves some people a lot of expense for coals, and so 


Mr. L. R, But—here, I say, where are all the hollies?—there used 
to be a lot of lovely hollies. 

T. C. ’Ollies? Wot’s ’ollies? I’m on’y the professor imployed by the 
Commissioners, so I carn’t be expected to know about that kind o’ 
tecknical—— 

Mr. L. RB. Yes; the hollies and the hornbeams, and the-——? 

T. C, Wot, d’ye mean bushes? Yes? Oh, I burnt all that kind o’ 


P 
of them as don’t want to pay nurserymen’s bills when they can git 
the stuff for nothin’, 
Mer. L. R. And, now I think of it, where are the deer? There used 
to be herds of deer—my deer. 
Deer! Wot animals?—things with ‘orns? Oh, yes! they 
hot. You see, wenson comes cheaper nor mutton, wen you 
git it for nothin’; besides, it makes good sport for your friends, 
don’tee see? But I mustn't stand ’ere a-jawin’; I’ve got to git this 


BR. L. BR. But I won’t have it down ; it’s the only tree left of the 
forest, and I’ll prevent it ! 

T. C. Yah! you carn’t. Who are you ? 

Mr. L. R. 1? Why, I’m the owner of the place. 

T.C. You! Garn hout, The Commissioners is the owners of the 
place ; at enny rate, they behaves as if they was. 

Mg. L. R. But, I tell you, i’1]—— 

T. C. Pooh! you carn’t do nothink. You've give over the Forest 
into the ’and of Commissioners, and that’s as good as givin’ it away 
in England. Now you'll have to grin and bear it, wotsomever they 
takes it into there ‘eads to do. It ain’t yourn no more. You take 
my advice, and go ’ome to tea, and forgit as Eppin’ Forest ever ex- 
isted, It won’t exist long, we'll see to that for yer. 

W. 1. A. Yes, come along ; he’s quite right in what hesays. You've 
no redress now. Your only way is to quietly pay the £5,000 a year 
and shut your eyes. 





iets 


What's it all about ? 
(SEE CARTOON.) 
HEy-DAY! Well, here’s a pretty It should bear diminution 
go! Because I choose to celebrate 
Oh, hoighty-toighty! Ina tiff? In Paris the centenary 

What new fad have you hit Of the Great Revolution, 

on? By giving it due recognition 
Indeed, I’d muchly like to know | When opening my Exhibition. 
a was your precious reason, 





I’m sorry if, as it neers 
My joyings you object to share, 








You did inform Lord Lytton ‘ 
He might not see, with your per- And feel a trifle sulky ; 
mission, Yet, spite of any sniffs and 
The opening of my Exhibition. sneers 
es f The world is coming to my Fair 
Our friendship has, I’m pleased In numbers that are bulky : 
to state, And, maybe, changing your posi- 
Long lasted, and I can’t tell tion, 
why You'll visit, too, my Exhibition. 
New Leaves. 


“LONDON in 1889,” by Herbert Fry (W. H. Allen). London in 1889 
is like the London of former years, only more extensive and corrected 
uptodate. The author successfully attains his ambition of setting 
“the fascinating story of London before the masses of the people.” 
In this he is no “small fry.”——“ May's British and Irish Press Guide” 
(Fredk. L. May and Co.). As an advertiser's directory and hand- 
book, this is about as efficient for reference as such a compilation can 
be. Long May it flourish—“ Shelly and Co.’s Complete Press 
Directory (Shelly and Co,). The kernel of this directory is “full and 
impartial,” though the outside is “Shelly.”—“The Sanitary Annual, 
1889” (Williams and Norgate). This is more than a “medical 
book,” its principal point being that “prevention is better than 
cure.” Not that “cure” is in any way prevented ; more assuredly, it 
is assisted.—“ Palmer’s Stamp Collector's Catalogue” (J. W. Palmer). 
This will be useful to stamp collectors—a race of beings which will 
probably never be Cob out,—“ The Eiffel Tower,” edited by “ Fritz” 
(F. C. Hagen and Co.). Full of information con this great 

achievement. For taking an elevated view of it, the 
author as high as he can—higher than I should like to, lest 
“ Eiffel.”"—The three excellent ts in Men and Women of the 


the Bishop of Ripon.—The magazines to hand are one of 
them fully equal their average merits prosily, caoliaale, 
pictorially ; and we can confidently refer our readers to the pages 
of their special favourites for their entertainment and enlighten- 
ment. 
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A Welsh (very) Rare Bit.: 
A HABLECH-QUINTESSENCE OF AN AP-MORGAN-ATIC 
MEDLEY. 


[It is said that the Queen, on her way to Scotland in August, will 
visit Wales for a few days, and take up her abode on the banks of the Dee.) 


AIR—*“ Jenny Jones,” 


In most merry tones, like a charming street-organ, 
A Carol of ote ed rita ngyh would bestow ; 
Of gallant wee w Ap-Jones and Ap-Morgan 
And many other A o its Ap-titnde show), 
The Queen of this (to her health drain a goblet) 
Via Wales will to Scotland in August take wing, 
And in Wales, for some days, will shed smiles on each moblet 
Who'll come out to greet her, and in this wise sing :— 


AIR—/( Obvious). 
“ At last, among our mountains, 
And ’mid our valued vales, 
Good Gracious Queen Victoria, 
Doth smiles evince to Wales ! 
And, though, look you, however, 
Our loyalty ne’er fails, 
Just now, each valiant Taffy 
Is still more proud of Wales, 


Then shout throughout our mountains, 
While our lung-power avails, 

A welcome to Victoria, 
Who'll spend some days in Wales!” 


AtIR—(Also Obvious). 
So, men of Harlech, let care flee you, 
The Queen has promised she will see you— 
From all sadness this should free you— 
Dance then, Harlech Men ! 
Be ye then, each ancient Briton, 
Blithe and playful as a kitten, 
Hey, for August, for ’tis written— 
The Queen will see you then, 
80 don’t mumble meekly. 
Nor remark ob-leek-ly ; 
Sing aloud in accents proud, 
And do not warble weakly. 
By the Dee-side ’tis dee-cided 
The Queen and suite will be “ resided.” 
Thus has Rumour just confided 
Unto Harlech men ! 








She.—*“ The 
her ; I wonder what induced her to go on the operatic stage?” 
He.—“ A craze for note-oriety, of course.” 
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WOMEN NEVER DO SEE THESE THINGS. 
poor creature has absolutely nothing but her high C to recommend 


[ But she did not even smile. 








THH COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMOUS. 


No, 19.—THE CRITIC AND SAGE. 
BuMPtTI0, a Dramatic Critic ; SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, 


The Sage. 

STRABISMUS, Save you, honest Master Bumptio! how goes the 
world with your honour? 

Bumptio. ’Tis a scurvy globe, brother, and all upon it are fools, 
save one ; yet I have been trying to reform it for these seven years 
past, 

STRA. Oho! so the one wise man is your worship? 

Bump, And what have I to show for my pains? 

StRA. Why, that is a mighty pretty diamond on your finger. Spick 
and span are ye from head to toe ; ay, your boots are graver than they 
used to be, and laugh at the seams no more. Money rattles in your 
pockets: if you were shaken, methinks ‘twould jingle pleasantly. 
And for a garret hast thou now a luxurious library, redolent of 
Russia leather and a subtler odour still, rogue. Ah me! when shal! 
I have a pretty actress to drink tea with me? When will a countess 
squawk my latest lyrics to the dulcimer, sackbut, psaltery, harpsi- 
chord, banjo, or other kinds of music? Never, methinks! But I 
have read the paper this morning. Didst polish off the new play nicely, 
Bumptio. Didst dip thy scalpel in gall. I met the author's maid- 
servant this morning : her master had sent her to the shop for a yard 
of clothes-line to hang himself withal, And the management are 
weeping—but tears of joy—because the treasury runneth over, and 
the booking extends into the year 2000. All because thou wast cruel, 
Bumptio, and doomed a poor play to die. 

Bump, ’Twas an ill pl, and deserved ill of me—in that it ended 


happily. Odds and giggles! 1 loathe to see your curtain come 
wn witha cu and Ee vellence file out smirking as though 
they had a right to be jolly. 


Stra, Odds weathercocks! what new gospel is this? Did you 
not blame the very same play, when twas produced at a mornin 
bonnet show, because it en weepingly, with sobs and sniffs, a 
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ee, psalms? And did not the author alter plot and dialogue 
at your high behest, though his gorge rose at the doing of it? Dost 
know thine own mind ? 

Bump. Not five minutes together, In that I am a perfect critic, 
Nothing ever satisfies me, and I want I know not what. But the 
public pays me to lead it by the nose, and I am bound to tweak the 
— now and again for my credit as a carper. 

TRA. But the play is mounted well, the moons are lunar orbs, not. 
Dutch cheese, the walls are solid, the trees trees, not Jersey cabbages, 

Bump. Ay; but i’ the time of Shakespeare we had no scenery. 
Native chalk indicated where Juliet’s balcony stood, or Titania's bank 
bloomed in sweetness. 

Stra. The mummers! did not they mum mummingly enow? 

Bump. Why, as to that, well. But i’ the days of Garrick, of Sid- 
dons, the Keans and the Kembles, there was no such perfectness, 
’Twas the thing said, more than the manner of saying it. Andiwhat 
inflections have we not lost that never Nature whooped to? What 
sawings of the air! what elbow-waggings! Odds strides and soar- 
ings! We are sadly degenerate i’ these days. 

Stra. O happy man, to carry three hundred years o’ such green 
shoulders! Would that I, too, had lived i’ the days of the Bard of 
Avon ; smacked Jordan on the cheek and clapped hands with Davy 
Garrick in the reign o’ the second Hanoverian | 

Bump. Fool that thou art! I do but number forty years yet, as 
these ambrosial locks testify. 

Stra. Then, why dost thou, never having known any days but 
these, mens ey and pine for those that are gone for ever? 
Tis as though uld scorn my honest breeches because ed great 
uncle Toby wore small]-clothes ; or sleep on rushes because beds were 
not invented i’ the days of the Ancient Briton! Go to, Bumptio, 
thou art an ase! Tale ol OY eae ae thou knewest. 
not, and look upon, the oti. unclouded eyes. theatre hy 
new p 





send not your jackals to re lays, but go to the theatre thy- 
self, Bumptio. So shalt thou be saved from wrath to come. V; 
Vale! Fare ye well! 


, 
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BOOK OF CARVING. 
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THE GOOSE—HOW TO CARVE. 





Which ? 
THE New Historical Portrait Gallery will, so says report, 
By Lord Wan be presented to the nation ; 
Others say Sir Richard Wallace (who is also a “ good sort”) 
Is responsible for this grand presentation ; 
While a later ramour credits Smith (the Tories’ own M.P.) 
With the splendid gift—and let us hope this (S)myth-ical won’t be. 








THERE is more than one side to the question, as the rampus about 
Mr. O’Brien’s treatment in gaol discloses. This doesn’t take our 
breath away by its startling novelty. As boys, we learnt that every 
quad-wrangle must have four sides to it, 





COUNTER IRRITATION.—A lady inspecting a draper’s stock and 


































SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 
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Box, or send 7 stamps to C. Branpaver and Co.'s 
Pen Works, BrrminGHam; or to their Wholesale 
Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street, London, E.C. 
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K deetch-at tke "steer or de: al Dipabuas 


(1) The fortune-telling season bas set in 
with due severity— 
One Oroydon gipsy’s Surrey that 
she wasted her dexterity. 


(2) Some noble lords caught “ nap”-ping 
and in “Field” sports joining 
cheerfully, 

Were brought before the local beak 
in spite of pleading tearfully, 


VOL, XLIX.—wNO, 1254. 





(3) In Hucknall-Torkard (Yorks) a cute 
Salvationist bis wife he led, 
And sold her for a “bob,” which 
— it (T)orkard for the life he 
l 


(4) At the Central Hall in Holborn was 

a show of canine pugs of late. 
Which caused no end of ladies to 
pull sympathetic “ mugs” of late, 


TIP-TOPICAL . TOUCHES. 




















ina e.. 
Nor hig Fault but the fie 
GA Pretended Eton tutor collared 


Which ton dere ws Harrow in, 
and few things could be crueller, 


(5) _— eee at the Albany took 


And eed there as rortily as 
’Arry out with ‘Arriet. 
(6) The Horse Show at Olympia gives 
a if proof were needed 
st 


That cheral-ry’s still possible if | 


carefully ‘tis heeded still, 





(8) A “meandering” muddled ay 
blamed his horse's eccen 
But still was fined a sove 
— increased not his feli- 
y: 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


THERE has been no great activity in the theatrical world during 
he past week as far as evening productions are concerned, though 
there have been, and are to be, many benefits and matinées, as is 





Taz OouRTt.—“*A WHITS LIK.” 


usual in the merry springtime, Or is it summer we're engaged upon 
at present? I can never quite tell ; the rains are equally wet and the 
east winds equally piercing in both. 


I EXPECT, in point of fact, I shall have more nodding and winking 
to do on this occasion than anything else, for there is plenty of pre- 
paration for amusing and boring Her Majesty’s lieges on the tapis. 
The most important event of the immediate future appears to be the 
production of Mr. Cecil Raleigh’s new play, The Inheritance, which 
takes place at the Comedy—to-morrow as I write, though it will be 
“last Thursday” when you read. Next week I shall be able to 
inform you whether it is an “Inheritance of woe" or not. On the 
same afternoon, Messrs. Rose and Douglass’ Her Father was to be 
played at the Vaudeville, and, in the evening, Mr. Coleman's Dead 
Witness at the Olympic. In spite of its title, they say it is a “live” 
play. Perhaps Mr. Coleman will invite me to see it—Some dai! 
some dai! I hope to see it Some dai!" A son of Miss Braddon's, by 
the name of Gerald Maxwell, will appear in the piece. 


By the way, there was one production within the scope of this 
week's treatment. Mrs. Mary C. Rowsell and Mr. J. H. Dilly took a 
story, called Whips of Steel, which they had contributed to “ House- 
hold Words,” turned it into a pretty strong drama, and produced it 
at St, George’s Hall. Compression and a good cast would make it, I 
should say, a really serviceable piece of work. As played at St. 
George's Hall, the ladies had much the best of it in the matter of 
ability, Miss Edith Jordon, indeed, needs no improving upon; Mrs. 
Conyers d'Arcy and Miss Ellen Rutland also “awoke pleasurable 
emotions.” There was an anthem emanating from the tuneful stylus 
of Mr. Walter Slaughter, which put us all in a happy and devotional 
state of mind. I have all these details from “another hand.” On 
his head be it ! 


ANOTHER production also deserves notice. It was presented at the 
Criterion on the occasion of the hundredth performance of Still 
Waters, and consisted of an adaptation (always adaptations! More 
injustice to the British author!) of the automatic principle (oh! I 
beg pardon—I see!) to the distribution of opera-glasses. A small 
case is fixed in front of each occupant of the stalls, You put a 
shilling in the slot, and—there you are, Now then, Messieurs the 
managers, what's the next luxury? You've given us a place for our 
hats and coats, our umbrellas and our programmes, and supply us 
with eye-glasses, suppose you lay on coffee, ices, S. and B., &c., give 
us a light supper after Act II., and send us home in broughams, I 
sha'n't be happy till I get it. 


Or course, the most glorious of all the prospective prospects (pros- 
pectus issued long ago), is that of Mr. Augustus Harris’ new operatic 
campaign, It will be more than a prospect, though, by the time this 
meets your eye—I'm always forgetting that—great nuisance to live 
so much before yourtime! Great things were expected of Les Pécheurs 
de Perle—if you look down the list of engagements, you will soon 
begin to feel that Mr. Harris himself is a most successful pécheur de 
perles—and Faust, with Miss Macintyre and Madame Scalchi, on 
Monday ; Carmen, with Madame Marie Roze and Miss Macintyre, on 








Tuesday ; and La Traviata, with Miss Russell and Signor Talazac, on 
Thursday to-morrow), make a tolerably strong show to start off with. 
If it goes »n on this level, we music lovers will lose our heads over 
it, I’m certain, Never mind—who cares? 





ANOTHER prominent function of the future, the promoters of 
which are energetic enough to be fairly described as “untiring,” is 
the Al Fresco Fayre (how badly these hospital people spell !) at the 
Albert Hall. Concerning this I have received the following theatrical 
information :—“ Mr, Wilson Barrett will lend the original caravan 
used in The Lights o' London, and Mr. Arthur Roberts, Mr. W. 8. 
Penley, Mr. George Barrett, and others, will play showmen. In the 
old country theatre the pathetic tragedy of Who Killed Cock Robin 
will be given, together with the Mummers’ Musical Medley. In the 
village fair, which will take place in the Albert Hall, there will be 
May-day revels, procession of the May Queen, and battle of flowers 
by children.” I am also informed by the committee that “ Real 
trees are to be set up round the arena of the Albert Hall, where the 
May-day revels will be held twice daily ; that there is to be a real 
farm scene, with cows and working dairy, attended by eighteen 
ladies and gentlemen in rustic costumes; that the opening ceremony 
will take place on Wednesday next, the 29th inst.; and that season 
tickets may now be purchased from Captain the Hon. F. C. Howard, 
at the Grosvenor Hospital, Vincent Square, 8.W.” God save the 
Queen | 


WITH regard to other “ future events for to come ’’—mark you that 
Mr. Sydney Grundy’s White Lie will be told at the Court almost imme- 
diately by Mra. Kendal and Co.—Bitterness and doubt will pervade the 
thea rical atmosphere next Tuesday afternoon, when two perform- 
ances will clash—to wit—Mr. W. Sapte, Jnr.’s bitterness, otherwise 
Marah, a comedy drama; and Mr. Stanley Little’s Dowbdt, a ditto. 
Will Mr. Sapte prove the marer of Mr. Little? or Mr. Little’s Doubty 
deeds bring Mr. Sapte to his Marah bones? Who can tell? 


ON the same day (there isn’t room enough in the weeks for these 
things, you see), a benefit performance, on behalf of Mr. Rutland 
Barrington, will take place—7rial by Jury—in which Miss Lottie 
Venne, Messrs. W.S8. Penley, Courtice Pounds, Alec Marsh, and Mr. 
Barrington himeelf, will appear; Sir Arthur conducting will be part 
of the attractions, among which will be numbered, also, Mr. Weedon 
Grossmith’s unpatural “act” of drawing his brother’s tooth. On 
the 12th of next month, Mr. Brickwell gives me to understand, 
Mr. J. W. Pigott, the author of the Buvokmaker, will give a trial 
matinée, at Terry's, of Which Wins (title been used, I think), 
a new and original four act drama. — Chicot, ‘nobleman jester 
of the court of Henry IV. of France,” is the character in which 
Mr. Mansfield will next appear. The play is by Messrs. Walter 
Pollock and Joseph Hatton, and Mr. Seymour Lucas will have the 
costumes in hand—in every sense a “lovely’’ opportunity—of which 
he is quite capable of making the most.—At Toole’s, Zhe Don has 





a 
Sf HONURIA ’ ‘ 





1 S1GR FOR 





TERRY'S.—_THE GRAND SIGHER. 


been withdrawn, and Mr. Toole is now playing his Artful Cards, and 
“ raking in the shiners” over it.—Zrue Heart will be produced at the 
Princess's on the 3rd of June—this is giving you June notice.—They 
tell me The Grandsire isa beautiful play, and was beautifully played. 
This makes me sorry I wasn't invited to look at it, being a grand 
sigher myself after the unattainable —Richard III. has settled down 
into a very enjoyable entertainment ; there is some sterling acting in 
the piece, and the show is superb. NESTOR. 
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A WARNING TO THE PUBLIC. 


THE last corner we are threatened with is a Bottle Syndicate, or combination of bottle manufacturers to control the price of bottles. 
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The secretary of the Bottle Syndicate was just rubbing his hands comfortably at the blindness of Parliament to trade combinations against the public, when a 
stranger stepped in. ‘“ Ahem! good day,” said the stranger, “I am the secretary of the Public League for the Abolition of Bottles. The public have combined, and 
decided to use no more bottles, but have their wine in in casks and so forth.” 
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And the poor Bottle Secretary wildly snatched up his hat and ran out to obtain redress somewhere—anywhere, but he fainted on the way. However, luckily for him, it 
happened close to the Houses of Parliament, and a few hundred commercial members—the majority of the House of Oommons—happening to come by, found him, 
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So that little matter was soon settled. It was decided at once that any attempt at combination on the part of the public was a conspiracy of the grossest kind, and a 
bill was passed placing the matter in the hands of the police. And one or two unhappy offenders who ventured to have in their wine in casks—— 
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THE EXACT STATUS OF FRANCE. 


PHILOSOPHIC inquiry is our hobby. Lately we have been much 
interested in solving the problem of the positicn and influence of 
France in regard 
to the rest of the 
world ; andit was 
for the obtaining 
of correct infor- 
mation on this 
point that we just 
ran over to 
Paris last week. 
We had pre- 
viously discover- 
ed, through the 
medium of the 
newspaper agony 
column, that 
General Bou- 
langer is 666, 
and Apollyon, 
and ail _ that 
—as were also 
Napoleon the Third and Bismarck, and a few others. 

We issued from the Gare du Nord, and began our inquiries 
immediately. Our eye lighted upon a Parisian workman of the 
reguiation pleasant and intelligent type. His beard was ecrubby— 
one week old that very morning, poor little thing—his face was 
grubby, his eye was dull, but vaguely threatening, his gaze was full 
of resentment, he was perfumed with onions, absinthe, and dirty 
clothes, 

We said—by way of introduction—*“ Will mister be so good as to 
indicate by where we shall take for the Exhibition?” 

And the typical one replied, “‘ What do I know! it is not my affair. 
You can ask a Valet de place, or go to New Caledonia.” 

Bat we said, ‘ Mister has, perhaps, gloriously assisted in the erection of 
that great, that magnificent Exhibition?” And he replied, “ Devil, 
but it is true,” 

Then we inquired if mister the excellent citizen would driok ; 
and he replied, resentfully, that he would. We drank ; and then we 
came to the point. 

Would mister inform us, we begged, as to the position and influence 
of France in regard to the rest of the world? 

The intelligent mechanic said, “ France is degraded. She lies to 
herself. The heel of the bourgeois is on her neck. Her streets are 
dirty; they require washing with blood. Next Sunday week, ata 
quarter to four, the standard of the citizens of Belleville will be 
raised, and the streets will be washed, and all the foreign devils of 
visitors to the Exhibition will be guillotined, and their exhibits 
smashed to atoms : and then the Exhibition will belong to the People, 
and it and France will be great and glorious,” 

We gratefully took down this information in our note-book, and 
left him murdering his mother-in-law by sawing her into seven pieces, 

We pursued our inquiry. Spotting a journalist, we began, as before, 
by inquiring the way to the Exhibition. 

“Bacred! the Exhibition is here—everywhere! Europe—the 
world—the universe—what are these but the Paris Exhibition?” he 
explained : “ without the Exhibition the course of nature would stop 

—the sun would 
_— —*t == a | be extinguished. 
— — | Listen, let us see, 

by blue !|——” 

This was just 
the sort of prac- 
tical and statis- 
tical information 
we were in search 
of ; and with 
tremulous eager- 
ness we opened 
our note-book to 
its widest stretch 
and let his words 
pour into it. 

“As to the 
position and in- 
fluence of the 
great France 
with relation to 
the rest of the 
world?” wesaid, 

“The rest of the world?" he replied. “What is that? There is no 
rest of the world. The world is France—France is Paris—Paris is 
the Exhibition—behold all! And see you—this 1ss’—this magnifi- 























cent year of one thousand eight hundred and four-score nine—is it 
not the anniversary of the year of the world—the mighty 1789? My 
faith, but yes! Let us sit and let us drink a bock, and I will make 
you know all. 

‘‘The nations—bah! There are no nations—await, spell-bound, the 
attitude of France in this great year. Your very Chairman of 
Railway Company, did he not swim across the Straits on his 
hands and knees to do homage to Boulanger, and conduct him to 
your land? Very well—what is Boulanger? Nobody in France, 
but an atom—a speck of dust; but, being a speck of the dust of 
France, to the rest of the world a mighty and terrible power—a 
demigod—a ruler. Is it not? 

“ Very well—hold a moment. The sun—is he not twenty thousand 
billions of kilometres from the earth—from France? Good! And 
is he not nine hundred thousand million billions of ]sagues in 
circumference, and more’ Yet, what is the sun in importance 
compared with billions of other luminaries, each one a million billions 
of trillions of times larger than he? Now, hold—all these luminaries 
—all space—dare not move one inch through space, if France should 
but lift her little finger and forbid it! And it was for the lighting of 
the great and sublime Exhibition of 1889 that the sun and these 
other luminaries were invented and made. They sprang from France, 
and are dependent on France. * * * * . 
Let France but move an eye, and they cease to exist. Bismarck— 
bah ! there is no Bismarck !—Turns green with fear! Awake, citizens 
of France to your glory!” 

This information was most useful and practical, Our note-book 
was getting full. 

“It is curious,” we remarked, timidly, “that this very year which 
records one hundred years of France's deliverance, should also be the 
centenary of the American Republic's great founder.” 

The Parisian journalist stared dreamily. 

“What is the American Republic?” he asked, “The Republic is 
France—there is no other Republic!” 

Then he wonderiogly gazed at a map of the world—a French map 
of the world, containing France and her possessions, and a few small 
dots. 

‘Which of these dots is the American Republic?” he asked, evi- 
dently eager for information. We were ignorant enough to be unable 
to identify it, so he dismissed the subject. ‘“ And then taste—France 
is taste. Tnere is no good taste but in France. Does not the Paris 
journalist write columns daily about the good taste of France? Is it 
not a glorious topic? See nowanexample. Does not France open 
her hospitable arms and generously invite the whole world to enter 
her boundaries, and briog their wares, and come to the Exhibition ? 
And dces she not impose a tax of tenpence per head upon all foreign 
visitors that come? Live the good taste of France! Death of my 
life!” 

We returned happy and satisfied, for we had ascertained the exact 
position of France in the scheme of the universe, 








Relief from Tea-dium., 


Mr. Picton denounces the duty on tea, 
Which sixpence per pound still continues to be 
(The duty and not the price, don’t you see), 
And all such unfairness the Leicester M.P. 
Declares he'll be awfully strict on, 
And every tea-drinker must surely agree 
‘Tis a very good notion .’s pick’d on. 





New Leaves. 

“ Key to Bookkeeping,” by Charles Cummins (Effingham, Wilson 
and Co.). This is a handy book for counting-house clerks or business 
people who need to have well-kept books. — The third number of 
Murray's Penny Pocket Guide, being Cambridge and Ely, should be 
useful to both residents and visitors, as it is well done.—‘‘ The Repub- 
lic of Uruguay,” issued by the consulate of the Republic, puts us 
in possession of statistical data of the position of the country in 
1888 and its prospects in 148%, — Play is the name of a new journal 
for cricketers and ‘all athletes’’ which has just started an “innings.’’ 
It seems likely to make a good “score,” albeit it would probably 
prefer to keep long “ out.’”’—“ The Stage,’’ by an Actor (Gaskill, 
Jones and Co.). Perhaps it may be a bit of good luck should this 
voice ‘from behind the scenes,” professedly a “record of ill luck,” 
reach the ears of the many stage-struck aspirants and would-ke 
actors.—‘‘ The Real Macbeth,” by The Real Macduff (Swann, Sonnen- 
schein and Co.). This is a curiously comical attempt at comicality, 
and a “sight” for serious jokists to see. 





How can we account for the fact that although Dr, Johnson lived 
before Dickens he is said to have known “ Boz” well? 
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(Handsomely put, considering.) 
Monsieur Bonaventure.—“ 1 HAVE PROMENADED MYSELF THROUGH YOUR SO NOBLE GALLERAI OF PEINTURES; I HAVE SEEN YOUR 
FISHERMAN'S ’UTS, YOUR YOUNG DoGS, AND YOUR PLUMP BEBE3; I HAVE ADMIRED THE PATIENCE OF MESSIEURS YOUR ARTISTS, ANC 


ESTIMATED THE MOVABLE WEIGHT OF MESDEMOISELLES THEIR MODELS; 


AND, NOW THAT IT IS ALL OVER, I CAN LAY MY HAND 


UPON MY HEART AND SAY, ‘I DO NOT BEAR—A YOUR CONTREE THE GRUDGE, I FORGIVE MY SUFFERINGS, I LO-OVE Z8 ENGLBESH STILL!'" 


THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
No. 20.—THE CHILD AND THE PHILOSOPHER. 
SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, Philosopher and Sage; the Apparition 
of a CHILD. 

STRABISMUS, I dream! I dream! Of a verity some nightmare 
rides me. Yet I wake, and the lamp burns dimly. Tom-cats talk on 
the leads outside, Who and what art thou? 

THE CHILD. I am the spirit of childhood. Look upon me, 

STRA. This bears lie on the face of it, for tis long since a child I 
was, but I remember. Odds plump bodies and sturdy legs! odds red 
cheeks and April eyes, ready to smile and weep at the same moment! 
Odds tops fms balls, odds treacle-sucks and flying bladders! I shall 
reach my second childhood shortly, they tell me; but it will not be 
merry, like the first, Ah me, my youth! 


CHILD, Yet Iam youth. 
STRA. Art the loathsome mockery of that sweet state and gracious 


then? Thou wearest a crown of bitter thorns, and thy locks are 
scant and matted with dripping gore, and thou art covered with 
wounds and bruises and cruel festering sores. Ah, ah !—thy limbs 
are broken! Scarce canst thou drag thyself along. O pitiful! In 
good sooth tell me what art thou, and from whence? 

CHILD. Heaven created me, they say, though I can scarce believe 
it, and man begot me, and has made me what I am. Bitter want 
and sore woe and evil usage and foul outrage are my playfellows, 
disease was my grandam, and a gin-drinking hag my mother. 





STRA. Thou hast another mother, wise and merciful, in the State. 

CHILD. Anan? 

StrA. O, ignorant spawn! See where she sits on high, keeping a 
watchful eye on the poor cab-horses that their brutal drivers whip 
them not overmuch. 

CHILD. They whip me every day, and I heed not. And methinks 
the horses have a thicker skin than I, 

STRA. See the man she is about to hang o’ the gibbet : an evil man 
is he—caught pulling the feathers out of a pigeon’s wing and crop- 
ping bull-dogs’ ears, 

CHILD. They have pulled out my hair by the fistful. 

STRA. La, la! there goes a costermonger driving a sick donkey ! 
O, vile wretch! But see, Mother State has him by the scruff; she 
will trounce him soundly, I warrant you ! 

CHILD, Yet have I scrubbed a floor with a broken arm, and father's 
stick watching to see that all was featly done, and no one heeded, 

STRA. Go to! go to! Arta member of the surplus population? 
Scallywag that thou art, with scarce a semblance of humanity about 
thee, dost thou think the State was made to retrieve the grievances 
of such as thee? Ifa young horse thou wast, or even a young dog, 
or a foal donkey, men and women with hearts i’ their purses might 
pity thee! (io, go, out of sight, out of mind, and out of hearing 
for my gorge rises at thee, puling misery ! 

CHILD. I will go, I will go! wend pa your honour’s pardon. I, 
sha!l soon die, maybe, for they insured me t’other day, and ‘twas that 
that killed my little brothers and sisters, Fare ye well! 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 19. 





Here he is on Saturday night, a-going on like anything, and up to 
all manner— 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Cave sugar canem—that is FUN’s warning to the Government. 
Apparently they are not so sweet on the taccharine convention as 
they were, for in both Houses on Monday it was announced 
that the Sugar Bill would be postponed. The infant Briton 
is very much in arms at the prospect of ariee in lollipops, and <leclares 
that candy was made to go down, not up; but the Sloperian Ministry 
of the day seem disposed to propagate the extension of ‘' Unsweet- 
ened,” Therefore on Monday Master William Henry Smith wanted 
to make believe he had lost his sugar-stick, and to put the boys off 
with butter-scotch. They declined the b.-s, however, not that they 
liked the sugar-stick more, but they cannot forego the delight of 
making poor Master William Henry unhappy. 











Tuk Lost SUGABR-STICK... VARTER WILLIAM HENKY TRISS TO PACIFY 
HIS TORMENTORS WITH BUTTER-SCOTCH, 


Lord Meath pleads for physical education, Those in statu pupil- 
lari at Dotheboys Hall say, if he means brimstone and treacle, they've 
had enough of it; but if he advocates the substitution of cricket for 
classics, football for figures, and Jarks for Latin, they agree with him. 

From sugar to tea was a natural transition on Monday in the Com- 
mons, and Mr. Picton ably pleaded, on behalf of the British working- 
man, for the remission of the tax on tea—the B, W.-M. says this will 
suit him toa ft. 

‘A little more sugar, please,” was first among the orders of the day 
in the Commons on Tuesday. Sir William Harcourt found that the 
Worms will turn—the Baron very warmly insisting that the Colonists 




















And here you have him on Sunday morning (threepenny bit for the 
collection all complete) escorting his dear (and wealthy) aunt tochurch. 


favour the international project to beat French beet out of the 
market. Mr. Crawford in Supply advocated the distribution of Blue 
Books among constituencies. What have the poor constituencies done 
to deserve this? There was a good deal of discussion on the expenses 
of the Stationery Department. FUN wishes the expenses of all the 
departments would remain stationary instead of rising so rapidly. 

On Tuesday, in the Commons, 


OSBORNE MORGAN played the organ, 
This was the cheerful tune— 

“The Welshman’s church knock off its perch, 
And, oh, let it be soon.” 


Regular Welsh week last, for on same evening touching peroration 
in Cymric, by “ Mahon”; and on Wednesday Stuart Rendel was to 
the front on Welsh Education. The G. O. M. stood up for gallant 
little Wales; and, although “the man from Shropshire’’ raised his 
vote against the Bill, Paddicals showed their gratitude by supporting 
Radicals and Gladicals. In result, the Bill was read a second time. 
Without a division, in fact, Stuart Rendel took the poo]. On Thursday 
Mr. Bradlaugh came out strong on his pet Perpetual Pensions Aboli- 
tion. When men like Jennings, V.C., sweep crossings, and noble no- 
bodies draw tens of thousandsa year for the services of their ancestors 
or ancestresses, FUN considers the nation ought to blush with shame, 
and on this question says emphatically, “ Bravo, Brailaugh!” 








The Scales of Justice. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


THERE isn't a doubt, as I’ve made out 
In course of sundry rambling, 

That many an ill has oft, and will 
Again, come forth from gambling. 


Both the tag-rag and peer, each in his sphere, 
May feel its fascination ; 

And the streets and the “ pubs,” like tip-top clubs 
Find room for speculation. 


’Tis a downright curse, and waxeth worse, 
Grave persons urge discreetly ; 

Though how to recluce its frequent use, 
Is not yet known completely. 


The urchin whose loss at pitch and toss, 
Amounts to perhaps a copper, 
Ought to alter his ways, and “seven days” 
For him is counted proper. 


But supposing a lord, with purse well-stored, 
At baccarat dropped money, 

If they punished his freaks with, say “two weeks,” 
Oh, wouldn't it seem funny? 





BLUE BLOOD,—Kensiogton Gore, 
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Out of the Hurly-Burlington House. 


I’'vE been to the Royal Academy show—having been by the 
editor told 

Off for to scribble my views of the same for a matter o’ 
silver and gold— 

And some of the pictures are good, and some bad, and some 
pretty warm and some cold, 

And some of them mannered and some of them skied, and 
some of them floored and some sold. 

The same old game, bless you! with babies and boats, Vene- 
tians and “ classics” (so bold !) 

And portraits, seas, Jandscapes, an ache for your back and 
crick for your neck as of old. 


Here’s the President’s “ Sybil,” a beautiful thing, if regarded 
as drawing and paint, 

But if asked if I think it expressive at all, I must Sybilly say 
that it ain’t. 

And his other thing, “ Playing at Ball,’ don’t you know, has 
the regular time-honoured taint, 

With its feminine, delicate colour and things, and attitudes 
comic and quaint. 

And I hope you won’t look on my words as severe and my 
praises as feeble and faint, 

I pledge you my word it don’t trouble me greatly, I’m not 
making any complaint. 

We'll take Mr, Solomon’s parable next,on account of its 
being so big, 

I don’t altogether just see what it means, but I don’t care for 
that—not 'a fig. 

I see it’s well painted and jolly well drawn, and, although it 
may seem infra dig., 

The artist is up to some sort of a lark, and a-running the rum- | 
miest rig, 

A couple of parties are rolling down hill with the merriment 
known to the grig, 

While another above is eloping (I think) with the late Mr. 
Montague Tigg. 

Then we come to the “ Spanish Armada,” we do—Mr. Lucas, he gives 
us the tip— 

And we take off our hats, with a mighty “ Hurrah!” and the usual 
“Hip! hip! hip!” 

It's not that we're struck of a heap with the style, though it’s painted 
with plenty o’ grip, 

There’s point in the Spaniard, and also in Drake, and I like the 
historical ship ; 

But a hint of that fight of Elizabeth's days gives our pride an 
encouraging nip, 

And we swell in the chest and enlarge in the head, and a cheer 
tumbles over the lip. 


“ Murthly Water,” a masterly picture, you'll notic3, it’s worthy in 
every way 

(And pretty much quite what a soul might expect from) the brush 
of Sir John HE. Millais, 

“The Passing of Arthur,” by Mr. Dicksee, too, will readily pass, | 
should say. 

Another Millais, “The Old Garden,” I’m thinking his best in the 
show any day. 

“The Young Duke,” next to it, goes in for a very un-Du(ke)- 
“conky ” sort of display ; 

And Mr. Val Princep’s ‘Eve Waking” (and squatting) is cleverly 
done for us—eh ? 


Of right Mr. Waterhouse gives us “Ophelia”; the maiden is 
plainly “distraught” ; 

Of course, “Her First Love-Letter’s” graceful and Stone-y, beyond 
“it is naught—it is naught.” 

In ‘Sunflow'rs and Moonflow'rs” we find all the merits, as well as 
demerits, were taught 

To know in ‘‘a Leslie,” and here we all have it with sweet insipidity 
fraught. 

Then “ good old” John Gilbert, the ruddy dab gives us he gives when 
he ever gives aught. 

The Cardinal’s face and expression (and garments) have been very 
happily caught. 

‘An Al Fresco Toilette” (by Fildes) is Venetian : you’ll guess its main 
features, | know— 

ae girls, all good-looking, loose clothing, white stockings, and 
slippers hung on at the toe ; 

And then for our L. Alma-Tadema’s marble (it’s marbleous tecnique) 
we go— 

Its ton slippiness, marbleness, sets us admiringly murmuring, 
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THE FORCE OF HABIT. 
Tramp.—“ Spare a copper for a poor man,—very hungry, good lady—or a bit 
| o’ bacca for a poor old man.” 


They must have been good to keep fish in, the temples they builded 
and polished up so ; 

But none of us know what the deuce and the dickens it’s meant to 
convey to us, though! 


You'll spot Mr. Hacker's “ Return of Persephone ” (guessing his return 
isn’t small), 

And Mr. Frank Millet’s respectable “ Trumpeter,’’ Miss H. Montalba's 
nice ‘* Wall”; 

Mr. B. Riviere’s pretty “ Pale Cynthia” frequently you will recall ; 

The “regular” thing, ‘To the Front’ (Lady Butler), is not very 
likely to pall; 

To call Mr. Sargent’s whole lot extra stunners is not writing any too 
tall. 

(You see I've selected these pictures just anyhow, not in no order at 
all.) 


“ Over the Nuts and the Wine” (Dendy Sadler) is excellent work you 
will say ; 

“ Hush! let him Sleep,” a north-country interior’s done by T. Faed, 
the R.A, 

“The Sisters” (G. Boughton) is more than acceptable—/ would 
accept, anyway. 

Mr. F. Yeames has a new “ Baby’s Opera” (hope he'll be finding it 
pay). (is gay— 

Marks sends a hermit along with some “ Pelicans,” surely that hermit 

Better look out, or the ‘“‘slops” will arrest them for spending their 
substance on play! 

“In his ’a’s Footsteps,” by Mr. 8. Waller, is Wallerall over, of course— 

Boy and papa and mamma and accessories all leading up to a horse— 

Still, it cannot be denied that it’s painted with plenty of vigour and 


force. 
“ Adonis’s Garden,” by Mr. J. Weguelin, shows this good painter's 
resource remorse) ; 


(I've altered his title to fit with the rhyme, and without any kind of 
All praises of Herkomer’s ‘‘ Charterhouse” Chapel, I’m sure you will 
freely endorse. 


“The banks of A. Water” (it’s Allan, I’m meaning), no doubt, are 
uncommonly damp, cramp. 
And Mr. H. Schmaltzs young lady is clearly a suffering martyr to 
You'll find some more pictures around, as you'll guess, of sufficiently 
prominent stamp ; | usual scamp. 
And much of the sculpture is plainly deserving of more than the 
Sut I've said all, | think, that it's needful to say, and so I had better 
decamp— [my gamp. 
I will when I find that small ticket affair, and succced in reclaiming 
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ScENE—London, TiME—the Present. Dramatis Persone—A poor ‘ BOULANGER” gaid an oracle, “is no more likely to put down the 
woman, husband-deserted, sleeping in the open air for weeks, the true republican spirit in France by a series of silly intrigues than 
garbage of the streets her only food—Her end, starvation— Death the fine art of flogging would be stopped if all the schoolboys in 
ina gaol. Yet promiscuous charity isasin, Are we not told so? Europe conspired to burn down all the birch forests.” Good oracle ! 
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“FUN’S” TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 








Ask MS Sanger 
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[It slrike you with a clove Mobbing balloonisls The new alfraction on the Eiffel Tower. 
(1) The“ New Wimbledon ” at Bisley has (3) An Anglo-Eastern Wizard-gent, a {| (5) What with Hyde Park bands of mu- (7) Some aeronaute, descending near 
been private-viewed, we hear ; long-lost earring found sic, daily concerts maybe plays — | the East-end in a fix — 
And shootists will be Bisley onthe | By a drag ; and therefore gaineda | You cannot Hyde the fact that soon Were bashed by furious natives 
job some time next year. | patient ‘earing all around. this (s)Park will be ablaze. who'd an air o' nauguty tricks. 
(*) A bull hurled Mr. Sanger in the air (4) A startled steed at Knightsbridge, | (6) Two Frenchmen (whose cognomens (4) A Luxemburg reporter has evolved 
a while ago. when a “bike” came in ite path, | we won t advertise at all)— from out his brain, 
We hope “ George” will soon recover | In fury “killed” the monster—oh, | In Regent Street fought wildly— A centenarianess at Paris —what au 
from this Sanger-uinary blow. what (ps)cycle-ological wrath! full of bittercese and Gaul. Eil-fel-utin’ strain | 
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Tas Exuriag.—Twat’s Yoce Somr-ts! with her the celebrated cargo of 
OB4EMIA5, MOGT CBARMIANG! cupids and nice girls. 
ear 


ite aid and she shows a pictare of herself being 
poisoned am asp—just to display her knowledge o i 
things and prove that she is the real Tichborne. 


Ey 
y 


Bort I never said it was that the story of a ballet 
should be comprehensible, and as as Wilhelm designs the dresses, 
Madame Lanner invents and arranges the details and procures for us 
sufficiently capable and attractive exponents, and the music doesn't 
bother us one way or another, I don't think there is much any of us 
are inclined to sigh for. Still, the Cleopatra idea is something well 


The Battle of Hastings, Signing of the 
Murder of the Princes, to say nothing of The Last Hours of Queen 
pains ee eee seo ee eee 
erpsichorean treatment. Just fancy Edith di ing the body of 
Harold Hardrada in three gal a hich ah. @ King dehn 
“signing the deed” to the accompaniment of a dance of knights in 
armour ! Sen dr ee ne eee Gone Blow ond 
the Fair Rosamund also rises us. Oh, the idea's lovely! 


Bur to return to (Cleopatra, It is a op x mena show, with no 
I don’t call him 


tasteless to mar it. Wilhelm’'s 
Mr. or Haguire, because the regs doesn't ; besides, Wilhelm 
may bea of old nobility for what I know—Wilhelm's dresses, I 
; say, besides their beauty of colour 
and , Show just enough 
know and research to be 
interesting, and to provide the 
antiquary with a good excuse 
for stopping out late, and coming 
home “reeking of tobacco 
smoke,” if the missis is rusty 
about it. Signor Albertieri is a 
clever dancer; but I don't like 
male ballet dancers. Signorini 
Maria Giuri and Malvina 
Cavallazzi are well fitted for 
Cleopatra and Anthony respec- 
tively. Any Giuri would give a 
verdict to former for know- 
ledge and neatness of execution, 
I'msure. But none of them have 
anything like the personal charm 
of Mile. de Sortis. The scenery 
is excellent, and Mr. Hervé's 
music, some of the best of its 
class I have ever heard. 
pen yroee Cleopatra will be 
as seductive in Leicester 
Square a: «ver she was on the banks of the Nile. The priest 
of Isis is good ! 


Tas OComED: (morning).—Everyore who saw Mr, Cecil Raleigh's 

















THe EMPIne.—Jack-I8-THEGREEN OF 
THE PERIOD; Back VIEW OFA PRIEST 
or (Panny) letra. 

























































Tus ExPingk.—Tee SERPENT OF OLD NILZ. 





(and seemingly fruitlessly) schemed to become of, and what 
the consequences were to the thus beggared hero and heroine, we are 
obviously an act short. Of course the Doctor would find it out directly 
the beroine attempted to prove the improperly attested will, which 
they all make such a fuss about, and which is no willatall Don't 
you think “ Extraordinary Will Case” would revel in huge type in all 
the newspapers, and eventually reach whatever distant and yellow- 
fevery spot the Doctor had sailed to! 


A SIMPLEE plan for Mr. Raleigh to adopt, however, will be to see 
that the will is properly attested, and so solidify the basis of an ex- 
c2ptionally and strongly dramatic play—a course he has proba- 
bly adopted long ere this. Of course, that was only my larks when I 
said the piece wasn't long enough; in point of fact it is a bit too 
long in parts, and should be subjected to some ruthless cutting in the 
first and second acts. I'm inclined to think a good deal of the 
elongation and repetition in the dialogue was due to some unsafety of 
memory on the part of one or two of the performers, but it couldn't 
bave been all their fault. A strong cast greatly assisted the un- 
doubted effect of the play, Miss Vane Featherston coming out with 
considerable power in a rather unexpected line. 


Nops AND WINKs —Mr. Barrett’s Nowadays is now running at 
the Princess's pending the arrival of Mr. Byatt’s True Heart.—Mr. 





Tas CoMEDY.—AN ILL-USED PARTY; OR, THE TRICMPH OF CHARLEY 
BERESFORD! 


J. A. Cave is rejoicing “the nobility, gentry, and inhabitants in the 
vicinity of the Borough Road” by a performance of The Old Toll 
House, with two new and strong scenes added. NESTOR. 
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_THE DYNAMITE CLOCK. 
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or Moonlight Moike the 
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THAT LUCKY LANDOWNER! 


the state of our rural districts. Farms, of which the leases run out, remain unlet, because land does 
Socialist arguers, that it would be quickly taken by those who are thirsting fora 












A CONTRIBUTOR to the Glebe giv a a depressing account of 
not pay. He says:—“ Now, when land fills vacant, one would think, from the 
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stare of the soil. 
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if Dlier isa 4 t (Di i ‘ r kno 4 CC bbler who wat nota-> lalist ¢) ” What a shame another feu W should have tds laud lustead O lle, ald He, 
“Pore fellers like me wants State protection and assistance. 





“ Blest if I don't vo and d-and it of the landgrabber of an owner!” he said: and he did. “My dear fellow,” exclaimed the owner, “take it, and welcome: | assure 
you I’m glad to get rid of it!” 





He accepted it. We passed by when be'd enjoyed it for a yearortwo. “Look ere’ said he, “it’sa shame as other coves should have money and things, when I've only got 
thie dirty land! We pore landowners wants State protection and assistance.” [// engag inagitationto bring ina bill njpel capitalists to pu: chase his land. 
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THE TWO NIGHTINGALES. 


(‘It is said that the real nightingale hus at last been heard in Ireland,” — Daily paper.) 
THE TRUE NIGHTINGALE SINGING OF HOPE AND HOME RULE, WHILE THE “IRISH NIGHTINGALE” (JACKASS 


BRAYS OF CHAINS AND COERCION, 


VULGARIS) STILL . 
| See Cartoon Verses, p. 236 
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YOUTH AND CRABBED AGH. 


(“ In a recent case at Newcastle, when a man was sentenced to two months ‘with 
nest De comets eamiling 6 sites with a ly prisoner's ‘advanced age’ 
was a remission of the hard . As he was only 57 years old, 
the bench declined to see any force in the argument, especially as the ruffian 
appeared to be quite hale and yg Nevertheless, the magisterial mind must 

or the sentence would not have been accompanied 
prisoner been a younger man, he would have got 
evant of thais being ‘mere bopa, while old age is supposed to begin os 60 thers 
on accoub ° ; \ 
- only 30 years during which : full force “Of the law can make itself felt.”— 
ewspaper. 

A. Look at this horrible ruffian—he is pulling off a child’s head. 
What a demon he must be! Let us give him into custody, that he 
may fee] the full and terrible 
severity of that punishment 
which he so richly-——— 

B. Panishment? Oh!—I 
see what you mean; but you 
could not punish a mere babe 
for an tion like that. 
The culprit is not yet quite 
twenty—he wants fully half 
an hour of that age, so his 
offence must not judged 
too severely. Now, if he had 
been older—— Oh, it doesn’t 
matter a bit that he’s six feet 
high and as muscular as a 
blacksmith, But of course 
you can give him in charge if 
you like, only be gentle with 
him, 

POLICEMAN. Eh? take him 
up? Why, he’s only an in- 
fant. Oh, well, I'll take him 
in charge if you demand it ; only I don’t know what the magistrate’!l 
say to you, 

MAGISTRATE. What is this trumpery and frivolous charge? Why 
do you bring this unweaned babelet to me? Pulled off an infant's 
head? Pooh! How’s he to know right from wrong,—a poor little 
fellow under twenty! Look here, you person who gave him in charge, 
I give you seven days ‘with bard’ for wasting my time and making a 
fool of yourself. Bring the little prisoner here that I may pat his 
head, Is his nurse here? No?—then let an inspector take him care- 
fully home to his parents. 





7 - * * . * 

A. There, now I suppose he can be punished ; he is burning his 
mother alive on the kitchen range—now let's seize him, and give him 
into cus—— 

B. No,no! He's too young—— 

A. Young! Young? Why—hang it! he's got a great beard, and 
he's twice the size of most people, and has a fist like a steam hammer, 
and he's thirty-nine if he’s a day-—— 

B., That's just it. He's only thirty-nine, and in the eye of the 
dispensers of the Jaw he's of—not exactly tender age, but he’s not old 
enough for the law to exert its se verest—ah—— 

A. Well, but—good heavens! confound and dash it all !—bless my 
soul! when will he be old enough? 

B. Ob, the age of forty is generally considered by the most com- 
petent authorities—the magistratese—to be the age of full moral con- 
sciousness, the age at 
which justice may, with- 
out want of due tender- 
ness, exert her severity. 
The young thing will be 
exactly forty in another 
ten minutes, so if we give 
him in charge then 

* 7. a * 
I'll go and find a police- 
man. Ha, here's one 
coming at last; we'll go 
along and charge him. 

MAG. Who's this poor 
old man, and why is he 
thus dragged up by un- 
feeling and heartless—— 

A, Please your worship, 
he’s in the prime of life— 
he’s not an old man——— 

Maa. But he says he’s 








past forty by at least ten minutes, 

B, There—we're too late, you see. If we could only have got him 
here ten minutes earlier—but I couldn’t find a policeman at the 
moment, 





MAG. What’s he done? Roasted his motheralive. Hum—well it’s 
a serious offence ; and if he had been a younger man I should have 
made an example of him. He must be of better conduct for the 
future, Hecan go now, and just help him down the steps, constable ; 
he may be infirm at his age. 


* oa . * * o 

A. If there isn’t that ruffian at it again! He’s skinning a horse 
alive, this tix2! I don’t care—I will give him in charge and see if——_ 

Mac, Eh?—hum! A most horrible and atrocious crime —the 
worst case of brutal and debased savagery I ever——Ah, prisoner, 
what age are you? Eh? “Fifty?” Poor old creature! Why, 
however could you manage to totter to the court? Why weren’t you 
in an invalid chair? What gross cruelty to one of his years! Why, 
he must be perfectly helpless and decrepit. Give him five shillings 
out of the poor-box, and provide him with a bath chair, and a 
respirator, and beef-tea, and convey him, tenderly, home. Poor old 
thing! To think of the heartless thoughtlessness of people in bring- 
ing such poor old creatures here ! 

* * * * * * 
L’ENVOI. 

THE POBLIC. What’s this?—a magistrate. What does he want? 
“ His salary?’’ Oh, dear no—such a young person is not fit to receive 
a salary as a magistrate. Why, he’s only forty—not out of his teens. 
Let him be sent back to school until he’s arrived at years of discretion. 

* «*  #  # Hh? He’s come back again, and wants bis salary 
now? How oldisie now? “Forty-one.” Pooh! He must be in 
his dotage at that advanced age, and totally unfit to be a magistrate. 
We can’t pay salaries .o people who are in their dotage—take him 
away, and bring somebody in the prime of life | 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCE TOWER. 
UNGALLANT Lords—not content with their callous slight upon 
the Deceased Wife’s Sister a few days ago—on Monday they again 
emphasized their hostility to lovely woman, by declaring themselves 












Te COUNTY pss he rE\ 
L COUNCIL (Say He 




















“not content” with Lord Meath’s proposal to admit ladies tothe County 
Council. Our artist has depicted the Jatest phase of Paradise, the 
Peri and the Peers. The fair sex are generally credited with Conserva- 
tive tendencies ; but if ever they get the Franchise they will probably 
remember old scores, when the question of the “ mending or ending’’ 
of the House of Lords comes on the tapis. On Tuesday Colonel Nolan 
complained of the privilege of introducing strangers to view the 
fresces in the Committee rooms being taken from the Commons but 
retained by the Lords—Tim Healy suggested removing the frescoes— 
Why not remove the Lords? Sir George Campbell gave expression 
to a general wonderment when he asked why only the menials of the 
Field Club were fined, while noble lords escaped scot free, It’s very 
fine to be a noble lord. 

Notwithstanding the preliminary of would-be clever Baumann, the 
Peckhamite Sir J. Pease on Wednesday obtained a second reading for 
his Bill abolishing the Coal and Wine Dues of the port of London 
(Wine Dues relate not only to the port, but the sherry). 

Last week Lord Alderley was naturally backed up in the House of 
Landlords in his Bill to prevent the destruction of hares by farmers ; 
perhaps when the Lords are muzzled somebody will look after the 
destruction of farm produce by hares. 

Mr. Atkinson in the Commons inveighed against speeches of more 
than fifteen minutes’ duration ; the Speaker agreeing with him, cut 
him short by calling him to order when he had spoken five. 
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(1) Avoid mixing paste in a Hot Kitchen, a marble slab is best. 
eggs and mix with equal quanties of water, butter, &c. 
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“FUN’S” COMPLETE GUIDE TO COOKERY AND CARVING. 
BACHELOR’s PupDING.—How To MAKE. 
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(2) Pat the flour ina heapand diva holeinthe centre. (3) Whisk briskly the yolks of six 
(4) Now place in and well knead together all ingredients. 5) Your paste should now be smooth and elastic, 


and should be worked backwards and forwards. (6) REMEMBER, ALWAYS ROLL FROM YOU. 





FUN IN HOLLAND. 


I was at the King of Holland’s birthday féte. Much good it did 
me. I suppose you’ve been to Amsterdam, have you? They call it 
the northern Venice, sometimes; a parcel of nonsense that, I say. 
It’s a nice place, though ; andIlikethe Dutchmen, Dutchmen suit me, 
they do. They’re not all humbug, like the French, and they're not 
all impudence and stale fat, like the Germans. But Dutchmen smoke 
long oo and drink schnapps—do they? That's all you know about 
it! Holland’s about as much like a Teniers’s picture as General 
Boulanger’s like Napolean the Great—blow himself, and do the 
frog and bull business into the bargain. People think that all 
Dutchmen go about singing Mynheer van Dunck, and drinking 
brandy and water. Their water isn't over good, and they don't waste 
much of it in mixing, I can tell you. 

Bismarck wants to make out that the Dutch have a good deal of 
Sympathy with the Germans. That's a fine Ananias effort, anyhow. 
They hate ’em like poison. Your Dutchman gets his living squarely 
enough, Your German’s a greedy speculator—a chap who gets in by 
having an ear for the key-hole. Hang Germans, I say ! hat were 
the fétes about,? Well! women with skull caps of lace, and with 
gold bands over their heads, walked about the streets and went and 
wolfed down pancake things, and then had some neat spirits on the 





top of that. That’s the reason, I suppose, they didn’t have many 
roundabouts in the fairs. The Dutch are a cautious people, and have 
a little respect for their insides, though not over often. nm some of 
‘em go in sort of house boats, on the dykes, and keep up a tremendous 
yelling and singing, eating more fat cakes and drinking more neat 
brandy ; and their children wear orange scarves bound round ‘em, 
and go clattering along in their wooden shoes. I longed to be at a 
few of them precious boys with a cane; I'd soon have yoy their 
singing, I can tel! you! I'd like to hear the clatter of their shoes 
as they skidded away over the stones, Well, the King of Holland’s 
been forty years on the throne. He’s not a personal friend of mine, 
so it don’t matter much to me, I'll drink his health? Confound you, 
no! DIOGENES TUBBS, 
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A Ragged School Lesson, 


FUN appeals to the Benevolent (which means to all his readers) | 

To give ear unto those a who for Ragged Schools are pleaders ; 

If you'd help to give a holiday to these poor little scholars, 

Send your mite unto the Secretary, whose address here “ follers” :— 

J. Kirk, The Ragged School Union, No, 13 Exeter Hall— ; 

And you'll help these wee ex-waifs awhile to fly from sorrows 
t 
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The bright star appearing 
Far off on the Tory horizon! 


For by lately 
Tae Reena eaaelt greatly, 
By girding his loins to deliver 


A grand objurgation 
To Erin’s poor nation 
So fatal, that well may she shiver ! 


I cannot exactly,” he said, “ make 
out 

What this Irish Question is all 
about ; 

But Irish members, of course, can 
claim 

No sense of honour, no sense of 
shame ; 

And Irish members, as well I know, 

Are all that is wicked and vile— 
although 

“T cannot exactly,” he said, 
“make out 

What this Irish Question is all 
about ! 


“T haven't,” he thundered, “con- 
trived to get 

To the bottom of this same 
Question yet ; 

But it matters not, for I feel I must 













THE SUGAR BOUNTIES BILL; 
OR, THE LOAFLY MAIDEN AND THE BOLD BaD BARON. 


Sweet One.—“ Unhand me, villain!” 


De Wwms.—" Ha, Ha! Foiled again; but no matter-r-r—a time will come, proud gyurl, thou shalt 


be mine!” 


Declare with loathing and deep 
disgust 

That the Irish leader has made the 
name 

Of patriot, woundily sme——ahem ! 

Beg pardon, STINK ; though I’ve 
failed to get 

At the bottom of this same Question 
yet!” 


Of course we were jesting 
In wildly protesting 
That Erin’s defeat is beginning ; 
For this kind of fooling 
Won't set the Home-ruling 
or groaning — but grin- 
ning !! 











No. 21.—THE PHILOSOPHER AND MAID, 


SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, Philosopher and Sage; REPARTILLA, 
a Fair Fominine Thing. 


STRABISMUS, age geese gee 3 ou, fair Mistress Repartilla ? 

REPARTILLA. Even to a meetin omen on the Franc 

Stra, O pestilent! bath the spider bitten Repartilla also? 

Rep. Ay, and the venomous is of the neo-tarantulic ;kind, 
Tis they are not bitten will have to dance for’t presently. 

Srga. O, monstrous! And if you had this sugarplum of a vote that 
you are fretting after, what would you do wi’ it, pray? 

Rep, Give it where I listed, and not sell i hoy Ppa 

fli t you up, for- 

aseat in Parliament! Why, what 
would you do there with a brain six ounces lighter than a coal- 
heaver's, and no muscle to talk of. Odds spindles and distaffs! The 
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if.” But he who castigated bore a weightier brain than thine, doubt- 
less, and his muscles were the tougher. Therefore shouldst thou bow 
before him, for he is a Solon—a very Socrates to thee. 

StRA. Odds sawdust and dumplings! No Solon, but a most con- 
summate ass. "Twas for saying so he trounced me. But I begin to 
perceive thine argument, See thou then mine, which is that man 
was created a sa lived on roots and green-stuff, and bayed 
the moon for shining i’ the sighing season. And woman was created 
inferior to his inferiority. And at first she knew her place and bowed 
to the rod, ef werd panny pees and never tried to wear the breeches. 

Rep, Where were none, none were there to covet. 

STRA. Odds mill-clacks! What a tongue is this! Go,go! Wear 
Primrose if you will, or sit on Liberal Federation platforms, 
or preside at School Boards, or canvass for General Elections. 

EP. Do all man’s dirty work, and get none o’ the credit for it. 
Ay, and labour for bread with a clog round one leg; and sit at the 
varnished boot tips of sucking Raslifapesraens, Sith tale Gz Sees 
from those who have little or none of their own to spare. have 
our laws made for us instead of them ourselves, as men do. 
Though I have a softness for these same men, and acknowledge but 
one crying fault in them, 

STRA. And that? 

Rep, Is that they never are, never have been, and never will be 
women! Fare ye well, 


Let Rads. in swallow 
OS ag nd i 
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A Novelist’s Novel Notions. 
a pa alr irresponsible Ouida gushes consumedly 

ol lense Lords and Lord Salisbury in her latest novel, “ Guilderoy.”] 

THE wonderful Ouida (you all know Ouida), the novel- 
devourer's joy, 
penned a new novel—a most novel novel—a novel 
called ‘‘ Guilderoy.” 

Of course 'tis erotic and sometimes chaotic—it wouldn't be 
hers were it not— 

But political platitude in her new attitude this time is 
mixed with the plot. 

And howe’er are her views meant no end of amusement 
ber Guilderoyal story affords, 

For it sheds adulation and deep adoration on peers and the 
House of Lords. 


Lords who try legislation want naught of the nation (thus 
Ouida her praise doth commence), | 

Disint’rested, therefore, these peers kindly care for all | 
measures that show common sense, 

A guardian angel (thus Onida’s evangel) is every 
beautiful peer, 

And only when Britain with folly is smitten do they (so 
she says) interfere. 

A humorous notion is Ouida’s emotion—it touches one’s 
risible chords, 

It sets one a-blushing to find her so gushing concerning | 
the House of Lords, 


But lo, the narrator comes out still greater regarding sage 
Salisbury’s fame 
She thinks all should adore him and grovel before him, 
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and worship his glorious name. 

“Great noble!” cries Ouida, “most capable Leader” (of 
course you'll excuse that ram rhyme), 

And she goes on to babble against all the “rabble” who | 
don’t think his lordship sublime. 

Those who “arrogant” dub him, or wantonly snub him, 
no mercy to these she accords, 

Which shows that this lady loves leaders most shady 
—providing they’re real live lords, 








VAGUE. 


Miss Gushington.—“ Ob, Mr. Brown, I can't tel! you how much we liked your 
picture in the Academy !” 

Our Artist.—“ Many thanks, Miss Gushington, What did you think of my 
subject?” 

Miss G.—" Subject? Oh, let me see. Was yours ‘ Landing Herrings,’ or ‘ The 
Dzath of Socrates’? I really forget.” 








Re-Hearsing. 

THE divine Sarah—which her Sarahname is Bernhardt—is glad of 
heart once more. She revels in a new coffin, and can be buried 
decently at the shortest notice. Her old one having been seized by 
her remorseless creditors has gone from her gaze like a beautiful 
dream, and its loss she regards as a “dead” one. 
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A THING SHE WOULD RATHER NOT HAVE SAID. 


Miss Pinchbeck.—‘ Men are sad liars, my dear, and when you come 
to my age, > mark: om hare 9 Do you if a man were to look 
me in the at this identical moment, and swear that he loved me 
that I would believe him?” 

Nellie—“ You might, auntie, but I shouldn’t ; it’s so easy to tell 
a are saying anything in joke just by looking at their eyes, 
you know.” 








ENICKNAOKS. 


Spinner.—“ Did you hear that gentleman ask the guard if this was 
the train for London? That was Mr, Cyril Flower, M.P. The one 
who met with an accident the other day.” 

Spanner.— How do you know?” 

Spinner.—“ I recognized him by his voice.” 

eenner oa? Ah, you knew the flower by its stalk.” 





A CONTEMPORARY states that on Saturday several cricket matches 
were contested on Peckham Rye, but without-much swocess. If this 
was the case, we presume that neither side was successful, or that 
both sides lost ? 


CHILDREN are wonderfully original in their ideas! The other day 
we heard a little toddle observe as he presented his parent with a 
flower, “‘ Feel that with your nose, daddy! It do feel sweet,” 


armen say, Bob, why do they call this evening halfpenny paper 
Bob.—“ Sure, I don’t know, Tom, unless it is on account of it 
answering so well.”’ 


Overheard at Crystal Palace dwring concert. 
He.—“ Phew! Isn’t this hot? Wouldn't you like to get out of the 
crowd, dear?” 
She.—" No, thanks! Somebody is sure to faint directly, and that 
will make more room.” 





— on 


Penny Wise but not Pound Foolish, 


In aid of the hospitals certain folk seek 

To collect from each worker a penny per week ; 
And Lord Mayor Whitehead 
(Who hath a shrewd, t head) 

Is ready to rule this unique. 


A penny a week isn’t much, you'll confess, 

And all. io in wee cal esOellc onan te qui 
i weekly penny, 
Collected from many, 

Will help those who suffer from pain and distress. 








RRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, In no case will they be returned unless 
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ANOTHER SELL. 
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Sweet Philomel has sung a song. 
And Gladstone warbles to Erin's ear 
Of hope and Home Rule in accents clear, 
Whilst Balfour tries to make a diversion 
With a counter-citty of chains and coercion : 
But the difference 
She has the sense 
To perceive, cf course, in the alter’d lay, 
For the genuine bird 
May now be heard 
As well as the spurious donkey-bray. 


The Two Nightingales. 
(SEE CAKTOON,) 


THE reason why, I cannot tell, 
But ‘tis averr'd “sweet Philomel” 
A stranger hitherto bas been 
Within the Island of the Green ; 
And somehow or other it came to pass— 
However the fact one may bewail— 
That the braying, common or garden ass 
Was known as the Irish Nightingale. 
Yet, where was doleful gloom before, 

The sunshine breaks onthe Emerald Isle; | is 

Its darker tracts begin to smile, | THE difficulty with an army is to get good 
For bappier times appear in store ; leaders, Soldiers can always be made to obey ; 
And there at last, though mute so long, | but Generals can never be ‘‘ made to order.” 
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A League-al Separation. 


LADY RANDOLPH CHURCHILL (so we read) 
Doth from the Primrose League secede, 
The which she hitherto deemed cosy— 
Her reason for this step is dim, 
She thought, perhaps, although ’tis prim, 
Its manner towards Lord R.’s not rosy. 
In spite of Salisbury’s speeches so grand, 
She and her hubby cannot stand 
Prim rows of Tories on each hand. 





Most of the critics “sat on” Tenterhooke, 
at the Comedy; but we shouldn’t be sur- 
prised if TJenterhooks showed a strong 
tendency to “catch on” after all. 


SEVEN PKIZE MEUVAts AWARDED. 
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The ladies decline Mr. + Re Company. 


(1) IN America children get married— | (3) Simms, a journalist, holds that the | (5) Poor cattle by lightning were struck 


Umbrella Duke 
“Mush” 
just by a flake. 


which grates— 
For wedlock should not be (hei 
United States. 


(2) “Mother Dempsey” feels very un- 
well through her drink— Show 
Me-Dempsey-chosis would suit her, Is 
some think. glow. 






too rudely assaulted bim, | 


(4) The gay A. P. F. 


F.F.-ervercent, and all of a | 





ee Slop the cab! wheal dul Whoa wee J 


(7) A Wild, Untamed Cab knocked the 
Grand Old Man down, 
Which raised that ex -cab-binet 
minister's frown. 


| (8) The “ Littery” ladies who dine at 


one by one— 
That the victims weren't “ humans” 
| gives gladness to FUN. 


FP. F. Charity (6) A Bung who'd bought lote of um 


brelias was ramped, the Ori. 
Yor he found they'd been stolen by Vire a Bu-chananade at a Bard for 


one who'd de-gamped. reply. 
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natural, but it doesn’t do dramatically. 
The troubles and sorrows look artifi- 
cial and arouse no sympathy what- 
ever, the general verdict being— 
“Serve ’em right! They knew quite 
well what they were about, and ought 

Cee im main trouble of the story arises, by 
the way, from our old friend the ambiguously worded letter. 





It is possible to enjoy a better play much less, however, and if the 
attention is not absolutely rivetted, one is not damped with any feel- 
ing of having wasted an evening. There is an easy flow in the 
author's dialogue, and a truth at the bottom of his most brilliant 
humours that keep one in a constant state of admiring enjoyment. 
The acting, too, as was to be expected, is of the highest class, If 
Mrs. Kendal was unable to make us weep it was less her fault than 
the unreal aspect of her woes, though I have seen her play with more 
absolute finish, Mr. Kendal has a part which fits him without a 
crease, and he wears it (if I may be allowed the paradox) with the 
ease of an old coat which time has adapted to every turn of his 
figure. Mr, Dacre, as “the wicked capt’in,” gives just that touch of 
romance and gentlemanly finish to the character which makes us feel 
his “ lady killing” prowess possible. Mr. John Glendenning works 
hard with the part of Desmond, and I’m not sure but what he plays 
it osene'y well, only I can’t quite make up my mind. Miss Olga 
Bratdon, who looks very handsome in that brilliant evening costume 
of the second act, plays with power and truth—her association with a 
good schoo] is rapidly developing her into an exceptionally good 
actress. Miss Minnie Terry plays “the child” with her usual intelli- 
gence, and Miss Pauncefort’s presence recalls pleasant memories. 


A NEW “front piece,” called Jn the Corridor, is also being played ; 
it is a very fair specimen of its class (by Rudolf Dircks), and is 





Tae Count.—ord and Lady Molyneurz—“Wuat! THe LETTER MEANT FOR 
You? A HomeLy Paxson Like You GBT A LOVE-LETTER. O8, AH! TELL 


Us ANOTHER, KaTE!” 
tally played by Miss Annie H Miss F. Coleman, and Mr. 
= y played by ughes, 


THE AVENUE.—A second look at Lancelot the Lovely confirms first 
impressions—it is a triumph of humorous “tomfoolery” and high 





spirits, and now that it has settled down to business, looks like 
meaning it, ee eS ee ee a ee ee 
—whose songs, by-the-way (except, perhaps, in one instance) have 
the unusual characteristic of belonging to the piece, and not being 
in,”—not only affords welcome relief from the constant de- 
made upon our risibilities, but are ap rye enjoyable in 
themselves. As for the “lovely one,” he ‘is not least selfish 
with his huge resources of humour, and sheds his wealth upon us with 
lavish hand, Mdlle. Vanoni's a, 6 performance has nothing 
from the sensible way in which she chosen to profit by criticism ; 
and Mr. E. D. Ward’s cheery humour, and Miss Coote’s graceful, 
finished and refined dance, are prominent attractions. We were asked 
= me to give our opinion of The House Boat, late of the Prince of 

ales’, but although the author has added some songs to it, and Mr. 
Crook, who has an uncommon gift of melody, has set them to music, 
and Miss Glover sings in it (rather more attractively than the ordin- 
ary bird), and Mr. H. Gratton acts in it—the only expression of 
opinion I can manage to pump up is, “Oh, I say /” and sink intoa 
state of pitiful commiseration for early comers, 


THE GAIETY.—Messrs. Abbey and Grau have opened their season 
of French plays here with great spirit—and, be it said, success. It 
is true that up to now they have only (“‘only” used in no disparaging 
sense), put M. Coquelin and Mdme. Hading into the kaleidoscope, as 
it were, and turned it about for 
us. But look at the brilliant 
results. Also interesting results ; 
pleasant to see first one star do 
all the scoring, anon the other, at 
another time both, and yet 
again, neither, but always some- 
thing to admire, or enjoy, or be 
amused at. To admire the rich 
humour and finished, if rather 
obvious, art of the comedian, the 
cleverness and truth, if no great 

ower of Madame Jane; to en- 
joy the privilege of gazing upon 
the man of world-wide repu- 
tation, who once even tried to 
sit upon our only Henry (and he 
is, physically at any rate, a 
weightier man than Henry) ; and 
to laugh now with, now at, the 
actors and company. Are these 
not joys? Then think how you pateed 
can correct your accent, ye who remtt sk Mwa3.y- 
have not been able to get au 7 kigug Ca ee 
continong for years. The plays 
are aptly chosen—a judicious mixture of the classic and familiar, 
and the modern and deucedly familiar. 

















THE VAUDEVILLE.—The Farm by the Sea. This (the old ballad 
of “Auld Robin Gray” put into dramatic form by Mr. Frederick 
Wedmore) was given at a matinée on Wednesday last. Miss Marion 
Lee was the love-lorn wife mourning for the loss of her sailor lad, 
and very touchingly pathetic was this clever young actress’s renderin 
of the part. Frank Gilmore made a capital young lover, while F 
Thorne played the “ Auld Robin” —a part not altogether suited to this 
versatile actor. Angelina followed, and as on former occasions, kept 
the audience in a roar of laughter ‘from the rising of the curtain to 
the going down thereof. 


Nops AND WINKS.—Miss Lingard is engaged to play the principal 
art in Which Wins at Terry's on the 12th. I am one of Miss 
ingard’s many admirers, and am more than pleased at the information, 

—Great Monkey Show at the Alexandra Palace on June Ist. Of 
course, J had to be there !—Mr, Edmund Tearle has just had a suc- 
cessful “ legitimate” week at Sadler’s Wells with himself and company 
in Julius Cesar and other classic plays.—The Shaftesbury opens on 
the 8th under the joint management of Messrs. Lart and Willard. 
Jim the Penman, with almost the original cast, will be the attraction, 
and Mr. W. H. Griffiths, whose courtesy we have all experienced in 
many fields, will retain the post of acting- r, which he has 
held since the theatre was built —Mr. Harrington Baily, “another of 
them” (and how a thoughtful acting- lightens the troubles 
of the often-worried critics “only them as knows it knows’”’), will, at 
the request of the committee, undertake the management of the 
Maddison Morton Fund Benefit, to be held at the Haymarket Theatre. 
—The opera season at Covent Garden on with brilliance and 
determination ; crowded houses every night is “ the order of the day.” 
—On the 25th ult, Mr. Edgar B. Skeet, who has an extensive and 
varied répertoire, gave a dramatic recital at the ws ai A en 
ESTOR, 
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DERBY DELIGHTS. 


Mr. JUGGINS, JUNIOR, MEANT TO GIVE HIMSELF A TREAT BY GOING TO THE DERBY. BUT HE IS NOW OF OPINION THAT EPsomM IS 
NOT “THE PLACE TO SPEND A Happy Day.” 











Terrors of the Thames. 
A DIBDINIAN DITTY. 


A1R.—“ The Jolly Young Waterman.” 


[A noble lord bas been fined for driving his steam-lannch along the upper 
Thames with reckless speed. What brought him to justice was not so much the 
fact that as a navigator he has put in peril the lives of people in rowing boats, but 
the fact that his yacht flung up a wave that damaged landed property on the banks 
and in mid-stream.— Weekly Dispatch.] 


OF course you've heard tell of us jolly young launchermen, 
Up above bridge do we recklessly fly ; 

We don’t believe that you’ll ever find stauncher men, 
Though ’gainst our manners the well-behaved cry. 

Our launches dash on with tremendous celerity, 

Filling the anglers (poor dolts !) with asperity ; 

And we ’mong the boaters cause many a scare, 

But a fig for their fears, for owrselves we but care, 

Their comfort or safety is not our affair ! 


*Twould please you to see how these folks we send scattering— 
Anglers and oarsmen on holiday bent— 

Sometimes right into their boats we go battering, 
And then steam on with the greatest content. 

So-called “ bye-laws” of the Thames, its Conservancy 

We gaily break with redoubtable fervency ; 

80 aristocratic and haughty our air, 

That for feelings of “ cattle” like these we don’t care, 

Such “rabble’s” enjoyment is not our affair. 














Of late, too (although for our nostrils a wrench it is), 
Naphtha for fuel we swell launchers take ; 

You cannot conceive what a horrible stench it is, 
Choking the oarsmen who row in our wake, 

Thus we worry Waltonians (calm and erratic folk), 

Also go swamping all humble aquatic folk— 

And only when we bite of bank may impair— 

With the “ wash” that we cause—do authorities care— 

Our imperilling people is not their affair. 


“Iv requires a deal of patience to make happiness,” said Mrs. 
Wrangler. “Deal, indeed,” said Mr. W. “a long tongue will split a 
deal board, and a good nagger will make a man think more of what 
the price of rope is, and the latest thing in the gallows line, than 
whether he’s in training for a first class angel.” Then Mrs, W. 
declared that all the world was hollow, and happiness flowed away 
like half a pint of the best tears through the bottom of the new 
colander.” 


Is it a fact that when they said to Richmond on the field of Bos- 
worth, “Hail! O king!” he replied, “I cannot hail, but I will reign 
(rain) as long as you like”? And when he was told that Bichard 
had not been a nice king, did he reply, “That’s-now business of mine?” 








Is an inveterate smoker's favourite game baccarat! and would he 
look to Cavendish for the rules? 


And the Gipsy_girl foretold that he would 
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Bw VIL Illustrated Proverbs. 
a oan ANGELINA'S spaniel played, 
WA Gaily on Marine Parade, 
SS Breezes and bonnet frayed, 
Then them and she fol- 


wi 
S \ Floss pursued them too with speed, 





Poor Angelina’s heart did bleed, 
UG . She woh ne eats — ee ! 
SAA = Ss« Butt Angelina's spaniel choked, | « 
LARA <a | And ~~ the more when gently 
Avigy | A otroked, , 
Pe = And like a raven hoarsely croaked 
es Ae (Alas, how great her fright is !). 
OR. In Floss’s throat the raw curls 


NY spread, 
WN And lodged behind his tongue so 
red 
Till Angelina, sobbing, said, 
“ Capillary bronchitis ! ” 


MORAL. 
“First catch your hair, then‘ cook. 
it.” 


Went 


\N 
N 


ELLA had a little waist, 

She could eat no dinner, 
For she was so tightly laced, 

Space was not within her. 
Minnie had an appetite, 

And a waist capacious, 


















COMMENTS PRO BONO PUBLICO. 


Mary Jane,—“ Yer thinks yersilf very fine, J'mimer Ann, quite the lydy, ain’t yer? But /ydies pyes | MORAL, 
their scores at the public ’ouse, and that’s wot your mother jest don’t do! !” | 


| Temper and complexion bright, 
| Manner free and gracious ! 


“ Waist not, want not.” 































June-ier Counsel. 


THE year's middle month—the rose-month of the year, 
Ere these lines meet your optics—will doubtless appear. 
'Tis a very nice month (with, of course, some defects, 
A perfect month nowadays no one expects). 
It brings the sweet flowers, no longer in bud, 
Much merriment also, and sometimes much mud, 
Much — p’r’aps sleet), warm glow (and p'r’aps 
snow), 
For our mcdern months frequently vary, you know. 
Be jubilant, therefore, be jolly in June 
(Providing, of course, that your mirth’s opportune). 
Perhaps the blithe sun will shed broadcast his boon, 
And shine late and early, 
Or, maybe, seem surly— 
And rain may come soaking, 
And fog may come choking— 
Anyhow, don’t make ¢oo certain in June. 


Come, don your light raiment—see Phoebus doth charm 
| ¢ But mind you've your mackintosh over your arm), 
mbibe lemon-squashes now summer has come 

(But in case of emergencies order hot rum) ; 
Put on your light shoes, patent leather or tanned 
(But have your goloshes and pattens at hand) ; 
Let puggarees shield you from Sol’s scorching rays 
(But ulsters and gamps don’t neglect on these days), 
Then prepare ye to welcome the warm (or cold) June, 
For half-and-half measures will be opportune. 
The cold wintry eve may succeed summer's noon ; 

Still, whatever the weather, 

Be PAPPY together, 

With clothes light as feather, 

Or made of stout leather— 
Be prepared for a sultry or shivering June, 
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Odd, eh? 
A POPULACE vents its spleen in a way by stone-throwing. 
if Well, road geen, oman for its joy principally consists of flag- 
flying, that sounds something similar, anyhow. 











4 IT may sound paradoxical, but one’s “bare” word is not always 
t sufficient to establish even the “raked” truth, 








ABOUT OAK-APPLES. 

SoMEBODY’Ss been talking about oak-apple’day. Hang oak-apples, 
I say! Who wants them any more than they doturnips? Supposing 
Charles the Second did go up an oak tree—what’s it got to do with us? 
We might just as well worry our lives out when the Prince of Wales 
goes up the Hiffel tower. It’s a parcel of nonsense. We can do 
without history, nowadays, just as well as we could do without the 
dog tax. Bah,I say! se 

As to June being the birth of summer ; I care no more about that 
than if it were the twins of autumn. People talk such a lot of 
infernal nonsense about weather. I was on!the river the other day 
and it rained the whole time—I was glad of it. It kept the other 
beggars away, and it was worth seeing when the lobster salads and 
things were turned into soup. What I hate about the river, nowadays, 
is the new hotels you see springing up everywhere. As if ple 
couldn't enjoy their food a tame the smell of mud and weeds, and 
without standing a good chance of being stung by a lot of beastly 
gnats. Wasting your time, too, in giving a lot of tips to drunken, 
loafing boatmen. I’m getting quite sick of the river, I say! 

And the chestnuts are out in bloom, are they? As if that troubled 
me over much. I don’t want to go to Bushey Park. The avenue of 
lamp-posts in New Oxford Street is quite good enough, without the 
help of horse-chestnuts. Besides, I hate Bushey Park, there’s always 
a lot of Sunday school brats there wolfing down buns and milk. As 
if I had any pleasure in looking on at that sort of nonsense. Not If 

Oak-apples, indeed! Yes, I used to go climbing up the trees after 
‘em years ago, and got properly thrashed for spoiling my clothes, too, 
when I got home. We used to stick the apples in our hats, and had 
the stick over our backs fora reward. Depend upon it, boys shouldn’t 
be allowed to go fooling about in the lanes to do what they like. At 
least I don’t think so. But I suppose I am getting an old fool. Is 
that it? Because I can’t go swarming up trees, I can’t appreciate the 
delights of boyhood, Hang boyhood, I say, and oak-apples, too ! 

DIOGENES TUBBS, 


—_— 
—_— 








WHAT THE REJECTED CALL IT.—The “ Rile” Academy, 





THE French Resident is going to clear out of Madagascar—take 
French leave, in fact. The Hovas have got their black backs up, and 
won't sell or lease any land to the Parlez-voos, So the French are 
worse off now the war is Hova than they were before—being worse 
off they think they are better “ off.” 
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DERBY TIPS AND MEMS. 











THERE is a lot in how we look at things. Corporal punishment 
means to the garotter laying the stripes on, and pretty warmly, too ; 
but to the soldier corporal punishment suggests taking the stripes off 
—there’s the differer ce. 





SUMMER “SkrEs,”—The top row of pictures at the Royal Acaiemy. 


a ASS 


RURAL life ever has a sweet, pleasant, poetic side. See pretty 
Hetty fondling her Dorking hen, and eaying—*“ Chuck, chuck, my 
pretty, it’s ite darlings pet.” And then her young man, John, comes 
in the evening, and sweet Hetty cries, with a voice like a siren fog- 
horn, “ Maria, just you give speckle-top a twist, and pop her on the 
big gridiron—John's going to stop to supper.” 
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UNIONISM ; PARNELL ox REFUTATION ; WALTER © 
GOSCHEN ox CONVERSION ; CHAMBERLAIN @CKSURE 
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WOMAN SUFFRAGE , 




















_ 





See) 


soe 


-* 
——— ae 





\ \ 
ba \ 
SN NSS \ 





| 


j 
\\ 
\ 


\ 


| 


a 
. 
Lows 
AD 











“i 
4 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 


To THE EpiTor or “ Fux.” 
S1B,—How the time does slip away! Why, here's another Derby 
Day! And on behalf of Mr. Fux, once more, I s’pose, it must be 
done. But, can’t you come yourself, old chap? I've got 
horse and : a ee bunch, and something suit- 
able for lanch—pie, fowl — you understand—and something of 
the proper brand. The girla are bright and full of fun.* But whether 
you can come or not, the winner I bave tried to spot; and by the 
fates it is decreed (as I believe) I shall succeed. I’ve sounded deities 
occult, and here present you the result. So listen all and do not skip 


TRorHonsicvse’s DeRrey Tre. 
THERE are, no doubt, who will | The animal called Pioneer, 


delight _ And El Dorado you may find 
To freely back the favourite. _ Exactly suited to your mind ; 
There are who'll say (and“ put it | My casting vote has long been cast 
strong | In favour of Enthusiast. 
That course is absolutely wrong; — 
And there are also, likewise, who  Theremay be danger, truth totell, 


Will hold opinion ’twixt thetwo; | To some extent, in Miguel ; 
But don’t you mind how that Hemaysuccumbtoadverse fate— 


may be, In other words, to Laureate, 
You simply keep your eye on me, Or p’r’aps be forced to give away 
| His chance of winning to Mor- 
Although "twill be a decent plan | glay, 
To have a bit on Donovan, | Though none, J think, his luck 
And though, myself, I much will rob, 
revere Unless it should be Chitabob. 


And when you've made investments fit, and stand to win a little 
bit, if still you have a coin to spare, and want to place it anywhere, it 
wouldn’t be the worst of jokes to go and pitch it on the Oaks. One 
doesn’t need to make a fuss of entries—though they're numerus—but 





sift them out, and, as we do, we quickly sift them down to two, and, 
sure as fate, you might do worse than follow this here bit of verse. 
If deeply into it you dip, you'll fiad 


THE PROPHETS LATEST TIP. 


THE latest tip our care evokes— 
It is the tip about the Oaks, 
Where fillies meet to show their form : 
And one by one, | beg to state, 
The horses | eliminate— 
Those that are left wil! make it warm. 


Howe'er it be, it seems to me 

That Rotten Row the boss should be 
Of all that run to win the race; 

At any rate, I cannot pin 

My faith to Semolina’s win, 
Or even, mark you, for a place. 


And that is all I have to say about them both; and so, good day. I 
hope it won't be wet or dry, for showers to fal! or dust to fly, so that 
we catch the light catarrh, or nearly choked by dust-clouds are, and 
hope that we may get from fate a something intermediate, And so, 
farewell without more fuss. Yours faithfully, TROPHONIUS. 


_No, T., my boy, it can't be done. I have secured two places for myself and Mr: 
Ediso upona sors of oint-stock drag. I'm bound to go, or else she'd nag. 








| 


THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Str Georce CAMPBELL has been horrified by the “fearful 


creatures,” as he styles them, in Westminster Hall, being the heraldic 
of various 


which 
beholders 
“stony 
British glare.” Com- 
Plunket 
scored the loudest 
laugh of the Session 
by disclaiming re- 
sponsibility for the 
“fearful creatures” 
in the precincts or 
the interior of the 


affright 
with a very 


missioner 


ak 


Ay, |e 
HAY 





—— 
_ 


County Council, 
Hownovr the Fire Brigade, 
Ne’er shall their glory fade, 
But on their first parade 
Someone had blundered. 


On Tuesday the same question was discussed in the Lords. Peers 
were very shocked at the idea of George Ranger being squashed in a 


crowd—why, he might have lost his faithful gamp, and then what 
would have become of the British Army? 
righteously indignant at the Government share in the European 
monarchical conspiracy to boycott the French Exhibition and the 
Republic which has so courteously invited all nations to come in peace 
and see its pretty things. Whatever the Tories of all nations may 
think or do, the French Republic is a great fact, and the Revolution 
which it commemorates, whatever its incidental terrors, was the storm 
which cleared the atmosphere of Europe from the blight of autccratic 
and aristocratic oppression. 

Mr. Pickersgill last week attacked a cryingevil. Hanover Square 
pays ls, 8d, in the £ poor rate, Bethnal Green 2s. 10d. Pickersgill’s 
Bill sought to equalize the rate all over London. The ratepayers of 
Peckham, a poor constituency, will note that its representative, Mr. 
Baumann, the Wilfrid Lawson of the Tories as far as weak wheezes 
go, headed the attack on this equitable measure. A House of West- 
enders incontinently crushed the Bill. ‘Coming events cast their 
shadows before.” A Tory deputation urged Lord Salisbury to bring 
about the abolition of the Irish Viceroyalty. The Premier replied 
that Lord Zetland had been appointed thereto. Was this announce- 
ment that the end of the alphabet had been reached a hint? 

On Thursday First Lord Smith told the boys that if they got 
through their Scotch Local Government ard Irish Drainage lessons 
they should break up on Tuesday. Consequently on that and next 
day they were very industrious. 





eee 
oe 


KNICKNACKS. 


Goop idea of the School Board to teach the little scrubs laundry 
work. Hope it and they will both “wash” well. Why not teach 
them to cook too, and destroy his Satanic Majesty's academy for 
culinary artists? The very place to learn cooking—a Board School. 





Miss WALTZHAED says the modern meaning of the phrase, “ The 
wisdom of the ancients,” is intended to express the sagacity with 
which elderly wallfiowers at a dance compensate themselves by 
wolfing down all the light refreshments within their reach. 


WE recently saw, in an article on the “longevity of man,” that 
people live longer now than they did one hundred years ago. That is 
to say, a man living to-day who was born a hundred years ago is older 
now than he wasthen. Quite so! 


WHAT's the difference between a good-looking soldier and a 
favourite conveyance’ Why, one’s a handsome private, and the other’s 
a private hansom, to be sure. 


“ MONEY makes the mare to go.” You've only got to ask the Lord 
Mayor to a charity dinner and he’s there in a jiffey—or a four- 
wheeled cab! 


All new brooms 
do not sweep clean, 
and some of the old 
ones on the Metrc- 
politan Board of Works and Perks were jubilant on Monday night at 
the announcement that the police disarrangements at the Horse 
Guards on Saturday were under the control of their successors of the 





The Gladicals were 
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STERLING BRITISH QUALITIES. : as 
(WE read in our newspaper that rabies among dogs is very prevalent at ; and read and again of people being bitten— tragical distressing 
results. The newspaper speaks of the se sais Gechabeennphetitins phaeubenas cennmaanaiaeint px 
Ze 
. 
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But, bless your soul! it ism’t selfishness; it's the sterling British pluck and contempt of panic. We know a man who exemplifies these qualities im the noblest way. 
“ Pooh, policeman!” he said. “I won't muzzle my dog. If he does go mad, I'm sure he won't bite me.” 


“Eh? Dog gone mad, Mary,” he said, a little after. “Oh—well—look here—open the side gate and then he'll co out into the street. Here, I say! shut this room 
door ; he might get in at me!” 
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“Pooh, my dear fellow!” he saysnow. “I wasn't afraid; he couldn't gnaw through the door. / don't give way to this stupid panic. Don't believe the dog 


mad, i he bit a lot o” le in the street. One fellow had the impudence to call here and say he'd been bitten. It's a8 well to be on 
uae Seats Stan come near me, By the by, it’s a mercy I didn't, as the fellows died since, raving mad. It would have been a nice thing if be 


bitten me, eh?” 
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examine 
Nevertheless Lord 


THAT STUPID UNDERLING! 


[In the House of Lords lately Lord Ribblesdale stated that a friend of bis had 
been put to considerable inconvenience by the action of the Custom officials at 
Plymouth in the matter of certain undeveloped photographic negatives which he 
was bringing into England. It turned out that the Oustoms officers have orders to 

negatives, but are not supplied with the necessary apparatus for doing 40. 


said that the official “appeared to be a man of incon- 


<ceivable stupidity.” At the same time his lordship promised that the needful 
should be supplied in future. Perhaps the inconceivable stupidity was 


mot on the official’s part.— Press. 


HIGH: DEPARTMENTAL AUTHORITY. Ah, let me see—my handsome 


salary 
Is nearly due, a ghtined 
SECRETARY, lease your mightiness, 
. Considerable de- 
artmental 
Reites 
your 
gracious and 





That handsome ealaries should ever have 
That most detestable accompaniment 
Of duties to perform ! 


tion. 


H. D. A. Confound 


the business ! 
The one great 
fault 
I find in all de- 
partments is 
the fact 
That there is al- 
_ ways business 
to attend to. 
I do detest all 
business, and 
protest 
Against this 
most prepos- 
terous theory 


There—what's to do? 


Cannot subordinate officialdom 
Manage the things without disturbing me 


? 


Sxc. It grieves me much to bore your excellence, 


But the subordinate officials say 
They want instructions touching this and 


that— 


H, D. A, Oh, bother this and that, Is my vast mind 


To condescend to thises and to thats? 
Tell all the fellows in a general way 
To act on broad and genera! principles, 
Szc, Your eam excellence, but they protest 

They 
To be applied to given circumstances—— 
Such as, for instance—— 

H, D, A 


o require more definite instructions 


Oh, distressful world ! 
That Z should stoop to details! There—proceed ! 


Oh, in that case you mention, let the fellows 


Do thus and thus, and in that other case 


Instruct them that they act in such a way ; 
And when it happens thus, then do they so— 


T 





Sxc, But, please your 
Yea, it hath 

And men do talk of it ; and there are certain 

Intent to broach the subject in the House. 

H.D.A. A murrian, now, on all concerned, Who is it 


unto the public ear, 


here, there— 
enough! I fain 
would sleep. 
Away! 


am . 


Sec. So please your 


excellency’s 
mightiness, 


‘Tis with the deep- 


est pain I must 
inform you 


That there has been 


a blunder—— 


H, D, A. Had 


there been 


Ten thousand blun- 


ders, what is that 
to me? 


it hath made a stir: 








Hath made the blunder? Let him be imprisoned. 
Sc, ’Tis but a sub-official, merely one 
Among the rank and file ; but please your highness, 
ag fault is not his own high dep Ne 
0 carry out your grace’s ns, 
But such instructions needing apparatus 
Essential to the carrying of them out 


(The which your 


did omit to give him) ; 


A most tremendous muddle hath resulted, 


Causing great scandal, 
H, D, A. 


Let us be at peace ; 


No blame shall fall on one so high as me. 
Go, hie thee to the House, and hear what passes. 
* * ~ 


~ + + 
Well, hast thou heard ? 
SEc 


" There did arise within t 


Your greatness, even 80 ; 
he Chamber one 


Who asked about the blunder. 


H, D. A. 


And my friend 


Who represents the Government, replied ? 
Sxc. Replied most fully and most forcibly, 

Seldertig. with unqualified disgust, 
Upon the crass stupidity and dulness 
Of sub-officials ; and especially 
Of him on whom your greatness did bestow 
Most definite and accurate instructions, 
Without the means of executing them. 

H. D, A. Most excellent. No doubt this blundering rascal 
Will be dismissed the service—and most justly, 








Whitsun Song. 


EVERY lexicon agrees on 
The assumption that the reason 
Why the coming festive season 
Bears the name of Whitsuntide, 
Ig that during it a few men 
(Who were doubtless good and 
true men) 
Of the genus catechwmen 
Were with white robes beauti- 
fied, 


But that ancient silly practice 
Now defunct and dead d 
sacked is, 
For the world a bit less cracked 
is 
In the modern Whitsuntide ; 
And we crave no demonstration 
Of the “ rising generation” 
Of the Church, on this occasion 
With their white robes beauti- 
fied | 
Still, we frankly make admission 
That in part the old tradition 


Should receive some recognition 
In the modern Whitsuntide, 





And if churchmen fail, though 
white as 
Spotless snowdrifts, to invite us, 
Prithee, who can best delight us 
When with white robes beauti- 
fied ? 


Who, indeed, thou gay Lothari- 

O, but that delicious fairy 

(Be she Maud or Meg or Mary) 
That in time will be thy bride? 

As she rambles with thee sweetly, 

As she glads thy heart completely, 

Let her be divinely, neatly, 
bite white robes beauti- 

! 


As for you, my own dear Pollie, 
Open foe to melancholy, 
Lovely, laughing, lissom, jolly, 
In the charming Whitsun- 
tide,— 
You invert my pretty thesis, 
Nay, you knock it all to pieces, 
Since your snow-white toilet- 
fleece is 
By your beauty beautified. 





The Great Tricycle Derby. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


GRAND, at Epsom, ’tis to see 
Steeds of high-class pedigree 
Race for places one, two, three, 


Grander would one think it, 
though, 

To see politicians go 

In the stead of jockeys, so, 


How they might turn out in force, 

If each rode the Derby course 

On his three-wheeled hobby- 
horse | 


Gladstone on Home Rule would sit, 
Accurately steering it, 
Disconcerted not a bit, 





Salisbury with Primrose Dame, 

P’rhaps might come to grief and 
shame ; 

Smith and Walter much the 
same, 


Poor De Worms might seem 
dis 

Woodall more or less effaced, 

“Joe” and Goschen quite out- 


paced, 


And the crowd would doubtless 
shout, 

As they saw the Tory rout, 

Gladstone winning out and out, 





OVER population one of the great causes of poverty nowadays? 
Why, certainly! Go down those streets where the greatest squalor 


obtains, and you'll find “squallers ” innumerable to account for it, 














oun 


— o5 


~~ = ~ we 


’ hi as at FTF 6B 



































JUNE 5, 1889. 








D-luvial and F-luvial. 


During a recent thunderstorm the Poplar Oanning 
Pe . were seriously flooded, owing to Pre a thm ce Boe sen 4 
The water in some houses is said to have been five feet deep, and being 
blended with sewage matter, it caused an obnoxious and abominable 
odour.—Press.] 
Lona, long ’mid the nations has England appeared 
As a mistress of science and art, ms . 
Yet since Hiffel arose we have woundily feared 
That her fame was about to depart. 
But Britannia, vain of her Jong-vaunted power, 
Has her old reputation made good, 
And though Paris has beaten the tall Babel Tower 
We have licked the Noachian flood ! 


For the thunder, like howls of the Jotun gods, rolled, 
And the water in torrents came down, 

Until deep, devastating, and dread to behold 
Was the deluge in old Canning Town. 

And the Dog-Island folks from their kitchens took flight 
And rushed heavenward as fast as they could, 

And the carpets of Poplar were ruined outright, 
In the vast Metropolitan flood ! 


“Stay, stay! Mr, Fun,” the dazed reader entreats, 
“Since our potentates only decree 
Us a fathom of water, how say you it beats 
The unfathom’d Noachian Sea? ” 
Why, the latter, though deeper, could never compete 
(We defy you to say that it could) 
With the SMELL, so mellifluous, heavenly, and sweet, 
Of our savoury, sewer-born flood ! | 











IN Nature we read :—“ The total energy of agitation in 
an isothermal adiabatic sphere is half the potential energy 
lost in the concentration from a condition of infinite dis- 
persion.” That’s awkward—half of it! If it had been a 
quarter now—or if the condition of the dispersion had 
been finite, it would not have mattered ; but while things 
are as they are, we dread to think of the consequences, 
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THE Tramway Agitation runs on the old lines—less work 
and more pay. More power to the men who seem to have 
genuine grievances, which, like the lady who fell into the 
Serpentine, want redressing. The shareholders like to see 
their cars with insides full, let them see their men are in 
the same condition. We don’t want a repetition of the 
siege of Kars lately enacted at Vienna. 


DRAWN FROM THE DERBY. 


Theatrical Turfite—“ Matters being concluded, Charley, my boy, let us 
pursue the even tenor of our—— 
Young Spoofer (stonybroke).— Not much for me, I don’t think, old chappie ; 
I’ve been pursuin’ the even tenner since the sun took his nightcap off; and I 
haven't the value of a corpse-reviver left,” 














THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS, 
No, 22.—THE SAGE AND LOVER. 


SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, Philosopher ; NOODELIUS AMORATUS, 
a Spooney. 


STRABISMUS. O me! A bitter change is here. Odds unkempt 
locks and jaundiced cheeks! Odds bellows, what a sigh was there! 
Some grief hast thou, Noodelius, and I would share it, 

NoOoDELIUsS. Know then that she whom, profanely speaking, I 
adore, hath jilted me. Her mother looks upon me coldly, her little 
brother sneers at my honest florins and tipping testers, her very maids 
lout me, her pug dog hath bitten me i’ the calf: so I cry Alack! and 
with cause. 

STRA. O, puny-hearted! Doth not the census allow thirty, or 
maybe sixty women to one man, in view of the hateful preponderance 
of the feminine element i’ the population? And thou wilt be con- 
quered by one! Rouse up, rouse up! What is one petticoat more 
or less to thee? Seek another, and fie, for shame! 

Noop. Where shall I find another like Florinda? Odds jonquil 
locks and eyes like river forget-me-nots under the rushes! Odds 
cherry lips and snowy teeth! Odds melting accents breathing melli- 
fluously of Noodelius! Odds tiny tootsies and winsome waist! Never 
shall I find her equal ! 

STRA. Ho, ho! ’Twas with all these things Noodelius fell in love 
—not with Florinda. Then may thy smart be healed. I know her 
hairdresser’s number—a worthy man is he, dwells in Leicester Square. 
He shall furnish thee with a wig of jonquil locks, the very fellow to 
Florinda’s. Her cherry lips are paste—he shall sell thee a pot of it. 
Her lashes, too, and the arched eyebrows that have thralled thee— 
shalt have ‘em in a shilling box, with a mirror i’ the back of it. Odds 
any teeth! Florinda’s dentist is a kindly soul and a large-hearted. 

halt have a model of her jaw to write sonnets upon, Noodelius, 

Noop. Horrible! Torture me no more! 








STRA. Then her corset-maker shall supply thee with a whalebone 
waist, and her bootmaker with the very fellows of the shoes thou 
didst make thy foolish heart a doormat for, and her robe-maker shall 
send thee a gown, ay, with the voluptuous beauties that have wrought 
thy rack stitched inside of it toa pad. Odds horsebair cushions! 
Odds pillows of cotton-wool! Then go to Florinda’s chemist and bribe 
him with gold to yield thee one of Florinda’s choicest blushes—the 
one that tops a squeeze ; and the pearl powder that marked her woe 
when estrangement parted ye for hours twain out of the twenty-four. 
Then having built up thine idol out of all these fripperies and knick~- 
nacks, to the very resemblance of Florinda—— 

Noop. Ay? 

STRA. Put it on the fire and thank heaven thou art freeman and 
no slave. For the she-creature is a creature to be avoided, brother ; 
see that thou have no more to do with her i’ the future. But my 
landlady calls, and that minds me I have to help her a out the 
washing i’ the back garden. ’Tis an honest creature, and so | humour 
her—I humour her! Fare ye well, brother! Fare ye well! 








“ My dear,” said Mr, Spillikin, “talking of that bonnet of yours——” 
Then that good wife smiled as sweetly as an alligator yawning for 
his five o’clock breakfast—“ Yes, dearest, talking of that bonnet.” 
And the wretch answered, “I don’t think there’s any need to talk 
about it any more, for you've talked so much about it already, that 
the very vibration of your voice would have shaken the flowers off it— 
had it been here.” Then that man found that ears could be used for 


something else than hearing ! 





IT was anything but kind of old Bagley to allude to dear little 
Jenks as a bottle-scarred veteran, merely because his rose is a bit 


rosy. 





gay” TO COORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay Sor Contrivutions. In no case will they b: returned unless 


accompanted by a stamped and directed envelope, 
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“My mother bids me bind my hair,’ sang the sweetest of her sex ; liz man who wanted to write a sonnet to his mistress’s eyebrows 
and then her dearest bosom friend answered, kindly, “ That I should, has since changed his mind. He's going to paint a picture of ‘em, 
and put it away for a time in your drawer, for those dyed plaits soon and call it ‘A Symphony in Black and White”; for there’s enough 
get off colour if you keep them too muchinthesun.” And after this ink and pearl powder about them to set up Mr. Whistler for a 
who can say that a woman can’t have: frien:!s. sensational stuly of Chels2a Bridge. 
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: The Latest Novelty for House Furnishing. 
_ ™LANCGASTER (aq 
f WINDOW-BLIND CLOTH. 


te In widths varying from 28 to 72 1 








He A NEW MATFRIAIL ENTIRELY SUPERSE DING A B80 LUT ELY 
t TI Cheay he ad Bed Bild ot World Se aeee 0c0a 
he Cheapest an est Blind in the World. 
Came IAIN COLOURS. FANCY PATTERNS, ARTISTIC DESICNS SOLUBLE. 


equire VW No Hemming Not 
habie to Fade. Will stand Koogh Wear BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 
OF ALL DRAPERS. UPHOLESTERERS. @ CABINET MAKERS 
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(1) Kissing is dangerous, say wise 
- 


Kiss-met! Still girls may kiss FUN 
if they please. 
(2) A child aged twelve took one aged 
five away— 
They caught that cute kid napping, 
though, one day. 
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TIP-TOPICAL TOUCHES. 
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Los!, When. and 


She — | do SO dislike monkeys, 


She es They Are So 


Trayed. ; 


4 
.) * 
. . 
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()verheard al” the Alexandra 
Falace Monkey-show. 











He _— Weally | 


Uke men 


(¢ Qndl he hed epntinded 















| (3) A watch-thief by a lady was held 


fast, 
So he got no “escapement” at the 


last. 
(4) As ape-parently the Monkey Show's 
the thing, 
“Only a (Chim)panzee blossom ” you 
must sing. 


Lalo ‘ mr 


“Ly y A drink nol 





ub to his liking 


j 





(5) The Chippeway Indians po fire- 
water quaf, 


It saves them equaw-lor, so we need 
not laugh. 
(6) A landlady let her lodgers cat go 
free, 
Which caused a County Oourt cat- 
astrophee, 





Menfal hanguish had aged him apace. 






(7) “Monty” Williams rampled humnx!, 
but alack f-— 
Tis the last (s)draw that breaks tle 
kK immel’s back. 


.8) A donkey-sneak aged two years. ia 
a night, 
So said the truck-ulent knave at 
morulng’s light. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE ALEXANDRA PALACE.— 
- Under the direct incitement and 
e influence of the firm whose proud 
and widely advertised boast it is 
that their special article of com- 
merce “will not wash clothes,” 
the norg of this rather “ree 
enterprise have been getting their 
and other people’s monkeys up 
to those “northern heights” 
whereat the jaded Londoner of 
not-so-very-old-time was wont to 
seek rest, recuperation, and rural 
revelry. A monkey show is not 
altogether the sort of entertain- 
ment one yearns for in these sultry 
days, but there are other attrac- 
tions, and it is “so easy not” to 
go near the monkeys! It is really 
an excellent, interesting, and 
well-arranged collection, but— 
well, some people don’t mind 
TH ALBXANDRA PALACR—THE NEW these things, I balieve. 


MisTaR ; wits APOLOGIES yon A as ae 
\MEMORY SKETCH,” BY A PARTY Tux other attractions consist of 
uj . 

diate cota a well stocked art gallery (which 
I bave not examined with sufficient closeness to warrant my picking 
it to pieces), wizards, organ recitals, bands, dangerous balloon ascents, 
the Sisters Lawrence (acrobatesses), Mr. Ganthony with his sketches, 
a circus, “living marionettes,” boating, switchbacks, to ns, an 
iogenious contrivance for exciting all the sensations of a rough channel 
passage, shooting booths, and Pekin, a spectacle showing how the 
Chinese Emperor's wedding festivities consist of performances by a 
British Variety Troupe, the dulness of which fills His Effulgency with 
such natural indignation that he beheads two of the worst offenders 
as examples, a proceeding for which he is very unjustly punished 
with a display of fireworks in Mr, Pain’s best style. 





THERE is some poy to be obtained in wandering about the 
grounds, in spite of their neglected state, There is generally a re- 
freshing breeze to be found, and the surrounding outlook is grateful 
to the eye, save that the steady advance of the encroaching builder 
is —— observable, Mr. Bapty, who comes with healthy creden- 
tials from the Manchester Exhibition and other similar enterprises, 
expresses the determination to give thoroughly good concerts during 
the season, with first-class vocalists, under the experienced Dditon of 
the popular Mr. Gwylliam Crowe. All the “Guards’” bands will be 
engaged in succession, and for the first time the refreshment question 
seems to have been gone into with intelligence. The balloon ascents 
should be stopped, however ; or, at anyrate, the altitude restricted. 
The young man Young got a nasty shake at the first ascent,and has 
since sustained severe injuries, his partner has also come to grief on 








THE PRINCESS'S.—A POSER POR THE YOUNG MAN, 












» housetops. The show is a graceful one, within limits, and 
bly not beyond the scope of an ordinary acrobat possessing 
nck.” As for it being of any scientific value, I advance against 
t view the primitive but perfectly adequate argument, “ Bosh |” 





THE PRINCESS’s.—A very ordinary affair is the new melodrama, 
True Heart, now “going on” at this theatre. It has almost become 
the acknow province of melodrama to treat us to story, incident, 
character and in their tritest forms; and in this respect Mr. 
Byat has in nowise departed from honoured tradition. Not that this 
need in anyway discourage him, for have we it not on goodly authority 
that these be the works that beget fortune? Miss Hawthorne has 
not “gifte” for the adequate ss of the heroine, but she 
plays pleasantly and intelligently enough, and the remainder of the 
cast is strong. Mr. Yorke Stephens too much and speaks with 
an accent which quite justifies Mrs. Ruddsdell in taking him for an 
American; but that is all the fault I have to find with him; he is 
cheery, chivalrous and gentlemanly. Mr. Bassett Roe makes up well 
and acts with force asa rather remarkable baronet. Mr. Julian Cross 
is “ good enough,” and Mr. E. W. Garden is quite himself in the good 
old style. As for Mr. Leonard Boyne—hooroo! Isn’t he the bhoy 
forahayro? And isn't it moighty foine he isas that same? (A 
clever bit of acting in the second act.) 


“Tue Launch of the Lifeboat” scene is great fun, with its creaking 
rhythmically rolling sea and frequent pauses for refreshment; but 
it comes on too late in the evening for thorough enjoyment. 
Incidental attractions are pretty Miss Leyton asa country lass, with 
an occasional accent, and Mr. Curtis D’Alton “ with a song,” supposed 
to be, but not in the least like, a sailor’s song. 


THE GAIETY.—The epitome of the French drama, which is so 
actively and energetically going on here, is rather curious and interest- 
ing. Many of the performances are familiar, and the “support” 
given to the stars is a curious 
commentary upon the perfection 
of the French school of acting, 
but opportunity is afforded of 
becoming very thoroughly ac- 
quainted with every side of the 
abilities of both M. Coquelin 
and Mdme, Hading. In the 
programmes given, they exhaust 
almost every phase of Polonius’s 
list. This is not so much prima 
Jacie evidence of versatility, per- 
haps, as of courage ; and both per- 
formers are, undoubtedly, out of 
key at times; but the circum- 
stances are interesting and 
attractive, and specially valuable 
to the student of acting. Hap- 
pily the enterprise appears to be 
a financial success, though— 
dash it all! that “support!” 





es , THE PRINCE OF WALES’.— SHOWIN 
THE PRINCE OF WALES HIS SAPTE-ITUDE. 


(morning).—I think a rather 

severe view has been taken generally of Mr. Sapte’s comedy- 
drama, Marah. It is not, perhaps, distinguished by any particular 
brilliancy, and is burdened with unnecessary law, but it is a good, 
sound, working piece, with some very fair literary brightness in it and 
nota little dramatic point, The avg ee part was played without in- 
telligence, but the remainder of the cast was exceptionally strong ; 
Mr, Cautley’s make-up in the last act good. 


THE VAUDEVILLE (morning).—It would not be fair to blame the 
(as far as the playbill goes) anonymous author of 7rue Colours for 
the fineness of the afternoon upon which his play was produced, but 
it is regrettable that he had no better compensation to offer us for its 
loss. The play begina cheerfully, with a couple of deaths in about 
as many seconds, but, although there is nothing dreadfully bad or 
‘impossible ” in the piece, this is the nearest approach to originality 
I observed. The piece had every advantage in performance. Miss 
P, Hudspeth was an interesting “gentle heroine,” and Messrs. E. S. 
Boleyn, Cautley, Maclean, and others, distinguished themselves, as did 
Miss Elsie Chester as the gamekeeper's wife.; 


THE STRAND (morning).—Another of them! This time a domestic 
drama called Doubt, by Mr. Stanley Little, This is a workmanlike 
piece enough, it only suffers from want of probability. The acting 
was first rate—blessings on it !—but the story, in addition to its un- 
likelihood, is too depressing for anything—at least, anything resem- 
bling me. Miss Alma Murray, charming as usual, but her sorrows too 
unreal for sympathy; Mr. Nutcombe Gould extremely , but 
suffering under the same disadvantage; Mr. Wallace Erskine ditto 
ditto, with the additional aspect of appearing to be a person likely 
enough to make # clean breast of the ambiguous “ dering > 

ESTOR. 
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KNIOKNAOKS,. 


A CERTAIN lady, who is in the habit of reading to the patients in 
one of the London hospitals, was requested a few days po one of 
the sufferers to read her a portion from St. John, The following day 
the lady asked if she would like to hear some more of the same gospel. 
‘No thankee, mum,” was the reply ; “I'd rather hear a bit of the 
Family Herald, I’m better to-day.” 





It was at an up-river hotel, and the waiter looked like a super- 
numerary taken on for the busy season. A boating man was dining, 
aud calling him, exclaimed, “ Here, waiter—this champagne has gone 
off, hasn’t it?” “ Yes, sir,” replied the man, with lamblike innocence. 
“it went off with a pop, sir.” 


Independent M.P.—‘ I always support the Government when they 
are right, my lord.” 

Lord S*1*sb*ry.—“ But that is of no use, my friend, for when the 
Government is right, it does not require support ; it is when we are 
wrong that we want assistance.” 


A DAILY contemporary stated that at the Abercanaid Pit, 
neat Merthyr Tydvil, a fall of rubbish had injured a collier, a man 
and a boy. Rather rough on the collier! 


Tram p.—" Give us a drink of water, please, missus.” 
; = Housewife.—“ I canna do it, puir mon, for I’m jest agoin’ 
0 wash,” 





Stella.—“ Poor Marie! you have no papa, have you? 
gone to?” 

Marie.—“ Ah, little mees, ’e is gone vere all ze good papas do go.’ 
Stella,—“ Oh, to the to 





A DEDUCTION FROM PERSONAL EXPERIENCE. 





y shop?” 
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“Women, beware Women !” 


Were is he 


{One hundred “ influential” ladies, most of whom have hitherto been Identified 
with the Women's Suffrage and General Emancipation movement, have signed a 
protest, in a monthly review, against extending the Franchise to women, and 
against women meddling with Parliamentary matters.) 


























MATRIMONY. 
He (softiy).—“ You have an tified wish—a secret y 








AN essay re the Women’s Suffrage movement 
Fun here (with proper reverence) indites ; 
Tis a movement which of late hath shown improvement— 
For the advocates of Lovely Woman's Rights. 
But, alas! now, after warfare staunch and stiffish, 
The dames whom we have ‘squired indiff'rence show ; 
And some fair leaderesses, prim and “ sniflish,” 
Cry, “Shall we be politicians? OA/ dear, no. 
Though we formerly pretended to desire it, 
And you men have laboured hard to pull us through, 
We don't want the Franchise! No; we don’t require it— 
Votes? Rubbish! Nonsense! likewise pish and pooh!” 


After harrowing our hearts with their orations, 
And showing how Vile Man downtrod the sex, 

At their own pet scheme they hurl denunciations, 

On eee poor male craniums to perplex. 

’Tis like a child who, having cried for “sweeties,” 
Throws them at you when you offer him the same ; 

Thus these ever-changing charmers, in their treatise, 
Paint their comrades and their helpers all with blame, 

Now we offer them a harvest they won't reap it, 
But disdainfully their scorn do they denote, 

As who should say, “ Bah! Woman's Sufirage | 
We're going to do without our vaunted Vote!” 


Can it be because the Commons have adopted 
The Closure upon those who prate too long, 
That 'gainst politics some “shriekers"’ now have ‘opted ’’? 
Or because in County Councils now they’re strong? 
Can it be because the “sex” goes in for fiction 
That it thus “ Round Robins” Woman's Righting cliques / 
No; ‘tis simply their old game of contradiction— 
The change of mind that woman always seeks, 
And we hear another protest ‘gainst this protest 
Is threatened now to bombard poor male elves! 
Shall man, poor man! be tortured by this slow test ? 
No! Let the ladies fight it '’mong themselves ! 


Keep it ! 





A Chance for the Charitable. 





’ 
Angelina! I see it in your face. me—tell me what it is, and if 
my heart’s best blood——” ete., etc. 
She (pensively).—“ I was thinking that the Robinson's supper was 
a hollow mockery. Run down into the pantry, clearest, and fetch up 
some of that cold tongue.” 








THE Hatfield Street School—Golden Lane, 
Wishes good old FuN to for it again, 

“A Day in the Country” its poor mites need, 

So Foun feels sure he won't vainly plead, 
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“COLLUSION!” 


: ae 7 ; hotel at Car 2 > e714] he 1ppresses ame of the h * and 
ANOTHER party has been writing to the Times to complain of the insanitary state of a certain hotelat Cannes. As usual he suppre: a = fer — ; and 
if he had not, the newspaper written to probably would—thus rendering the so-called “ warning tothe puvlic” a pure ‘arce. The Globe talks about “collusion to conceal 


the truth” between hotel keepers and medical men—ahem ! 








oo 


ice pounced upon him, remarkin- 


tm! 


The London editor wae just penning a most indignant article on the lat se of foreign hotel homicide, when an emissary of ju 


a? 




















That editor was bronzht up before Lord Chief Justice Pablicopinion and a jury of British tourists. “Now, gentlemen, if by carefully, and, as per usual. 
suppressing the name of the dangerous hotel, he has been guilty of collusion with the hotel keeper and the medical men, for the purpose of concealing the truth 
“Guilty!” said the jury, without retiring. 
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bi was sentenced. He was to pars through an “oubliette,” not the usual kind, !ut one in which he should forget the name of the hotel; and he was then to be 
y/ compelled to take his family to the foreign town in which the hotel was situate, and take hischance of landing in that hotel, like the public whom he did ot warn. 
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“WHAT A SURPRISE ! ” OR, THE ’APPY ’OLIDAY. 


Song by Mr, Tim Healy“ HE'S ALL RIGHT WHEN YOU KNOW 'IM, BUT YOU'VE GOT TO KNOW 'IM FUST!” 
|See Cartoom Verses, p. 254, 
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ON THH ADVANTAGES OF SELECTION. 


ND talking about that 
reminds Mr. Fun of 
the case of Captain 
Sterling, of the good 
ship Humane, Tell 
you allaboutit? Very 
well, here goes. 

Captain Sterling 
was bound somewhere 
or other with a cargo 
when he came across a 
great passenger 
steamer on the point 
of sinking—— Eh? 
heard something like 
that? Oh, no, you 
haven't, though.—We 
know what’s running 
in your head; that’s 
another affair. 

Well, Captain Sterling being a gallant and humane man, saved 
the whole lot, and landed them safely in England. 
There was a deal of weeping and rejoicing over the event, and 
worthy Captain Sterling was {<ted every where. 
+ - * * 





* a7 


CHAPTER II, 


IT was some little time after the events related in our first chapter 
that a big mining swindle was exposed, and the directors, who had 
robbed and ruined right and left, of course could not be touched. 

They had all made their fortunes over the affair, had those directors, 
and they held a special dinner among themselves in honour of the 
smash up of the company at which they chuckled £0 that they could 
hardly eat a mouthful. Those directors were among those saved from 
the sinking vessel by Captain Sterling. 

One of them (possibly as a sort of acknowledgment of the services 
rendered to him) had persuaded Captain Sterling to invest all his 
little savings in the company just before it cracked up, and had trang- 
ferred (sub rosa) a good many cf his own shares to the captain. 

* ” * ~ 7 ” 

You heard of that scandal lately about certain officers of an impor- 
tant public department who were detected in taking bribes? Yes, 
there was something about building sites,and public houses, and little 
“ presents” of hundreds of pounds, and surveyors to the Board, and 
“| did not know I was doing wrong,” and so forth! Yes, well, those 
swindlers could not be punished either—law cannot touch anybody 
with a black coat, you know, because there is one Jaw for the rich, 
and the same for the poor, and it’s made just strong enough to reach 
the poor, but just a little too weak to reach the rich. Yes, well, thore 
official sewindlers were among those whom Captain Sterling had saved 
from the wreck. 

o = * ” n ~ 

Ycu know Mr. O'Foulmouth, the Irish Member? We mean the 
gentleman who habitually calls the Speaker “a fool" and “a beast,” 
and studiously treads on the toes of members opposed to his political 
views as he passes their bench, and who is generally about ten glasses 
upsober in the House, and swears ia the lobbies, and ought to have a 
sound thrashing, and probably will some day? Yes, well, he was 
among those rescued from death by Captain Sterling—see? 

” * - a * * 

There’sa man named Ginger Popp, If there's an all-round nuisance 
in this world it’s Popp. 
Popp is a_ teetotal 
fanatic; it’s he who 
wants to give the 
power to any ten tee- 
totalers to shut up all 
the public houses in 
their parish. He’s the 
man who tried to 
bring in that bill to 
render it penal servi- 
tude for seven years 
for any working man 
to drink beer, or smoke 


a\ \ a pipe. Now he’s 
> % agitating for the intro- 
duction of a bill com- 

‘ — people, under 

vy penalties to 
drink Nauseousade, the Belle of Mawkish Beverages. Yes, he’s the 


oprietor of the Nauseousade Company, Limited. He was one of 
pee Whom Captain Sterling rescued. * * * 








Among those Captain Sterling rescued were ten Irish Americans, 
three bloodthirsty French Journalists,a marshal of France, some 
Russian diplomatists, and a member of the London County Council. 

> * * 


7 * * 


CHAPTER III. 


ONcE more gallant Captain Sterling was crossing the ocean with a. 
cargo. Again a great ship, apparently in great distress, came in sight 
In an instant he sprang up to issue an order, but a form at his side 
laid a firm band on his arm and murmured, “ Don’t be in too much of 
a hurry this time. Just go aboard and look ’em over, and divide ’em 
into two lots, and rescue one lot. Pray don't be indiscriminate and 
hasty. Irreparable evil to humanity may be wrought by the impe- 
tuous in a single moment. Go and sort ’em out.” And Captain 
Sterling went over the side todoit. * eg = .— 

A fair percentage of the castaways were happily rescued. Captain 
Sterling really couldn’t make room for the rest. The world is very 
well satisfied. The form at the Captain’s side hai been that of Fun. 
And the moral is that acts of humanity should never be too wholesale 
and precipitate, care and judgment always render a meritorious act 


of double value. 








‘“‘What a Surprise!” 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


PLEASANT, indeed, it is to see 
Two rather headstrong creatures, 
Who generally don’t agree, 
Show amicable features ; 
And, on the Irish Drainage Bill, 
It seems, this Whit. vacation, 
A brace of such opponents will 
Attempt Co-operation : 
For Balfour looks on Healy as a well-intentioned lai, 
And that, spite of some short-comings, he is not so very bad ; 
There’s no flagrant vice about him, and his ardour is robust, 
He’sall right when you know him—though you've got toknow him /wst / 


The Irish Secretary’s gay, 
With Healy as bis pal, for 
He loves a jaunty holiday— 
Which perfectly suits Balfour ! 
On t’other hand, his new-made friend 
Now fraternizes freely, 
And festive aid is pleased to lend, 
Thus carolling Tim Healy :— 
“ He’s all right when you know him, though he’s nasty when he’s ve x‘d, 
He will take your scalp one minute and he’ll butter you the next, 
He don’t mean harm to IreJand, he’s a man in whom I’d trust, 
Oh, he's all right when you know him—but you’ ve got to know him /ust /”’ 
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ABOMINABLE MEDIOCRITY 


Spoofer.— Doocid hot work, old chappie; but there were ladies 

lookin’ on, and I wasn’t goin’ to lose my reputation, don’tcherknow.”’ 

er.—“ But you never hit a ball the whole time. Reputation 

be blowed! ain't you the beastliest tennis player in the whole club?” 

Spoofer.— That's just where it is. If I can’t play better than any 

other feller, I'll play worse, damme! and beat’em that way! There’s 
nothing women hate like mediocrity.” 
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“FUN'S” COMPLETE GUIDE TO COOKERY AND CARVING. 


OMELETS—How To MAKE. 
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THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. 
No. 23.—-THE SAGE AND THE SONGSTRESS. 


SQUINTILIUS STRABISMUS, Philosopher and Sage ; FOPPILIO, 
his friend, in Covent Garden, 
STtrRaBismMus. Odds red plush and gilding! Odds glitter and 


glamour! Is this the Opera? 


FopPILio. Ay, in good sooth. 
STRA. I have condemned it a thousand times as an institution 


effete and pernicious, never having been there. It seems to me that | 
have erred, and deeply. But the rag rises. Who are these? 

Forp, They be happy peasants, male and female, whose business ‘tis 
to chortle the heroine into favour o’ the company before she shows 
her nose. 

Stra. Her name is Amina, belike. And she will be wed to one 
Elvino, if the powers that live up there among the gas-battens, 
throned admidst clouds o’ mouldy blue canvas, do not frown upon the 
match. Here she comes. Odds sylph-like sweetness! this is 
daintiness, Foppilio, Oddsravishment! taflightofthrushes! Why 
will they keep her Elvino from her, cruel ones? O happy day! Elvino 
comes! Nay, ‘tis not he, but an Italian organ-zrinder’s monkey | 

Forp. 'Tis Elvino, for all that. 

StRA. Odds cuddling! so it is, And the whole village to witness 
their courtship. Do the folks never work, eat, sleep, or die? Because 
Amina be virtuous, forsooth, and the only maid i’ the village, is that 
the reason she should be harried, poor soul? Odds pens and ink- 
horns, Here is the notary, La, ls, ‘Tis a betrothal in form, with a 


bass Count to witness it, ‘Tis of note, this, that the more evil a 
man’s nature be, the deeper voice has he, 

Fopp. And the highest virtues are found in company of the falsetto. 

STRA. Now the duet between the plighted be over; what have we 
here? Odds four-posters and frilling. ‘Tis the chamber of the Count, 
and he eating his po a of nothing by the light of a candle and a 
half. Now his landlady enters. Odds leers and emirkiogs! '‘Tisa 
bold jade! Bold, but toothsome and tempting. But they part, 
scared by asudden noise : the back window opens. Odds impropriety |! 
Is this our virtuous village maiden in a bed-gown! Nay, she sleeps! 
Alas, poor lamb ‘i the lion’s claws! See! she sets down her dip of 
tallow. She is going to bed in the Count’s hired four-poster. Were it 
not adangerous thing to startle those that walk i’ their slumber, I 
would shout and waken her! Ho! Amina, ho! Now she sinks to 
slumber and the Count goes out o’ the window. Virtue lurks i’ some 
corner of that burnt out heart ; the purity of the maiden hath fanned 
it into flame. O me! she is discovered | 

Fopp. Ay, and by the whole village. 

StRA, Meddling toads! Ay, call Elvino, o’ pity! How the - 
chatters at her, poor dove! Ay, weep, injured innocence. Now 8 
wanders lonely i’ the woods, calling on her lost one. All this anguish 
for an organ-grinder’s monkey! But see! see! she walks i’ her sleep 
again, odds dips i’ the daylight, and the whole village there, with the 
Count to testify to it. Odds crashes and crumblings! the bridge is 
broken, but the lovers are united. How sweetly sing i’ the 
pairing season! once I, too, had my May-time, but ‘tis over. Come 


away, Foppilio, come away | 


eee 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 20. 





Henke he is teliing his wile, as he starts for business, that he really 
can’t think where she picked up that domes‘ic of hers—she’s more 
than he can stand, 
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And here he is———Oh, the sly hussy! It’s all her fault, of course. 








THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 


Sin HercvuLes Ropryson having proved himself the right man 
in the right place at the Cape, it is not —t that he is to be 
replaced, That is the playful way our authorities have of managing 
affairs. Lords Carnarvon and Kimberley, on Monday, impressed 
upon the Ministry that while hydras and Augean stables are plentifal, 
it is only now and then that a Hercules is to be met with. 

Naturally, the refusal of Mr, Bridge to grant a summons against 
George Ranger was brought before the House of Commons on Mon- 
day, and, equally naturally, Matthews backed up the magistrate. 
Between Bow Street Bridge and Cambridge Mr. Simms was in rough 
water. But if the cases had been reversed, what chance would Mr. 
Simms have had? So the pblic will understand in future, on the 
authority of Mr, Bridge, confirmed by the Home Secretary, that if 
one sees ® man borne by a mob towards one, if the man’s head is 
hatless, it is justifiable to punch it. 

The Bill for establishing an A tural Board has been read a 
second time. Will the first Minister of Agriculture be Lord 
Harrow-by, Mr. Ra(i)kes, or Admiral Field? It is consoling to be 
assured by the Postmaster-General that the question of cheap tele- 
phones for the million is occupying his attention, Fun urges him 
eae wire in. In supp! , Dr, Cameron moved to reduce 


salary and office expenses Secretary for Scotland. Per- 
haps be in £6,595 bang went a good many saxpences. Mr. 
Ob n is a man of mettle, and having dropped Protection, is takin 
He contends coin of some sorts is too plentiful, an 


u ten 
of ethegns ta: penzen, Fun’s young men opine that most varieties 
to the latter class. After the holidays we are to consider Mr. 
‘as scheme further. And then our legislators, having had since 
ter their tongues untied and wagging very freely, adjourned for 

Whitsuntide, 
—————_—_—_ 

THe EnGuish Homorists my ART.—We can well advise all 
our readers to pay an early visit to the Royal Institute of Painters in 
Water Colours, to see such a collection of comic art as has never 


be been got together — from H down to the 
latest workers of the presentiday. The Exhibi proves that the 
artists in this branch have kept pace with the advance- 


ment that has made in the arts generally. Lasting thanks are 
fully earned by Mr. Joseph Grego, to whose knowledge, taste, and 
judgment the success of the collection is due. 





AFFAIRS look 


ea alas teas thn 


for the Alhambra, Last Thurs- 
dramatic which “ carries drinks.” 
Landy, who now sprain afore the pollos real tipo show 
Mas, PopMons, the dear old soul! is ina flutter of excite- 


She has just heard that friend, Wigg 
delivered of a pe ataiee: child, “ pate a 


i 
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TURF CUTTINGS. 
To THE EpIToR or “Fox,” 


Srn,—Having tried with all my might to pull the Derby off all 
right (and done it, too, I beg to say ;—I gave the winner anyway !|—I 
said “’T will be a decent plan to have a bit on Donovan, there may bs 
danger, truth to tell, to some extent, in Miguel; and none,” I said, 
his luck will rob, unless it should be Chitabob; and El Dorado you 
may find exactly suited to your mind ;” by which it seems—at least 
to me, I clearly gave you 1 2 3, and if belief you cannot bring, 
why, you can do the other thing. Which brings me to the end of 
this extremely long parenthesis). I’m turning my attention now 
towards the why, the when, and how, and all the rest, for totting up 
the points of Manchester its Cup. By dint of persevering hard with 
aiiceecaaer regard, I have discovered one to ¥. my faith to asa 
“likely win” ; so into future take a dip with this unconquerable 


TIP. 


I LIKE not your aspect too well, 
Philomel, 
As any mere schoolboy could tell ; 
I’m ready to say more 
In favour of Claymore; 
And onward there will stream 
The rush of a Millstream ; — 
But any mere schoolboy could tell, 


Philomel, 
I like not your aspect too well. 


Of horses there must be a dearth, 
Kenilworth, 

Before I’d care you to unearth, 

Belle Mahone or Abeyance 

May draw a conveyance, 

Lord Lorne or Cotillon 

Be one in a million, 

Savant be a wise one, 

Or Phil a “surprise” one, 

And Indian Prince, too, 

Some value evince, too, 
But ere I'd care you to unearth 

Kenilworth, 

Of horses there must be a dearth. 


I hope you'll find this tip all right, and subsequently act “ polite,” 
and aed w t let peo trifling ondbattanns althongh, on 
giving reason scope, I fear it is too much to hope. 

Oh, by-the- cb OO Fania DS pene Ces bee oe 
CT ees pear poae ne a Omri poy htge 
you w mean scene, 
bow-wows of all sorts and sizes, have a chance of getting prizes. 

It’s “ easy ” reached by train or "bus, Yours faithfully, 
Proruontvs, 








SKYLARKING.—The parachute mania. 
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Our Only Chance of Keeping India! | 
(“ The relations between British Indigand Persia are friendly, / 


in case of another hostile advance 


d 
us on the part of it 


against 
will be in the power of the Shah to play a great part on one side cr 


peony Meher t amma Bom ht and no 
vour of our q 
Sat tpl eoepdeast Souarsnts gen 
THE Russian Bear is a prowling bear, 
And a greedy fellow withal is he; 
And his eyes to the Kast, with a yearning stare, 
Are cast on a realm that is fair to see, 
But the British Lion is s and stout, 
And he holds that realm with a lordly force, 
And the Bear perceives that to turn him out 
He must have todiplo a tricks recourse. 
The Russian Bear ig a sly, sly 


And he sees that the Lion he'll best o’erwhelm 
By gaining the aid of a queer old blade 
Who is living next door to the wished-for realm, 
Says the Russian Bear, 


**T may soon declare 
My power in fair 
Ind-yah, ha, ha! 
If I do but snare 
The assistance rare 


Of that Persian bear— 
The Shah, ha, ha!” 


What mean this bustle and noise and fass, 

These banners and banquets and welcomes grand ? 
Are we all in love with this Pagan cuss, 

This barbarous king of a barbarous land ? 
Nay, we care no jot for the Persian sire, 


But, alas! we must —- 
i 


For if ever so little we rouse 


and bend the knee, 


Non est in a trice will our Empire be! 


If ever so little his whims we slight, 


Or his dignity wound, God wot! he'll hand 


To the big hyperborean bear, in spite, 


The priceless prize of our Indian land! 


But the Russian Bear 
Will no longer dare 
To covet our rare 

Ind-yah, ha, ha! 
If with amorous care 
We but sweetly “square ” | 
That Persian bear— 

The Shah, ha, ha! 





MISSING THE 


“POINT.” 


Curate.—* Well, Mrs. Jones, I daresay you can’t always leave the children, but your 


husband, at any rate, should make a point ofappearing 


in church oncea week, at least.” 


Mrs, Jones.—“ Lor, sir, if 'e knowed 'e were to git a point, or a ar/-point,'fur 


goin’, ’e 'd go as often as ye loike!” 








OvB freight-train stood 

We'd waited for orders 
More’n balf an hour, 

She—my engine—a-gittin’ up 
Hull steam power. 

An’ I felt beneath me 
The iron Force 

Pantin’ and strung up, 
Like some blood-horse, 

For the moment that freed her 
Upon the course, 

Hot weather? I guess so! 
Clouds hankered down 

On the hills and the dam 
At the valley’s crown, 





A Race for Life. 
THE ENGINE DRIVER'S STORY. 
(An Incident of the Pennslyvanian Floods.) 


Then I remembered 
Hearin’ talk of a leak, 


“A crack in the concrete "— 


That long black streak 


Down the wall! Was that likely 


The sign they’d seek ? 
Ashot! Who fired it? 
A roa noise— 
That dulled the hearing 
And drowned the voice 
When I tried to holler 
To one of the boys! 


With a crash like thunder 
The great dam gave ! 

O God! in the valley 
A giant wave, 








One yell of warning 

Ss nes at a ngine— 
e or € 
Too late—too late ! 

The flood was on us 
Like Death—like Fate ! 


As the deadly waters 


Upon us leapt, 
As trees, signals, houses, 
Away were swept, 


I unhitched the engine ; 
She—well, she stepped ! 

When I pulled the lever... 
There's a thing that feels 

In those pounding pistons 
And whirring wheels, 















With the shriek thai follows 
The scalping knife! 


I hurled myself 

From the iron steed 
That had done good service 
In time of need ; 

And, as I slackened 








An’ the crowded roofs Breathing cold odours | In those throbbing valves— 
Of the little town. That spoke the grave ! | Humming cranks and reels | My ited ht 
The nestlin’ cit Gathering, rolling | She-knew in the moment, At the hi crest, 
That Jay ner 5 A liquid Will , | She gri the track,— And sank dowa, -_ spent, 
Between long green banks That crushed the homestead | The horrible moment The bridge gapei 
Where two rivers flow— And wrecked the mill, When I looked back With an awful rent, 
Or did in them days And bade the factory On a world of w And the locomotive 
Not so long ago ! Wheels be still. Of death and 
I've an eye like a buzzard's, Rolling, gathering, Steam against Water, flo beg 
I saw ‘em—shore! near, Fire against » thunderit 
Like nipper-ants climbin’ With men and women She seemed like a critter lowing Fuss Mn ig 
The Reservoir, beeper cap so ogntenn ran as wou Feat ee ee ren | d auld 
A band of Jabourere— Those shrieks! They were y ‘Twas @ Race | se 
Nothin’ more f Bad to hear ! Ine tows it—good ! And she'd wo the Keied} 
Contributions. In will they be returned unless 
Se” To OORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself ~ dae or pay io no Case 
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A SPRING CLEANING. 





rage 

(A) Ordinarily 
she was quite 
a mild and 


rational per 








Son 


(2) 








But as ry days lengthened towards Spring he BN a | 
cloterved & certain weird alferatTwn in her man- _. () \r } : S . 
weal re" a eee r (5) ; ' d t:) The dreaded blow had fallen, and e _ wn 
J >) Yet he rashly asked an old ors l ish 8 a that once happ a 
(SX. C ean a rom in at once Py y he 
a down yrom Saturday ty Monday 


When they came an Sight of his house ; ‘6 ) 
’ [— ) 
m &frard us hard ly worth 
while to dress or dinner to- 
day, old Roy ‘he fact > 


When he nha d 


tome to ham Sel 








he Swooned Away 


and reconnotred A 
: 4h 

le Said. A 

f 


« 
+ grieves 


me Gold chap, 


that | 


I have nothing to « 


i 
5 d. 
you Ww the sha € | a veg 








Carr lar meal as Kutcher 
yw range is down the well 

bed for Z But just by Way of a 

dan cht y onacks. u Know; L thought 
but ‘| a raw herring anda aa 






, “ 


. 
nATOW {Ou i . | 
iA you Jee lve rigged you up a Shalte- 


of cabbage -water . , eh‘ 
dont mind roughing ib. 2 oO. 
’ ? 


9) What’ Cong already? Cant 
| Stay the nr after au?” 
“Frad not’ O}s atonce ' Found 


dow rm . 








.& 
(7) ) 1sSus horders AS 
[ve' got to swill these 


ere steps down'” 





mk AY . v most an rrantr e) ie } Ae 
Qt aee' dane uy the wash ho e o) ] } 0 \ n - po Fant t («ys «im n coak- 
use G Vipul D K t mM, ry ' 
> cer & & 4; € Pre } \ J KOA « ca a = | Wlost en ry 
y a ” ah Nie ATL YD ee" “ ‘ . ‘9 7 . > bed 
\ SO UP 30 much room able wisib! ” ¢ 


THE fashion with authors of dramatising popular books being al! 
the go nowadays, it is no matter for surprise that actors—not to Le 
behind hand—endeavour to give to their parts a “ novel reading. 


WANTED, to discover the name and whereabouts of the guileless 
teetotaler who went to Epsom on the Derby Day expecting to find a 
temperance meeting in the Blue Rit and of the turf. 





WHAT IS LIDMuw JUsLCE! SEVEN PRIZE MEDALS AWARDED. 
The answer is ee geanen 1 Hk J! 1 E of the LIMI a OE a aaa a ee . 
. ’ Peae.? bf ire ——_ 

In Montserrat alone ts the Lim: Tr tivated for t { C B R AN DAU ER & 0S 

purpose, and preset Care should be tab t this bras : 

a lied t: the Government), and hot any f thet erous os se 

concoctions sold under the nam> of | links. « 

prepares Lime Jue, &c, 





(TRADE MAKh) Write as smoothly as a lad pencil, and neither s.ra ch 
LIME FRUIT JUICE nor spurt, the poi ts being rounded by a new process. SOLU BLE. 
e Ask your Statioser for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample 
d cverywhere, in Imperial Quarts and Pints, can Box, or send 7 stamps to C. BRANDAUER and Co.'s 
nd stocctened to laste, and ts far stronger ‘Aan any ° “ ho'esa'e BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 


‘ Pen ysWorkKS, BikMInGHAM; or to their 
patel & on nae Bae BONS, & OO., o Warchouse, 24 King Edward Street, London, E.C. 
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(1) O, here we see the great D.7. of 
libelling cows accused, 
The fair owner got a “pony” for 
those cows that were abused. 


(2) A jeweller at Paris bought rome 
rings that bad been “ pinched,” 
“How hawker'd! ’ cried the hawker 
(but in French) when be was 
“ clinched.” 
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(3) An evening-suited burglar while 
crib cracking chanced te fail. 
He left his glove, which served for 
salt upon his swallow-tail 


(4) An anti-vivisectionistess, getting in 
a “state” 
About some vile bear-baiting, 
bashed a man ebout the pate. 


Pans hawker 


S thes “ 
% ; hee 


we eth Ve 
“pint paren te 

‘+. ols ‘\ * a‘ sara't \ 
Syme 








Miss Anderson ruralizing 
af Hampstead 


— 
— nn 


rincess Polana 





co eC a oe | 
af. A y 
rs. “mn Pleased al celfing thiree months 


(5) Mr. Doty (U.S. Consul) has espoused (7) A furious drunkard is refused both 
a dark Princees, drink and money, when 

A mild Pacific beauty, who will not He from whisky turns to whiskers 

cost much for dress. —*“ beards” the landlord in his den. 


| (8) Two thieves who have been “ spoon- 
(6) “Our Mary” (and America’) at ing” welcome three months’ hard 
Hampstead takes the air, with glee, 
The lady's health this place doth Perhaps the prison “ stepper” they 
quite (Hamp)steadUy repair. both longed again to see. 






























































ecnagureraetartiee tesa te : 





Ag ae oy sew 





HUN. 





JUNE 19, 1889, 





SLASHES AND PUFFS. 


HE activity in the theatrical world 
is bewildering. French plays 
every evening, and some after- 
noons, Italian operas (generally 
two) every evening, two or three 
solid first nights, and about three 
matinées every day, afford fair 
ground for declaring that time is 

the most of. How the ever- 
lasting and untirable critic gets 
his notices in edgeways is a pro- 
blem he hasn’t time to examine, 
let alone solve—and yet the ranks 
of the unemployed actors do not 
thin. With regard to the latter, 
by-the-way, I hear of a prominent 
manager who suggested the offer 
of “super” work at a pound a week 
as a practical test for the unem- 
ployed’s desire for work, First of 
; LGW, ~A\, 1 should like to see that 
~~~“ manager make the offer ; second of 
See all, I should like to see his face 
when someone came to accept it! But to business, 





THE NOvELTY.—What a pleasant break in the monotony of life 
is the literary fai! How it draweth forth the sham erudite and the 
devotee who worshippeth because he understandeth not! When one 
of genius ariseth and sticketh up the avatar of the thing that is not, 
and triumphantly knocketh it down as the nine-pin, do not the lady 
who neglecteth her back hair and scorneth convention of raiment, 
and the gentleman, long of neck, solemn of spectacles, and easily 
impressed with the non-actual, flock in dozens to the shrine, each 
with the loved and thumbed “edition” at hand. Is it a pitiful ora 
pleasant sight? Surely the latter—they are earnest, they are happy 
—and earnestness and happiness are something, mayhap, in this 
workaday world. Take a back seat, oh, scoffer and “ comic” scribe | 
But odd to see Harrington Bailey in the ordinary white choker and 
linen chest-expanse of the outcast distributing pass-in cheques to the 
elect at the production of Ibsen's Doll’s House the other night. 


No one can truthfully deny the cleverness, the concentration, or 
the just proportion of Ibsen’s more important works. You feel the 
author is terribly in earnest, and the literary attraction is very strong, 
but his starting pointe are generally either whimsical or untrue—there 
is a grim truth in the lesson of one of his plays, however—and, like 
most writers of “fiction with a purpose,” he reduces his postulates to 
absurdity, and ineffect by over insistence and exaggeration, The 
postulate of A Doll's House is that a woman, by being “ nally 
conducted” through life by father and husband, loses not only all self- 
reliance, but all sense of right and wrong; in the result we have, in- 
stead of a strong argument for “equal rights” for the sex, a rather 
complete and absorbing study in mild lunacy. The play is rightly 
named A Doll's House, for all the characters are simply mechanically 
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THE NOVELTY,—MASTER IBSEN AMUSING HIMSELF WITH HIS PuPrPETS, 


moving puppets. At the best it is very unlikely to attract a general 
audience in land, where socialistic, or any other kind of, sermons 
are rather at a discount in places of amusement, 










as very excellently acted ; that somewhat variable actress, Miss 





Janet Achurch, was very much at her best, her curious want of 
command of the inflections of her voice was not altogether absent, 
but, as there are no strong passages in the part, the defect was in 
abeyance, and her unquestionable mental power and appreciation 
were strongly in evidence. The unpleasant husband, and the more 
unpleasant Dr. Rank, with his unpleasantly suggestive name, were 
creditably played by Messrs. Waring and Charrington respectively, 
and Mr. Royce Carleton made a singularly —— Krogstad, 
Miss Gertrude Warden was also of value in a smal! part. 


THE GAIETY.—M. Coquelin and Mdme. Hading still in possession. 
Repetitions of previous successes, with an occasional novelty thrown 
in, has been the programme, and the patronage continues wonderfully 
firm. This is, in fact, the healthiest show of French plays (judged 
from the appearance of the house) we have had amidst us this many 
a day. 


THE SHAFTESBULY.—It is satisfactory to find that this exception- 
ally well arranged theatre is not to lie fallow any longer—a fallow 
building makes us wondrous wild. Messrs, Willard and Lart, who have 
undertaken the management, are understood to have one or two good 
things up their sleeves, but at present they are satisfied to rely on the 
tried and not found wanting attractions of Jim the Penman. As the 
piece is cast practically as it was in its later Haymarket days, there 
is little to be said, except that it is about as good asit can be. Mr. 
Macintosh, who “strikes ile” with Mr. Tree's part, and Mr. Fred 
Terry, are new comers to the piece who merit singling out, however. 


THE VAUDEVILLE (morning).—Miss Leclercq’s matinée clashed 
with the production of Mr. Sydney Grundy’s play at the Prince of 
Wales’; but I don’t suppose either was much the worse for that. 
That good old comic conglomeration from all sources (a real “ actor's 
play”), Zhe Honeymoon, was acted with becoming seriousness by a 
number of ladies and gentlemen, 
for the most part well known 
to fame—Mr. Arthur Williams, 
Mr. Fred’ Thorne, Mr. Fuller 
Mellish, Miss Vanbrugh, Miss 
Whitty, and so forth—in support 
of Miss Nora Wray, who ac uit- 
ted herself very satisfactorily, 
though, perhaps, without throw- 
ing much new light upon her 
part in this play or on Juliet in 
the potion scene — with which 
potion of the bard’s works the 
show concluded. Although Miss 
Wray did not set the Thames on 
fire—the result was not such 
that she need make herself at 
all Miss-Wray-ble about it. 


THE GLOBE,—It was only the 
other night, at the Grand 
Theatre, Islington, that I saw one 
of the most remarkable sights. 
It was a pretty warm evening 
—one of those we had recently, 
when we found it next to 
impossible to breathe—but the theatre was literally packed from 
tloor to ceiling with a delighted audience, attracted to the spot by the 
Gaiety company in Faust up to Date, Mr. Freeman, by whose 
courtesy I was accommodated with a peep between an elbow and a 
whisker, told me it was the same ‘‘all the time,” and that every sell- 
able seat had been sold for the fortnight, before the company arrived. 
And here they are doing almost the same thing at the Globe—though 
they’re off on tour next week, I believe. The fact is, this is a specially 
funny and “various” burlesque very cleverly and strongly cast. 





THE SHAFTESBURY.— JIM THE 
(MANAGERIAL) PENMAN. 


NoDs AND WINKS.—Good things continue to go on at the Opera 
(Covent Garden, I mean). I make an occasional visit and rejoice 
myself. Nordica, Melba, the Reszkés, &c., &c., there have thrilled 
me, and I tell my umbrella all about it as I go home, for him they 
will not admit, and charge for the exclusion.—I cut this from the 
columns of a contemporary: “Mr. Horace Guy has purchased the 
rights of a one-act operetta by Lewis Clifton and J. W. Houghton. 
The music is by Mickey Glover.” I am awfully pleased to hear this, 
and trust it will be a success —Mr, R. D'Albertson takes his annual 
benefit at the Avenue on Monday. Girouette will come from the 
country for the occasion, with Guilia Warwick, Durward Lely, Sidney 
Harcourt, Charles Wibrow, and a lot of clever folks in it. If 
D’Albertson was only one of the big-headed ones, what a lovely hat- 
ful one could wish him! As it is, may he have the support he 
deserves, he couldn't carry more home with him. NESTOR, 


















eRe sree once 


could stand up the chimney with 
j ‘ : 
wi a shriek uke a lady 
vocals rt 
The Match of the Season. Facile Descensus Averni. 
THE Duke was bowled by a Yorke(r), and Miss Dallas Yorke dis- THE fact that within the ‘ery of one week two actors made their 
tinguished herself by making the catch of the season. “own quietus”” through Jack of employment, should open the eyes 
The Duke's Motto— Now is the winter of our discontent made of the multitudinous young people whose vanity paints them as 
glorious summer by the daughter of Yorke.” embryo Irvings and Terrys, to the overcrowded state of the stage and 
Was the bappy union (Portland) cemented ? the lively struggle in store for them should they take to the boards. 
Honours easy. Columbia keeps the American cup and Britannia Let them pause and ponder on how often the playhouse is but a 
retains the Duke of Portland. New York young ladies lower their short cut to the workhouse, 
colours ro the Dallas Yorke one. : 
“ THE man is that mean,” said his dearest friend, “ that he actually 
A FELLOW doesn’t look particularly cheerful when he’s “dead” licks the gum off every postage stamp—and fastens them on his letters 


broke, He generally has a “stony” glare in his eyes, with a pin, so that he can get what he calls a good lunch for nothing.” 
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THE PERSECUTED SPECTRE; OR, THE MYSTERY OF MANDRAKE MANOR. 
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THE EQUIPMENT QUESTION. 


(WE read in the papers that the War Office has just realizei the fact that the Volunteers would be useless in the field without some kind of equipment ] 
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“ My dear Boy,” repeated the War Office,“ Volunteers! they'd be quite useless, dear Boy, in actual warfare.” 
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“Ihbere now,’ he said (when the enemy had landed, and the Volunteer snatched up his only weapon—an umbrella—the War Office having neglected to serve out any 
other)—" Look at your Volunteer! Quite out of it, dear Boy, in the presence of regular troops! What did I tell you?” 


— - te lr 
Se tate ee a oO 






But we must really intercede on bebalf of the War Office official. Don't be hard on him—it isn't hus fault; it’s all along o’ this lady, Mother Nature. She hasn’s 
equipped him for his duties, Just hold hard a second, while we take off the lid and show you—there now! tolet unfurnished. Whatcana man do without equipment 7 
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PITY THE POOR VOLUNTEER. 
THE LORD MAYOR TO THE RESCUE. 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 265, 
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THH GROWING LUNACY. 
A, Hullo, here’s a party attempting we commit suicide—he's banging 





his head on the pavement—there, now to the top of a lamp- 

, and flings hims “hahaa coming 

) smash on his 1 Why don’t the police 
interfere? He’s a lunatic at lar—— 

: B. Oh, well, you're not to say that— 

g ' he's fashionable, that’s all—abreast of the times 

an e's practising or parachuting— uring - 

{_.;™, self to coming down bang, It'sall right... . 

as You observe that immense building? That's the 


\.., Rew parachutists’ club. 5 

. A. But it has the appearance of a lunatic 
_ ~  gsylum—the windows are barred, and all that. 
= — who seem like keepers, and so 


B, Oh, yes. Thore rege or are necessary, 
ue know. Parachutists are a little peculiar. 
he place is full of padded rooms to obviate 
accidents. There’s a school, too, in which the 
members’ heads and limbs are subject to a 
ing process—banged with stones, and so 
forth, They also practise falling on the flat of 
their backs from the top of that tower. They 
are quite harmless on subjects. See, here 
is onecoming. He will allow you to pat him, 
and will take a piece of cheese or sugar from 
your bands, 


i a2 «€ * * 

Mrs. C. How late you are home from the city 
to-day, dear ! 

Mr. C. Yes; couldn't get away from the para- 
chutists. First of all, one of ‘em descended 
with his balloon on to my omnibus and over- 
turned it, knocking out all my teeth. Then I 
decided to walk the rest of the way ; and blest if 
another clumsy fellow didn't come down smash, 
from a height of twenty thousand feet, right on 
top of my new hat, I had to go into a chemist’s 
to get patched up. The confounded parachutist 
didn't care; he was innured to it, and strode 
away smiling. I requested him to buy me a 
new hat; but be said accidents must happen, 
and it was all the fault of the Jaws of gravita- 
tion, and I’d better apply to them for a new 
ha———there, bang me if t isn’t another idiot 
coming down from tbat balloon up there. Look 
at the fellow—there—that little speck close by 
thenew moon. His parachute evidently wouldn't 
cast loose from the balloon, so he decided to 
come down without it. 

Mrs, C. Why—ob, see, John—I do believe be’s 
coming down right intc—ob, isn’t it too bad ?— 
right into the garden, and just as the flower 
beds are newly Jaid out for my garden-party to- 
morrow, Yes, see! he’s got his eye on thia nice 
bed of pelargoniums, and he's deliberately 
steerin one it. Every time he whizzes 
round head over heels I can see his eye fixed on 
it. There—there he is! right in the very centre 
of it! Really, John, you ought to speak to him 
about it! 

Mr, C. Oh, it’s that fellow D, He's the agent 
I told you about who wanted to swindle me out 
of double commission the other day. I wouldn’t 
pay it, and he said at the time he'd be even with 
me one day. I'll be hanged if I don’t give him 
in charge. 4 . ” . 

Mrs, C. Let us go in, John, as I’ve asked some 
people to come and have a little music this 
evening. The new carpet is down in the 
drawing room, aod Jooks lovely, only I'm afraid 
the colour is rather delicate for——oh, John! 
Why—oh, look! why, it’s covered with soot, and 
there is a lot more coming down the chimney ! 
What can have—why, there's something ia the 

making a noise, It must be a bird 

Mr. C. Bird be ji ! Precious big bird— 
ah, I thought as much—there’s a man’s coming down the ney. 
bat the fact nT" of me phan from +5 A ote than 

ve m and m u 
being a little stif—— . 1G 8 tad c 
Mr. C. yes, J know all about it, of course. Now, look here, 
inged if I t leave you there till the morning. Conf——! 











Servant. Oh, if you please, sir, ‘s a ‘ole club o’ parry-shooters 
come reall ee rent need a-settin’ on the beds in the attics. They 
say there’s another a-coming soon ; but a-bein’ rather fat, and his 
pacific gravity meee geovcaition to the resistance of the air, he 
git down so fast as the rest of ’em—— 

Mr. C. Ah! there he is; right into the water-butt. Jane, go and 
tell him he can’t remain there; that place is engaged, and there are 
three dead cats init already. + . . . 

There, now, if there isn’t a balloon carrying off the whole top storey 

the house! I won't stand it! I’ll—I’m hanged if I don’t—I won't 
be quiet till I've——_! 

The Commissioner of Police ought to order these parachutists to be 








New Leaves. 


“ THE Golden Grain Guideto the Al Fresco Fayre and Floral Fete,” 
is nct a mere guide only, for it contains many both literary and 
artistic ae a of distinguished eminence. Itshould 
sell largely to be a ‘to the Grosvenor Hospital for Women and 
Children— bny and buy.—‘ Camps and Quarters,” a spring annual by 
Archibald Forbes, George Henty, and Charles Williams (Ward and 
Lock). A series of short spirited stories, skilfully strung together on 
a thread of minor interest. There are many ‘‘moving incidents by 
flood and field” in “ Camps and Quarters.”—‘“ The Girl from Malta,”’ 
by Fergus Hume (Hansom Cab Publishing Co.), A cleverly told, 
though rather grim story, built on the well worn model of a rattling 
good murder at starting, and the remainder of the book devoted to 
finding out who did it, So many novels are run on these lines, that 
a novelty might be acceptable.—“ The Crooked Billet,” by Vera Shaw 
(same publishers). This is a straightforward story about some very 
pr ple and rome who go straight; at the end “every bullet 
has its billet.”—“ Harvest,” by John Strange Winter (same pub- 
lishers). Strange that Winter should come with Harvest! The story 
is clever, as most of the writer's stories are ; it is a love story about a 
worthy girl and an unworthy man who have their seed time and 
harvest—‘‘ Daphne’s Daring,” by Mrs. A. Phillips (John Hughes). A 
well and pleasantly written love story, bas both sense and sensation, 
and is free from the morbid murder mystery unravelling business that 
we weary of. 
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ANOTHER WAY OF LOOKING AT IT, 
Sentimental Fair One.— Ah, doctor, few people are grateful 





enough for the many good things they have! ” 
Mercenary Male.—“ And fewer still ungrateful enough for th» 


many good things they haven't!" 
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Derby, Dear. 
(By a Youne Man wHo’s BEEN THERE.) 


WHEN a very young man I said I would 
To the Derby and have a day's spree, i. 

I bought a new hat and a new suit of clo’, 
And thought what a swell I must be, sir. 


For a seat in a coach I paid twenty “bob,” 
"Twas outside—how I wished I was in it, 

When down poured the rain—I was in for the job, 
And got soaked to the skin in a minute, 


On the Downs was a man with three cards. “ Pooh,” said], 
“T’ll spot the right one for a dollar ; ” ; | 
I flang down a crown, and at my first try 
Turned the knave up—lI felt quite in collar, 


Of course I went on, and before I well knew 
If I’d won or had lost, that old dodger’d 
Cleared out my purse to the very last sou, 
And I felt I’d been reg’larly “rogered.” 


To see if twas time for the horses to run. 
I felt for my watch—it was gone, sir! 

Some villain had sneaked it, as sure as a gun; 
And I'd got it that day out of pawn, sir ! 


I'd laid on the favourite a fiver—they said 
He was certain to turn up a winner ; 
The bzastly old brute lost the race by a head— 
For a month, bread and cheese for my dinner, 


I somehow got home, and I got into bed, 
And I thought a race wasn't all honey ; 
A lark is a lark, but when all’s done and taid 
A race ain’t the game for my money. | 








The Penny Illustrated Paper.—Well done, John Latey, 
jun.! Long may your P./.P. prosper in its new and 
improved form, for you cater well for every taste, and 
deserve the liberal response that is safe to follow, 





A CRITIC remarked that “ Ouida fine writer in Ouida,” 
But a friend replied, “ Perhaps, if she'd Ouida works of 
extravagance ; but a3 it was, from the prevailing state of her 
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TECHNICAL WOOING. 


He,— Do you remember what I said to you at the end of that last sett we 
played together?” 


— Yes, of course! ‘Love all.’” 








characters, she would be more properly called Enn(O)uida.” 


THH COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS, 
No, 24.—THE SAGE AT THE FRENCH PLAY, 


STRABISMOS, Philosopher and Sage; ARTFULLIA, a Sweet 
She-creature in the Stalls, 


STRABISMUS. Hey, hey! a fortunate star shines on me from yon 
gilded firmament. 'Tis a fair lot that stalled me next the agreeable 
Artfullia. What shall we see to-night? 

ARTFULLIA. Why, truly, the French mummers in the new play— 
I remember not the name o’ it, but the Paris world raves o’t, and so 
should we. 

StRA. The curtain rises. Odds tightness! odds perks and smirks! 
Iam but a sinful man, and know no better, At last the desire of mine 
eyes is gratified—I have looked on a Soubrette! But what saith she? 

ART. Hum, hum, hum! 

STRA. Aba! here is our lover. Crop-headed rogue! will he woo the 
mistress and the maid as well? Odds shrugs and shivers! odds 
flexors and extensors! odds inflections and deflections! Now he is 
about to weep ; now he swimmeth, as one in deep water. His mistress 
hath ‘treated him harshly, and he complains of her. What say 
you? 

ART. Tis like. 

STRA. Odds lithe-limbed loveliness! here is the charmer. She 
speaks—’tis the music of the spheres! She moves—'tis the poetry of 
all the poets? I take it that, with the consent of her parents, she is 
engaged to him of the bluechin. Perhaps’tis the French custom to receive 
the betrothed in the holy of holies—the maiden’s bedchaw:ber itself. 
Pretty souls! there hath been jealousy and some estiangement 
between them, Artfullia. See, she curls upon his shoulder—she 
would be at up, artful toad, He relents, and a married friend 
calls in from over the way to bless their reunion. Is’t not so? 

ART. In seeming, certainly. 

Stra. What have we here? A banquet, with and the clink- 
ing of glasses? He sits at her right hand. business with 
plates and dishes—how my heart warms to it! Now the rival makes 


He.—* It ought to have been ‘ Love me!'” 


| 








running—’tis certainly a rival in the waxed moustache. Alas, poor 
crop-pate! how he scowls! But luck hath turned. Bravo! there is 
stuff in the blue-chianed one—he bears off the lady, cough and all. 
’Tis an Act and a half since that tickling i’ the throat took her. 'Twill 
become serious in Act the Third, and carry her off i’ the Fourth, if she 
look not to it. Now the lovars depart. Where go they /—to church, 
belike, though I see no wedding favours. 

ART. 'Tis probable. 

Stra. O blissful curtain that rises o' the honeymoon! O.ids bills 
and coos! is't not enough to infect a bachelor with the wedding 
fever’? Buta bifurcated cloud rises o° the horizon. ‘Tis the family 
lawyer, I take it, come to prove a flaw i’ the marriage certificate. 
She wee oor blighted flower. She kisses her unconscious mate, 
once o’ the brow, twice i’ the air, and leaves him. Ting-a-ring! the 
smart soubrette brings a note. Her farewell lines, yet damp with 
scalding tears of emotional art. O, fie! Hear him curse her, the 
ill-mannered villain. For curse her he did, or I err. 

ART. Methought so. 

STRA. Now he takes to gambling ina gilded saloon. ‘Tis a strange 
game played there, void of rule or method; but mountains of gold, 
volumes of crackling bank-notes are lost at it. Ha, she comes, on the 
arm of his rivai, diamonds on her bosom, and a cough i’ her chest, 
A duel! Aduel! with cards only. Oar lover wins. O, shame! to 
throw his thousands in the lady's face! She faints, and) no wonder. 
Now, we behold her again. 0, departed greatness! 0, tarnished 
gilding! Is there no balm that shall soothe her sorrows—no tincture 
to ease her cough? Ay and ay, for the lost one retarns, repentant. 
Too late ! hath she tumbled down, and the curtain has tumbled 
down, too, for very sympathy, and the play isover. And this being so, 
tell me, Artfullia, did’st understand one word of their prattle ? 

ArRT. Truly, not one. 

Stra. Nor I neither. Nor any of the gabies who gape and 
'Twas only the babe i’ the Danish story had courage to say pc 
went naked and not clad. In Strabismus behold that babe growa 
and elderly. Fairest Artfullia farewell, 
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Argument, 
Act I—PRoresson HeERKOMER, A.BR.A., M.A., P.A., &c., &c., not having enough to do with his painting, iron work, wood-carving, building, 


etching, and schools, trots off to the Fourteenth Century and the medieval village of Bushey, where the inhabitants are afflicted with an impedi- 
ment in their speech, and can only express themselves by singing. Disguising himself in a Bushey wig, and accompanied by a full band, he 


assumes the name of SMITH, and adopts Miss DoroTHY DENE as his daughter—for which we don't blame him. 
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~The Bushey Blacksmith 
wi ee, per Stud 


AN IDYL MOMENT ; 
Or, THE HARMONIOUS BLACKSMITH, 
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Act II,.—Having supped 


not wisely, but too well, he inflicts on her a ballad of interminable length, and goes to bed in his boots to the sound of music, meanly leaving to 
his apprentice the task of breaking off a highly desirable match between the unfortunate DoroTHY and the amiable, but wobbl2y Lord F1tTz- 


HvuGH DE BANJO. 
the baker. 


Chorus,—*" Loaf a conqueror is to-day, 


Strew with flour his royal way.” 


Act III.—After forcing the unhappy villagers to dance on the cobble-stones, the Professor compels Miss DENE to marry 
The honeymoon (Act J.)—having already taken place, 





they all live happily and harmoniously ever after. 








Comic Art in Piccadilly. 
“ Tue Institute” has adr a part 
For English Humorists in Art 
For which the world should be imbue« 
With undiluted gratitude. 
The Exhibition takes a run 
From HoGARTH down to Mr, FUN ; 
And thcugh the numbering is wild, 
One pretty soon gets reconciled. 


For HoGArTH, with his worst and best, 
Attracts and holds our interest ; 

Then GILLRBAY, ROWLANDSON, and such 
Absorb attention very much ; 

Though, from them all, one would suppose 
Folks might as well have worn zo clothes ! 
And, yielding to the old what's due, 

I must say I prefer the new, 


Here LEEOH's graceful humour plays, 
There BARNARD'S art and mirthful ways, 
With — eaaiein tick dade ; 
Here SAMBOURNE'S t fancy glow, 
Here vet'ran TENNIEL’S force is wilig 
And his “ by name and natur’” KgENE, 
And SULLIVAN with quip unique, 

ad facile FoRNIss, 80 to speak, 








Here you may spend gay afternoons 

With Gorpon THomson’s bold cartoons ; 
Quaint BAXTER’S art, too early lost, 

We here may see and count the cost ; 

Du MAURIER in delightful style, 

To plesse the taste and raise the smile ; 

With CoORBOULD, BROWNE, and DOLLMAY, 


. too, 
And lesser lights by no means few. 


Then BRYAN, near alone in pure 

And genuine caricature ; 

And CHASEMORE’S careful touch is seen, 
And thoughtful work by ‘‘ CHARLIE” GREEN. 
And, here and there, there ghostlike stand 
The work of many a vanished hand ; 

And brightest, maybe, of the lot 

Inimitable CALDECOTT. 


It is eaid the increase in the cost of salt is 
a very serious matter for the Deep Sea Fish- 
eries. We trust no one will think us frivolous 
“oe we say it is a deep searious matter for 
them. 


A RoyAL-TY.—The President of the Royal 
Academy's proverbial “ courtesy ” is supported 
by the public's daily “ bobs,” 











Fiat Justitia Ruat Colum? 


[In answer to a question by Mr. P. O’Brien, in the 
House of Commons, referring to the alleged assault by 
the Duke of Cambridge upon Mr. Sims, Mr. Matthews 
observed that he did not intend to interfere with the 
decision of the magistrate who had refused to grant a 
summons against H.R H., and added that the justi- 
fiability of an assault must depend upon circumstances. 
—Daily Paper.] 

PLEASE, Mr. Matthews, we'd like to know 
If the truth from your lips can possibly flow ? 
Supposing poor Sims had choked the Duke 
Would he have escaped without rebuke, 

Or been mulcted in his finances ? 


If a lab’ring man attacks a swell, 

Your magistrates all delight to tell 

That such violence must be suppressed ; 

And, the villain being badly dressed, 
The poor prisoner's crime enhances. 


Alas! we fear ‘tis the old, old tale— 
Must might ’ right for ever prevail ? 
When justice is sought 'gainst wealth and rank, 
Must impartiality then be sank, 

Or depend upon circumstances ? 





WE think calling the chink of money ig 
very appropriately termed “oofonious,” 












































JUNE 19, 1889, 


HUN. 267 





THE INTERLOPER. 


HREE medical rarties were dwellers 
At Rushintheseason-on-sea ; 
A trio of solemn old fellers 


Who'd poeketed man 


yokel, 


’ ra 
3) 3 





And, daring all rumpus and reaction, 
Without ever paying a cent, 

Or having the least introduction, 
Right bang into practice he went |! 


By Jingo! There was a sensation | 
The medicoes gaaped in dismay, 

They swelled with intense indignation, 
And one of them fainted away. 

Such want of professional manners ! 
He shamed the Licentiate hood 

And gullied the medical banners !|— 
That fellow would come to no good! 


And so they determined to saut him 
From social enjoyment and fame, 
They made an agree ment to cut him, 
And leave any house if he came ; 
They added this further addendum— 

“If any folks give him a fee, 
Not one of we three will attend ’um, 
Whatever the consequence be.” 


But folks weren’t very much shocked, or 
Were, p'r'aps, not alive to the trick, 
So lots of them “ tried the new doctor” 
(His name was Bucephalus Crick.) 
He made quite the most of his chances, 
With bow, conversation, and call, 

















And—picnics, and dinners, and dances— 
He soon was invited to all, 


The trio described him as “ shoddy,” 
And left when he came to a feast, 
And boycotted every body 
Who countenanced him in the least. 
They sat on him grimly and direly. 
- * 


. e 

And that is the reason, you see, 
That Crick has the practice entirely, 

And nobody to the three. 


Taey doctored the invalids local, 
And visitors seeking for “ tone,” 
The tradesman, the squire, and the 


And looked on the plac3as theirowr, 


No native commenced his existence 
But one of them gave him a start, 
And no one without th-ir assistance 
Was locally known to “ depart.” 
On vestries, of that and of this chief, 
They lorded it over the place ; 
Bat Fortune, for ever at mischief 
At last gave them “ one in the face.” 


One day an impertinent stranger 
Came suddenly into the camp 

(The medicoes knew there was danger 
Because he stuck up a red lamp!) 








a fee, 

















THE PLAIN TRUTH. 

Miss Frontrow (on a marine holiday).—“ And are you really going 

mackerel catching with your father in that clean little boat’ I 
should so like to come, too.” 

Young Savage.—“ Ay, tha’ moight loike it, but father ‘ouldn’t, nor 

I ‘ouldn't, nor the mackerel 'ouldn’t, So there!” 


Young Nix Lix Old Nix Trix! 

[The Wesleyan Mission Band, under the superintendence of Mr. Josiah Nix, is 
said to have done much good by preaching the gospel (from furniture vane) to the 
thousands assembled at Epsom during the races.— Press, } 

Down on the Downs, at the Epsom Spring Races, 
Old Satan has erst been in “ Clover” ; 

But now he beholds, with indignant grimaces, 
That soon will his harvest be over. 

For into his cherished and choice “ El dorado” 
Of souls has at last penetrated 

Bold Nix, the “ Eathusiast,” with a bravado 
That “Gulliver's” scarce emulated, 


Perched on a van, although mocked at like martyrs, 
The Band of the Wesleyan Mission 

a Oe ek te a pipet Ao “Star” ters 

00 oft the goal of 

Perch “ Donovan,” with “ Foul-lingo” tormented, 
Though “ Meek,-you-will” grant they were cheeky, 

Their weapons of warfare they boldly presented 
Right straight at the heart of Auld Reekie, 


That crusade’s vast usefulness goes without saying, 
Although we would gladly have seen a 
Few “ Mor-glay "-diators their valour displaying 
In this beneficial arena, 
But, meanwhile, on these we will lavish our praises, 
For, hastened by their “ Pioneer” ing, 
Fall clear to our “ Laureate’s” wizardly gaze is 
The blissful millennium appearing. 
—————————————————— 
EDWIN is the best of husbands, gifted with a appetite and a 
vocabulary racy with the idiom of the a hay Pad already 
to an encore with the “ vanishing egg trick,” and was pro- 


ceeding with number three, a splendid of the “sixteen a 
shilling, warranted” : when a careered madly 
over his classic ph y, and he softly, in reply to 





Angelina's tender inquiries, “ A bad third,” 





sar” TO OORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. In no case will they be returned unless 


by a stamped and directed envelope, 
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THAT I3 WHEN THE BAROMETER AT THE EARL’S CoURT EXHIBITION ADMITS OF IT. 
Pity the Poor Volunteer. re wast of . mess-tin, toc, | A Brighton Brill. 
See CARTOON. nd an undress-tunic teases | ry ‘ 
( ) His patriot sou), while he lacks control In “ Brill”’-ig (where’er that may be ; ( 
OH, aay the poor Volunteer, Ol ttt. tone ar vations | The humorous Carroll (L ), we hath no 
o seems to be worthy of pity, gs , | parallel 
If the tale be true that has filtered through 5 i he Only could tell, you'll agree), 
The Mansion House, in the city. ye Seer eg es a. the tan-odil In Brill-ig I say, and indeed, 
One thought him well enough off, He likewise needs; and one’s heart quite FO Sam, SS DUET ee eae Sole LZ, 
. ; os remember to YZ 
Upon the waole; Out now, sits, bleeds Bathe in Brill'’s Baths; hence this screed 
One he hasn't — ? = ' DS ; ‘ 
ne's forced to stare, for ~ hasn't @ ang For he hasn’t a knife and lanyard | Moreover, Brill’s Sea Salt, in boxes so neat 
An cxtra pair of trousers | AD ; 
; Is as Brill-iant a notion as any you'll meet. 
‘ He longs for a nice great-coat, Then, pity the poor Volunteer, 
To warm his chest and throttle, Who's in such destitution ; eid at Arias 
A haversack to sling on his back, An reward his zeal for the common weal "VARSITY DEAD HEAT,—A _ double-first 
And a useful water- bottle. With a handsome contribution, at Oxford. 
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Here we are acain! The Annual Milifar>~ Tournament An objec! 
(1) A fishy row in Essex—each irate | (3) Ten men it needs (pray do not say | (5) A footman boughta singing-bird— 
‘un, ‘tis folly) Vexation ! 
Doth punctually punch—although To carry the Emperor of Ohina’s 'Twas but a base and bird-ensome 
at Leyt-on. “ brolly.” imitation. 
(2) Brazilian negresses, whom Beauty (4) The organ-grinding Viscount adds (6) The gamblers by the Canal that’s 
dowers, commotion— called the Surrey, 
Would show (of corset’s wrong) With (H)inton-ation—to the angry Quite Surreyptitiously away would 
ocean. burry. 





their “stay”-ing powers. 
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oF interes\—A winner al Ascot 
, (7) Again our warriors (best that eer 
existed) 
Have for their thrilling tournament 
been “ listed.” 
(8) Ladies at Ascot, heedless of dis- 
parity, 
Seem to go in for winning jocke;- 
larity. 
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SLASHES AND PUFFS. 
kee EBRY’S (Morning).—Would it be 
\ Ya dealing out any great injustice to 
CP is, Mr. Pigott to hint a suspicion 
that Which Wins is an older pro- 
AY duction than The Bookmaker ? 
| That is the feeling it excites, 
| though it doesn’t very much 
= matter, perhaps. The play is by 
no means wanting in signs of 
ability; but, with its conven- 
tional, and sometimes clumsy, 
treatment of a conventional 
theme, the story has no proper 
stamina, and is unlikely to live, 
even though placed in the invalid 
haven of Nice. It is “other 
matter” with the acting, which 
was particularly good. Miss 
._._ Lingard’s sympathetic style and 
handsome presence were pecu- 
liarly well fitted for the kind of 
part which fell to her lot, and, 
though the sentiments were a 
TERRY’s. ~ AND 80 SHE LINGARD To ‘Tifle prosaic, the utterance of the 
THE END. final speech was a piece of un- 
commonly touching pathos, (It 
is only just to the author, by-the-way, to admit that the situation is 
a pathetic one.) We do not see so much of Miss Lingard in these 
days, that we can complain of a surfeit! Mr. Frank Cooper's was 
another enjoyable performance—there was a hearty strength in his 
“lover” which was very welcome. Mr. Cooper is clever in a line in 
which we have not too much cleverness. ‘‘ Comparisons are odious,” 
so I am going to make one, and tell you that | think this perform- 
ance as good as anything either Mr. Terriss or Mr. Alexander could 
give us, and points in advance for absence of self-consciousness, I 
wish I was acquainted with Mr. Cooper, because (as I dislike giving 
extreme praise to anybody) I could then = this opinion down to 
personal bias, But we can’t have everything in this world, and I 
must bear my lot as best I may. Mr. E. W. Garden, Miss M. A, 
Victor, and Mr. Cooper-Cliffe appeared in parts, more or less, of their 
usual “form,” and played quite upto it. Miss Enid Leslie, pleasant 
to look upon, but quite inadequate to the melting mood—we love her 
most when in the lightsome vein. Mr. George Dalziel managed to givea 
strong and truthful individuality to a by-no-means prominent part, 


AND so home to ice my brain and dress for the opera and French 
plays, which done every evening, till I know not whether I like 
Coquelin best as Raoul or Faust, the Reszk¢és as M. Poirier, or Mdme. 
Hading, when she doubles the parts of Norma and_ Violetta in Les 
Surprises du Divorce, But Nordica, in L’ Aventuriére, is best of all. 


THE GAIETY.—Still the French Plays, as hinted above, and 
little to say more than said every time. A little disappointment for 
you, Madame Bernhardt, not coming, but you must bear it and live in 


pee mn 
BATHS, | 











THE CoURT.—“ IN THE iCORRIDOR.” 


hope of better things. She will appear at the Lyceum later on, on 
the 9th, and other days of July. Meantime, don't misuse your 
opportunities, but make the most of “ Coquelin and Hading,” as they 
put it; you won't make too much of them, I daresay. 








THE VAUDEVILLE AND THE STRAND.—New pieces were pro- 
duced at these theatres both on the same day, though, considerately 
enough, one in the afternoon and the other in the evening. They 














were both a trifle too late for treatment here this time, but next week I 
shall have my say about them, and, as by that time, you will probably 
have finally made up your minds concerning them, you will see whether 
you have displayed ordinary acumen or madean exhibition of yourselves, 


Nops AND WINKS.—Benefits differ (so do opinions concerning 
them); but when the programme includes a bit of Helen in the 
Hunchback, by Miss Ellen Terry, assistance from Miss Marion Terry 
and Mr. Hermann Vezin, Miss Jessie Bond in Locked Jn, and a tail to this 
magnificent kite, consisting of Messrs. Fernandez, Marius, F. Terry, 
A. Roberts, Misses Helen Forsyth, Hewett, Norreys, Yeamans, Mrs. 
Bernard-Beere, little Miss Minnie(on), Terry and “others’”’ 
—well, you can stand a good 
deal. All this will be forth- 
coming at Mr. Charles Terry's 
benefit on July 5th at the Prince 
of Wales’ Theatre. Miss Ellen 
Terry’s own benefit (and the 
last night of the Lyceum season) 
occurs on Saturday; in fact, 
several benefits are “ within our 
purview.” The Maddison Morton 
takes place on the 2nd of next 
month, with Bus and Cor and 
London Assurance for the 
programme, the Haymarket for 
the theatre, Messrs. B. Tree, T. 
Thorne, H. Kemble, C. Brookfield, 
W. Herbert, and Mesdames 
Bernard-Beere, Kate Rorke, Kate 
Phillips and Mrs. Phelps for the 
company, and Mr. Harrington 
Baily for the manager. Then 
there is Mrs, Stephens’ farewell 
benefit at the Shaftesbury on 
the 9th of July, the arrange- 
ments for which are not quite 
complete, but are engaging the attention of a committee, consisting of 
“all the London managers,” and whatever the result of their 
deliberations may be, the occasion ought to attract “all the 
London audiences,” too, And so say all of us!—A play, by Mrs, 
Hodgson Burnett, is due at the Globe on Friday afternoon. It is 
called Phyllis. Our Flat goes into the Opera Comique evening bill 
to-night (Tuesday). The Leal Little Lord ceased his evening 
appearances last Friday, but he hastwo matinées this week—to-morrow 
(Wednesday) and on Friday.—The ballet Zrene is on it last legs—it 
has always had a good many to go upon—at the Alhambra. The 
Golden Age comes next, and Mr. Alias and his designers are said to 
have excelled themselves with the costumes, though the title of the 
piece does not suggest necessity for superabundance, or even “extra 
lady” abundance of material. Just the thing for the summer, though. 
Array !—I mean Hooray !—There’s another benefit, by the way. I 
nearly overlooked it, but I don't suppose anybody else is likely to. 
It takes place at the Avenue, on Monday the Ist prox., and belongs to 
“that Arthur”—I mean Mr, Arthur Roberts, “ Fill the bumper fair” 
—yes, and drink fair, too, my boys, NESTOR, 





THE AVENUE.—“ LANCY-LOT.” 
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THE REASON WHY. 
Miss Brown.—“TI did not know you used trains much, Mrs. 


Silvergilt, I thought your husband kept a carriage.” 
Mrs, Silvergilt.—Yes, dear, he does, he keeps it in the coach-house.”’ 


The Lay of the Shabby One. 


I AM not what I was: my clothes, like me, are growing old ; 
My hair as well is showing silver threads amongst the gold, 
I am not out of collar yet, but used to cuffs I’m made, 

And cuffs and collars at the edge are frayed I am afraid. 


For gloss upon my shirt you would quite vainly have to hunt ; 

I don’t wear one at all—you’d be affronted by a front: 

So it does not cost me very much to wash my scanty duds; 

My button-holes give horses up, that is, they’ve dropped their studs! 


The nap from off my cherished hat is most un-nap-ly gone, 
And in the seams my coat, it seems, with cruel polish shone 
(It ought to be apolished !), and everybody sees 

These bags of mine have lately got so baggy at the knees! 


My spring-side boots have lost their spring—they’re very down at heel 
(As they’ve no soul, they cannot deal in compacts with the de’il !) ; 
This boot appears quite sleepy—you may think I am japing, 

But ev'ry here and there the thing with weariness is gaping! 


My coat sleeves are like married folks, they’re (from my coat) divorced, 
And like a pine (in England. To patch my things) I’m forced ; 

My elbows both are Peeping Toms, from threadbare sleeves they stray ; 
Though not renowned for charity, my stitches all give way. 


My gloves, although not pious, are holey, too, and rough, 

And dreadful fringe is on my coat infringing on each cuff. 

No doubt you now will think that I quite long enough have yarned, 
And, with my socks, I guess that you will cry out, “ Well, I’m darned!” 








So many of our loveliest daughters are not “given” in marriage, 
nowadays, but are sold to the highest bidders in the matrimonial 
market, that it revives one’s faith in poor human nature to come 
across a purely unselfish love match. A lonely rag and bone picker 
aged 72 (whose profession, if strictly useful, is scarcely dazzling, and 
certainly not lucrative, six shillings representing a good week's 
work), finding the want of someone to “pick a bone” with him, has 
taken unto himself, as wife, a matured virgin, over whose head eighty- 
three summer suns have shed their rays. With the poet we are forced 
to admit—" true love can never die!” 





PASSING THE TIME.—Going by the clock. 





DOWN BOND STREET. 


As if you'll catch me walking down Bond Street. I’m not a tutor 
up for a week, sporting a cheap tie and a beastly hat, and trying to 
look as if he was in society. A parcel of bosh, people ever wan 
to appear different to what they are. I’m always the same. Wel 
they did lug me out and down Bond Street, too. A beastly street, I 
always say. What, do you want to go flattening your nose against 
picture dealers’ windows. And who, in the name of common sense, 
wants to go into picture galleries? I don't. If I never saw another 
picture again I shouldn't go and hang myself on that account, I can 
tell you. French galleries, and German galleries, and Spanish things. 
We'vea great many too many foreign beggars in London, so | tell you. 
And look at their photos stuck in the music shops. Who cares about 
long haired tenors, and basses, and baritones? I don't, for one. If 
there was never any more operas and concerts going it wouldn't turn 
my hair gray. And what I hate more than anything in Bond Street, 
is too see beetroot faced country girls squandering their money in 
fal-de-rals, that only help all the more to show off their ugliness. 
And then think of all the pastry stuffing they do, and sitting swelter- 
ing in the theatre, in the evening. I should like to see all that sort 
of thing put a stop to, that I should. If I were the father of girls, I 
should keep a pretty tight hand over them, I can tell you. They 
ought to be made to mind, instead of always sticking fluffy hats on 
their heads, and giggling. 

And why, on earth, after all, should such a row be made about Bond 
Street? You can buy things in Whitechapel if you want to, and you 
can buy them up West. Shops are much about the same wherever 
they are. It doesn't much matter if you haven't got anything to 
waste over them. I've got plenty of money, have I? That I haven't. 
And if I had, precious little of it would be thrown away in Bond 
Street. I wonder what good ivory statuettes would be to me, 
China pots, too. Asif aman couldn't get along without a parcel of 
crocks and bronzes. As to art furniture; give mea chair I can sit 
down in, that’s all I want. I don't care about Egyptian culture. A 
good old Windsor chair’s much more in my line! People ought to 
be able to get along without a lot of swell brokers’ shop flummery. 
And J’m not likely to go promenading up and down the street for the 


sake of showing my clothes off. Bond Street bosh! I say. 
DIOGENES TUBBS, 








Adding to their Press-tige. 

THE latest novelty in cricket matches is the Press v. Pulpit, down 
at Dulwich. The fourth Estate beat the Reverend Signiors, who 
only totalled up thirty-eight (no rest for the wicket!). No wonder 
the parsons were worsted, with so much preaching to work off they 
have very little time for practice, 





WE are authorized to contradict the rumour that the two idiotic 
imitators at Brixton of Theodore Hook's Berners Street hoax are 
going to fill a long felt want by starting a comic paper. 














MATTER OF CONSCIENCE. 
Our Gardener.—“ Wot? not scrunch snails ‘cos it cruel? 
mum, they likes it! they expects it of me; and I ain't a-goin’ to 
baulk ’em of their doo. Not for no missus, or master neither—so 


there!” 


Laws, 
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SOCIAL CONTRASTS.—No. 21. 











Here you have her in every day form, pegging away like anything. 














And here she is having a nice little holiday. 














THE CLANG OF THE CLOCK TOWER. 
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sewer 
Irish drain Jn my will draw ; but Smith has ceased to be sweet on sugar. 

The curtain has gone up for the fimal act of the Session. So far 
the — has been larly devoid of situations, and the dialogue 
has dragged ; but who ?—-there may be some very funny busi- 
ness in store for the audience—perhaps even a tableau. As a great 
manager at the T. R., St. Stephen's, once observed, “‘ Nothing happens 
except the unexpected.” 
be Gladstone arrived fresh from the West, back from Torquay to 

Mr. Matthews stated on Monday the inability of the authorities to 
njunct the parachutists, those gentlemen naturally being more given 
to dropping on than being “ dropped on.” 

Master Bill Smith has put that sickly Sugar Convention lollipop on 
the shelf, thinks it will keep till next year. 

All sides of the House expressed themselves pretty freely regarding 
the War Office order directing volunteers to supply their own great- 
coats and other equipments, The W. O. men (some call them the old 
W. O, men) lose few chances of throwing cold water on the civilian 
force. In the hour of danger, perhaps, the volunteers will show them- 
selves more useful to the country than the W.0O. At present, how- 
ever, John Bull is content to let a clique of meddlers and muddlers 
— lads who have gallantly formed in his defence simply pro 
pat 

On Mr. Matthews stated that the Privy Council were con- 
a bed on County Council's p to muzzle all the dogs 
in the , whether mad or Perhaps the L. C. C. 
at uniformity, and thinks it will be better to make them all 

Meantime the cur kingdom will droop its tail at the threatened 
ilment of its liberty, and the p in store for it of “twenty 
of resolute government.” Crimes Act, etc., etc. 

. Dunn, a workman at Woolwich, thought that hair from hospital 
beds was not the best stuffing for army es. An expert declared 
Mr, Dunn's opinion on saddle stuffing all stuff. Mr. Hanbury, on 


weGEe 











Tuesday night, contended that what Dunn had done had been done 
for the public good ; and that in return, the authorities, by stopping 
his promotion, had done for Dunn, who was undone. Mr, Stanhope 
in vain replied—*“ Dunno’ s’much about that.” 

The First Lord Smith, without a day’s notice to Metropolitan 
members, brought on the coal holey, or rather, unholy coal and wine 
dues debate amid whines and growls, both justifiable, from hon. 
members who had “ made other arrangements.” 

Sir Richard Webster's Cruelty to Children Bill is, taken all round, a 
good measure; but hon. and right hon., who have risen from the 
ranks, naturally saw danger in the clause prohibiting the sending of 
boys under fourteen, and girls under sixteen into the street for profit, 
between seven p.m. and seven a.m., from Ist. of October to 
3lst. of March. How are the costers to get an honest living with 
such a close time for the boy or girl who is often the “right hand of 
the business ” ? 








Cutting as a Coote-eau. 


‘Mr. Coorse who denounced Vizetelly, his books 
Is viewed by Buchanan & Co. with stern looks, 
They consider him quite a “ brute.” 
They hold he should pay for his “ Vigilance” plot, 
And are all very eager to “ give it him hot.” 
Yea, they’d pummel him, Codite qui Cotite. 








New Leaves. 


“Two Daughters of One Race,” by C. H. Douglas (Digby and 
Long). This is out of the run of commonplace stories, being both 
interesting, exciting, and satisfactory.—“ Three Friends,” by Yrla 
(same publishers). This is no ordinary, though it may not be an 
extraordinary book, it is cleverly done, and possesses the elements 
of love and war, faith and folly, life and death, vice and virtue, virtue 
having the best of it.— “The Travels of Baron Munchausen,” 
illustrated by Alfred Crowquill (Triibner and Co.), It is refreshing 
to renew our acquaintance with, and contemplation of the veracious 
(?) Baron’s re-doubt-able and laughter-provoking adventures, also 
of Crowquill’s drawings, of which we will not speak irreverently, for 
raany of them are exceptionally clever, though many are not.— 
“ Woman in Health and Sickness,” by Robert Bell (David Bryce and 
Son, Glasgow). Here is a fair offer to make fair woman acquainted 
with “ what she ought to know,” if she would embrace it let her ring 
the “ Bell."—*A Complete Guide to the Improvement of the 
Memory,” by the Rev. J. H. Bacon (Isaac Pitman and Sons). This 
improvement of the memory is a book to remember.—“ Pitman’s 
Phonographic Dictionary,” by Isaac Pitman (same publishers) sixth 
edition.—* Pitman’s Shorthand and its Uses” (same publishers). We 
have on more than one occasion had the pleasure of testifying to the 
value and completeness of Mr. Pitman’s works on shorthand ; to the 
initiated they are as plain as A B C, and the uninitiated should go for 
them with a longhand.—“ Follies, Foibles, Fancies,” Figured by 
Foster (Frederick Warne and Co,). A set of spirited and humorous 
sketches wherein fish, flesh, and fowl are dexterously displayed. It 
is both funny and laughable. 
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seven years’ penal 


he has to eat bread which the Colonel 
ashamed to pass it, and it was then hawked 
8 Report, and that’ll set you right 
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patriotism was stirred within it. “No!” it ‘cried, “the 
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the War Office Committee on Soldiers’ Rations) 


“ Brayvo!” said the Army baker. 
er'’s complaint is just, wil? that Woolwich bakers name be published, and will that baker get 


sbeenanInquiry? Here—you 
i 
servitude, or will the affair be disgracefully bushed up, as such affairs always are by our wretched departments ? 





(in spite of 


he says, the bread was so bad that the Commissariat were 
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In yuiry on the bread 
an idea, and the War Office banged on its breast, and its 
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trade of this nation.” 
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And now FUN wants to know this 


? What? Jou thought the Inquiry would improve the quality of the food? Bless your soul—that wasn’t the object of the Inquiry!” 
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And the War Office 


British Army 


“Can't eat the bread 7” said the War Office, “why, you said you wanted an Inquiry, and we've had an Inquiry. What more do you want? Just spread a little of the 


“What—made ~— ill? Pooh!—how can it make you ill when there 
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THE COMING SHAH. 


Royal Hostess.—“ YES, ROBERT, THE PERSIAN SHERBERT AND THE SHILLING CLARET WILL DO VERY NICELY, 


AND REMEMBER TO SEND IN THE BILL TO MB. BULL, AND MAKE HIM PAY FOR THE CLEANING UP.” 
[See Cartoon Verses, p. 280. - 
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OUR DOMESTIC ANIMALS, 


INHABITANT OF THE WILDS. This isn’t good enough! I'm tired 
of being constantly on the look-out for wild beasts. Here—this 
very morning if a man- 
eating tiger hasn't 
taken a fancy to the 
missus, a panther car- 
ried off the baby, a 
crocodile bisected the 
ther, and an 
elephant tumbled the 
wigwam into the river. 
And now here’s asnake 
in my new white hat! 
I shall move—let me 
see—let’s look at the 
encyclopedia, and find 
out what's the best 
country for immunity 
from wild beasts. Ah, 
there’s England—that 
seems promising. I'll 
try that. * ” ? 
Ha, the shores of England at last! Now I shall be able to spend my 
declining years in peace. * * Good-day, mister. I hear there’s no 
danger from wild beasts in this England of yours. 
INHABITANT OF ENGLAND (with various bandages on), Eh? Good 
gracious! Who on earth told you that? Well, you must be a green- 
horn, I should advise you to—but I can’t stop, because I’m off to 
Paris to M. Pasteur. Ta, ta. See you again, perhaps, provided you 
don’t get-—— (voice lost in distance), 
In. oF W. Good heavens! What very sinister remarks, Hullo! 
here's a rather suspicious bull coming along this lane—he’s after me! 
He's tossed me !—but human life is protected by the law in this country, 
so I'll go to a magistrate and put a stop to this animal's being driven 
along the road. 
MAGISTRATE, Can you prove that the bull has tossed somebody 
before? Eh’—“No?” Be off, then, Whenit has killed someone 
else you can come and tell me, and then the law gives me power to 
put a stop to it, The law allows a bull to kill one person—that’s only 
fair. 
In. oF W. Hum! I think I won't live in country parts; I'll try 
London. * * Here—hi! here’s a ferocious dog attacking me. He's 
bitten a hundred and thirty-two large gaps in me. I'll try the magis- 
trate again. In London, at all events, this sort of thing won't be 
permitted. 
MaG. But you say you can't swear that the dog has bitten anyone 
before? Go away, then; don’t come to me with your trivialities. 
The law says a dog is not a savage dog until he has killed or bitten 
two persons. Every dog is allowed one victim free ; you must let him 
have a little chance. * ° " Bg , 
In, oF W. Ha, I see in the newspapers that hydrophobia is preva- 
lent ; but fortunately dogs have to be muzzled in London, * _ 
Why, here, policeman—look there !—there’s a mad dog who isn't 
muzzled ! 
POLICEMAN, Oh, he’s not in London—he’s the other side of the 
road, 80 he’s not within the metropolitan area. He needn't be muzzled, 

In. OF W. But look! He bas rushed across the road and riddled 
me with bites, and then returned beyond the boundary, and is sitting 
and grinning at me! 

Pou, Can'thelp that, 

He has a right to do 
that. I should advise 
, you to goover to Mister 
FB Soi KG! Pasteur in Paris. 
In. OF W. But, surely 
there must be a cura- 
tive establishment in 
London, where hydro- 
phobia is so much cul- 
tivated ? 

POL. Oh, dear, no. 
The London doctors 
have decided that the 
eflicacy of the treat- 
ment not being proved, 
is not worth trying. 
We are practical in 
London, and make a point of refusing to inquire into anything which 
has not already been thoroughly sifted and established, That's our 
plan of — You can’t fail in an attempt that you don't make, 
d’ye see 


* 


em 
Ww 







W. Well, I'll take the first train in the morning. Mean- 
an't sleep a wink for that confounded cock in the next-door 





yard. Here's a magistrate going by. I say, sir—about this cock- 
crowing ? 

Mac. Well, have you got up a memorial, signed by one thousand 
inhabitants of the neighbourhood, showing that the noise of the bird 
seriously damages the interests of their trade, and prevents their 
making money? 

In. oF W. Eh? No, of course not. It only makes us ill from want 
of sleep, and damages our nerves, and—— oe 

Mac. Oh, pooh! People must put up with annoyance, even if it 
kills em in the end, in this country. We only care for money-making 
here. If you're not satisfied you’d better clear out. 

In. oF W. By Jingo! you're right. It’s not good enough. I'll take 
Pasteur on the way home to my native wilds, and (provided the 
London mad dog hasn’t done for me) I shall have learned to appre- 
ciate the comparative safety and peace of the wilderness, 








Commentators Cornered. 


[The Browning Society has of late been so exercised over the Master's poem, 
“Numpholeptos,” that, after many savants and students had made several vain 
guesses as to its meaning—it was resolved to ask Mr. Browning to be good 
enough to explain the poem to the society.) 

May blessings be shed on the Browning Society ! 
Not to wish that were insensate impiety, 
For that society doth, with variety, 
Give explanations of B. to satiety ; 
Their way with the Bard's rather frequent obscurity 
Merits the praise of To-Day and Futurity ; 
But they, at last (in the cause of Truth’s purity), 
Sing with an air of Ritooral-aloority, 
“O, mighty Bard, 
This poem is bard ; 
Yea, ‘Numpholeptos’ doth puzzle each elf ; 
So we ask with a sob, 
That you, O, Bard Bob, 
Will kindly expound its deep meaning yourself.” 


They lovingly laboured through lays enigmatical, 
Mysterious sonnets, and poems pragmatical ; 
Various metrical essays erratical 
They've also conned with effusion emphatical. 
Now they have come to a work that’s so worrying, 
That the profoundest professors ’tis flurrying ; 
Each ‘gainst the other with views they were scurrying, 
Now to the Master himself they are hurrying, 
Saying, “O, Poet deep, 
This study is steep ; 
And yet we like not to lay this on theishelf, 
Like a riddle inane, 
We're to give it up fain; 
So prythee, O, Poet, explain it yourself.” 
Your “ Pippa,” your “ Parleyings,” and your “ Sordello,” too, 
And others ’gainst which many students still bellow, too— 
We've struggled through these, till we thought we were mellow, too, 
But, O “ Numpholeptos,” we can’t find a fellow to. 
Some say its heroine's she whom pale Dante loved, 
Others a minx whom some old dilettante loved, 
“ Philosophy,” some say, whom Brahe in his shanty loved, 
Others say “ Wisdom,” in times that were ante, loved— 
So the B. S. is rife 
With storm, stress, and strife, 
And to fathom its meaning they’d pay any pelf; 
So, Robert, we trust 
You'll explain it—you must— 
You really must try to explain it yourself ! * 


* The same to you, Mr. Oontributor!—Ed. FUN. 





A Holiday Number. 


AT this holiday time of the year, when enjoyment is sought for by 
so large a number of people, one great enjoyment has been prepared 
for them by the well known proprietor of ‘“ Beecham’s Pills” ; beyond 
these health-giving pills lies his “Illustrated Holiday Number” 
(published for him by F. J. Lambert and Co., 18 Bouverie Street, 
London), which is full of “original tales by popular authors,” and 
carries ‘‘a three months’ free insurance with every copy.” It comes 
within the compass of everyones means, being issued at the popular 
price of one penny, so no one need go without it, Let us add com- 
mendation for “The Beecham Waltz,” by that princess of dance 
+ ree iia Ostlere, published by Messrs. Howard, of Marlborough 
Stree 





QUERY.—Wanted to know when the arbitrators in the Durham- 
Chetwynd case retire to luncheon, whether they regaleon Trial Stakes? 
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THE MONKEY AND THE MAN. 








What ho! Gadaboutio! 


who have we here? 


a Vexile? 


novelist. 


Irate Teacher (who has found supposed caricature of himself on slate).—“ Now, SIR! THIS Is YouR SLATE, SIR! WHAT Is 
THIS INTENDED FOR, SIR?” Boy.— PLEASE, Sik, I DUNNO WHO DONE IT, SIR! Looks TO ME LIKE A MONKEY, SIR!" 
THE COLLOQUIES OF STRABISMUS. | GAD. Or a choice little brace of American heiresses, devilled ? ; 
No. 25.—THE SOCIETY FEAST. STRA. Let them be done at once, 
SOUINTILIUS STRABISMUS ] ? GAD. Or a couple of lady lecturers on Franchise? 
Q , » Phil seagnor an Gags ; GADABOUTIO, STRA. Odds toughness! I have no teeth to spare ! 
an Unknown Know-overybody. GAD, Then we have a dancing bishop, a Parnellite peer, the wife of 
hes > , , ; shop, r 
STRABISMUS, Odds aridity! What a wilderness is here !—not a | a tragedy actor with her husband's understudy, and hee hushand 


fountain—not a date-palm i’ the desert! Send me a face I know, 


with his wife’sditto. We havea popular murderer who has never under- 


kind Jupiter! Here be all he-things in broadcloth, and she-things in | gone capital punishment, and an unpopular innocent man who has 


silk, odds backs and bosoms! and never a man or woman to talk to! 
GADABOUTIO, Odds bellowing fog-horns! Are these accents for 


| 
| 
STRA. Can a man change his voice with his shirt when he goeth | making clay into mud. And we have a Hindoo potentate who is a 


Society ? viewer-inters, these are the realistic mortality mixers who live by 
a-japing ? , | Punkah-walla in his own land, and a nobody-in-particular, who is a 
GaD. Ay, but I think you have not changed yours. | Nobeverywhere but here. Knowledge of all present have L 


STRA, 'Tis mellow, like the wearer. But come, exercise thine art, 
which is to babble, and thy province, which is to know; and tell me, 


GAD. Why, we have an excellent poet, in fine condition. 'Tis the 
very thing for the Jadies—long hair and a velvet coat 





been hung, and got over it. We have the dismal editor of a comic 
weekly paper, and the merry director of a mournful monthly maga- 
zine. We have leader-writers and writer-leaders, interviewers and 


StrRA. Yet nobody knows thee, Gadaboutio. Never a smirk comes 
thy way. Arta living tablet, an animate roll-call, a walking record 
of the society that spurns thee. Yet here on earth thou hast thy 
place i’ the corner o' merrymakings, and elsewhere a nook will be 
found thee, I doubt not, in case the recording Angel's memory should 


STRA, Wears ’s tie under one ear—heaven help us! But Tamnot | joag fillip. Soho! The world wearies me, I will to my garret, 


in humour for a poet. Odds dactyls and iambics! What else? ; , , re wal 
GAD. What say you to an orator or two? | and gird at grandeur. Fare ye well! 

STRA, La, la! the thing is stale—’tis out of season. 

Gap. Ora French ex-deputy, peppered with intrigue—served up | Children’s Fresh Air Mission 


StRA. Pah! Adish warmed up for the second time tickles no palate. 
GAD, If I might press on your honour a cut of a male sensational 


STRA. Stale, stale! My nose is offended. Odds cribs and crams! 
Odds pilferings and plagiarism! Odds windy babble and worthless 
bosh ! let him fly for a worthless braggard—we have falcons enow ! 
GAD. What say you to a slice of plump professional beauty ? 
StTRA, Um, um. 

GAD. Hot, with a spice of the stage ? 

STRA, It likes me. 


will provide the means of doubling that number over and over again, 





A Bitrovs Dret.—Living on the fat of the land. 


THE laudable object of this mission is to board out in country 
cottages, for two or three weeks in the summer season, such children 
of the London poor as stand in need of it. As the efforts of the 
committee enabled 2,154 children to enjoy the benefits of the mission 
last summer, it is to be hoped the generosity of those who can give 


and of bringing a healthy bloom on the “ pale faces" of poor children, 
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MADELINE’S PERPLEXITY. 


HERE was a little maid— 
Her christian name was 
Madelin’— 
Whoe’er addresses paid, 
She quickly sent skedaddlin’, 
She’d set her heart, she knew 
(irrevocably done it was), 
On wedding one of two, 
But couldn’t tell which one it 
was. 


For Maddy loved a brace 
Of idols, with sincerity, 
And one of them was Grace, 

The other one, Dexterity. 


Grace comes to some, but few 
(1 speak without frivolity) 
Could rival Jones of Kew 
In that engaging quality. 


The way his hair was brushed 
Gave beauty an enhansiveness, 
And all the ladies gushed 
About his brow’s expansiveness. 


His posture when he dozed, 

Would fill their souls with gratitude, 
And all day long he posed 

In some seductive attitude. 














He was a model man, But ere her love had gains— 
Nor fashioned fat or slenderly, Fruition or prosperity— 
And Madeline began Came Mr. Brown of Staines, 

To love him very tenderly. A marvel of dexterity. 


Your “kind attention” he 
Would delicately stipulate, 

J While thimbles and a pea 
ow He'd cleverly manipulate, 
The knives which up one throws 

He'd catch in turn with certitude, 
A pipe upon his nose 

He'd balance with expertitude, 


You'd ‘choose a card,” and pat, 
™ He'd instantly exhibit it, 

a A pudding in a hat 
He'd make you and distribit it, 


And Maddy’s fancy turned 

(The little monkey owns it did), 
Till her affection burned 

As much for Brown as Jones, it did. 


ZA With naught on which to base 

Selection with celerity 

uG (For Brown had little grace, 
And Jones had no dexterity), 


Decide on which she'd wed, 
It most severely tasked her to— 
The more as (be it said) 
They'd neither of them asked her to! 











KNICKNAOKS. 


A CONFECTIONER named Runz, residing in Coventry Street, has 
been fined £10 for trying to bribe a police inspector with two 
sovereigns, On his defence the accused stated that it was only two 
shillings. Perhaps this is where Mr. Runz made the mistake? 


Miss Prettypet.— What is your cousin, Mr, De Masher?” 
De Masher,—“ Oh, Doodie belongs to the Staff.” 
Miss Prettypet.—“ Possibly that accounts for his being such a 


stick.” 


CAMPBELL Praed when he sued Graham for libel and obtained 
£500 damages. This is a beautiful example of the efficacy of prayer. 


CANON FuRZE gave a lecture on Socialism the other day. The 
cannon certainly made a report, though, we fear, it will prove but a 
blank charge; nevertheless, from the manner in which he made his 
points felt, we must say that the canon is well named. 


Swellington.—“ Aw —I’m—aw—thinking of paying a visit to 
—aw—Naples. You've been there—aw—l believe ; can you—aw— 
inform me—aw—how the natives pass their time?” 

Funniman,—“ In fishing, begging, and scratching.” 


Political Meeting, Birmingham. Chamberlanian Orator.— There 
must be no divisions, my friends—no splits in the camp! At this im- 
portant epoch, we must all hang together——” 

Gladstonian.—" Hear, hear!” 


Jones.— Have you heard Lord Wasterall’s going to be married?” 

Smith.— Indeed! who to?” 

Jones.—“ To Miss Greasy, the rich candlemaker’s daughter.” 

Smith.—“ By Jove! I didn’t think he was sufficiently in debt for 
that, poor fellow!” 


—_—— —______ 


Riverside Publichouse. Young Boating man (who has just emptied, 
a quart tankard of shandygaff at a draught, apologetically to by- 
stander).—“ I have had a long pull.” 

Bystander (looking at empty tankard).—“ So I see.” 








a Zi fy)» 
‘ MT! 


WHAT THE WILD WAVES WOULD KEEP ON SAYING. 
“What have we got for lunch to-day? 
What have we got fo—or lunch?” 
[And Edwin would keep on talking such romantic bosh. 
To be sure, he had eaten breakfast enough for siz! 
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A Fogey’s Growl. 


ON an omnibus knifeboard con- 
structed for six 
The space is decidedly small, 
And so varied the grades who're 
expected to mix 
That yd really don’t mingie at 
all ; 
For each will his whim or his 
fancy pursue 
Regardless of all, but especially 
you, 


The trams are as bad. When you've 
fought for your seat 
And have conquered a corner in 
front, 
A burly, broad-beam’d one plods 
over your feet 
And plants himself down with a 
grunt ; 
The conductor himself, in at- 
tempting to pass, 
Is stopped by that solid, im- 
movable mass, 


The squeezing is bad, but the papers 
are Worse ; 
For here you must under- 
stand, 
That every young clerk who one 
“d” can disburse 
Will be seen with a “ daily” in 
hand, 
Immersed in the gossip or news 
of the day, 
And ignoring all incidents seen 
by the way. 


Your mind, as a savant, is roving in 
space, 
And your looks are addressed to 
the sky, 
When the wind blows a sporting 
print over your face, 
And the corner flaps into you 
eye; 
Then you yell, as you pick up ee ae 
your shattered cigar, 
‘* What a nuisance you fellows 
with newspapers are!” 


oy a 














— 


‘“‘ Britannia, dear, 
It is all too clear 
You were sick of the Shah’s last visit, 
love ; 
Bat again he comes, 
And you beat your drums, 
And you dance in your joy—how is it, 
love?” 
“La! Mister Fun, 
You are sich a one 
For your nose in my business pokin’, sir ; 
And I sees the sneer 
On your lips quite clear 
Though you tries to make out as you’re jokin’, 
sir. 
And you haves me now, 
For I don’t know how 
. . _ To answer the question you axes, sir, 
a cea (Though I allers knew 
F Pigs x9 ae” ia | As ‘twould come from you 
Gave his draggin's-up no heedin,, air ; | On behalf of the payers of taxes, sir !) 
_ it o— o. Exceptin’ I swears 
Sasi <a an That the why I bears 
With Nibbikynizzer a-feedin’, sir, New love to this furrin knave is, sir, 
Which you won’t deny, ’Cos he don’t now dip, 
C uch ae ‘ ices ‘tn sir, When he inte, the tp 
= as ts oh to dip, VY, SIF, Of his greasy paws in the Gravy, sir!” 
When he dined, the tip 
Of his greasy paws in the Gravy, sir!” — UNDERWRITEERS.—Junior Clerks. 


' 


“‘A Reason on Compulsion.” | 


(“The Shah uses his fork with dexterity, and no 
longer dips his fingers in the gravy.”—Glasgow Herald.] 


(“A bad excuse is better than none.”—Anéediluvian 
Fossil.] 
“ BRITANNIA, dear, 
Just bend your ear ; 
Is this story true they are telling, love, 
That you danced with glee 
When, in Seventy-three, 
The Shah went out of your dwelling, love?” 
“La! Mister Fun, 
With your jokes be done, 
For you knows I was so disgusted, sir, 
With that furrin gent, 
That when home he went, 
With pleasure I almost busted, sir ! 














CHETWYND Versus DURHAM; THE GREAT TURF LIBEL RACE. 
“I7’s AN ILL CHETWYND THAT BLOWS NO LAWYER Goop,”—Legal :Proverbs. 


— — $$$ ee Y 
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“Sleepers.” 
[The (lote has lately published several articles 
pointing out that Conservatism is asleep. } 
WHAT? Conservatism asleep? 
Yea, truly! 
This makes some admirers now weep 
Unduly ; 
They, noting the lull of their fine 
Loud lingo, 
Desire they'd return to the shrine 
Of St. Jingo! 


Yes, asleep the Tories must be— 
And dreaming, 
If they think common-sense can’t see 
Their scheming ; 
But whether that Party's awake, 
Or sleeping, 
His eye on their every “fake” 
Fun’s keeping ! 


N’Im-Porte. 


THEY say we must now look to Turkey for 
wines, 
For France finds it awkward to work some ; 
If Turkey, through this, with the hope of 
“oof” shines, 
It’s natives won't now find it (T)irk-some. 


— 





”' 


-— 


accompanied by a stamped and directed envelope, 


gay” TO CORRESPONDENTS.—The Editor does not bind himself to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions. In no ease will they be returned unless 
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The Coming Shah. 
(SEE CARTOON.) 


FOR joy one, of course, ought to laugh 
ia, ba! 
And make ready the feast 
For our guest from the Kast 
(Who invited himself, 
I believe—artful elf! ), 
And in sherbert or something to quaff 
“The Shah!" 


The crowd will assuredly shout 
Hurrah ; 
For it loves to behold 


Benger: 


For INFANTS, 
IN VALIDS, 
and 
DYSPEPTIOCS. O O 


BENGER’S FOOD Is Sold In Tins at 1s. 6d, 
2s. 6d., and 5s. by Chemists, &c., Everywhere, 
or Free by Parcels Post, from 


TTERSHEAD & co., 
& FB Reworn.) 7 Ferwance Sreecy. MANOwESTER. 


STAGE STRUCK—AND CURED. 


Blazing jewels and gold 
On a man with the face 
Of some Orient race— 
Though it knows very little about 
The Shah, | 


sut the cost of these jinks won't be sweet— 
Oh, la! 
And if Madam should will 
Not to settle the bill, 
Then poor Mr. Bull must, 
Though it cause him disgust ; 
So perhaps on the cheap they will treat 
The Shah. 


Cadbury's 
Cocoa 


PURE AND 
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS. 











SOLUBLE. 











M.8.-timable. 
[The recent auction sale of several of Lord/Tennyson’s 
M.SS, realized some good prices.] 
O, WHO would not be 
The Laureate (though old) ? 
With lots of M.S.s 
(Not all successes) 
That, put up for auction, fetched much gold ! 


Well, as for me— 
If truth must be told— 
I'd prefer the M.S.s 
With which Fun blesses 
The world! forthey’re each worth tons of gold ! 





SEVEN PKIZE MEDALS AWAKVED. 
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C.BRANDAUER &C°S 


POINTED PLNO 


—— 
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Write as smoothly asa lead pencil, and neither scratch 
nor spurt, the points being rounded by a new process. 
Ask your Stationer for a Sixpenny Assorted Sample 
Box, or send 7 stamps to C. BRaNDAUER and Co.'s 
Pen Works, BIRMINGHAM; or to their Wholesale 
Warehouse, 24 King Edward Street, London, E.C. 
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